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(1) Here Fun, the fanciful, the frank, 








the free a 

Is dancing as delighted as can To chewing gum addicted are, He has his (s)colours all about him, | Because he hath inherited nine 
be — be-gum. though. “thou. 

we Se? eae Fun, whom all the (3) The busy Booth all Sabbath jinks | (5) nas nurses for sick bachelors some | (8) For a now the pros. much love 
et ge Ea : 7" condemns, advise. profess— 

Doth here commence his Eight-and- So sends out Sunday scoutstoscour (6) Tokeep pistols in one’s bustle is not ‘Twill keep them, p'r’aps, from far 
a wae the Thames. wise. worse wicket-ness. 
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complained of, and as intent upon the progress of the piece as thoug! 
every word were distinctly audible. Could good nature further go. 





UNDER the circumstances, it is not very possible to enter into the 
merits of the performance, beyond congratulating the company 
generally on their coolness in the face of the enemy. The genera 
get-up of scenery and costume was above the average of the 
minor houses, I think. It is true that [ conceived the idea that Mark 
Frettlby, for a “‘ wool king,” had rather humble ideas in the matte: 
of a drawing-room carpet, thoug rh his generous good nature was in- 
lisputable, seeing that he had obviously lent the same carpet to grace 
the occasion of Brian Fitzgerald’s “afternoon tea” party. Thi: 
meal, by-the-way, was taken by the entire party seated at a table ir 
the centre of the room. Such may be the colonial method, however 
The company Jvoked rather more than usually well up to the os 
and included Messrs. Tom Wallace and E. E. Norris, and Miss Jul 
Mortimer, whose good abilities I have previous experience of. 


THE PARAGON THEATRE OF VARIETIES.—On Monday in last 
week, ‘a descriptive monologue sketch,” called On Guard, was hert 
given to an apparentl y admiring public. Mr. Thiodon has personal]. 
directed the production, which enjoys the a stinction of being pre 
sented by a ge pesoconer whose music hall pore larity is, to put it mildly 
something in excess of his ability or attractiveness of style. There ar 
some good né Carl Hertz ”’ is there 
so admirers of good sleight of hand and suchlike should make a Car! 


Miss Cora Cardigan tootletnh. Miss Le Blanc is all prizes and 


ames on tne » Paracon 11st, thou lg 


blancs. Sam Redfern ladleth forth coloured (shall [ say highly; 
coloured ?) philosophy to the tickling of ribs and the inducement « 
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AN ATTRACTIVE ANNOUNCEMENT.—Foung Tottiepeep (bursting into hot per- 


i") - . ’ + r r ’ i 7 ' 
NeW i What a Olil i nougi 4 to Imei one in ones SOcas. s.tic 


thought; and Miss Minni e Mario ~ vaseth the eye, charmeth the ea 
and capt ireth the favourable notice. Music halls are better than 


theatres during this h st t spell, by-th o- way, particularly if the manage- 
ment send youadouble invitation, so that you can take someone with 


1 to stand frequent drinks, 


NODS AND WINKS.—Sweet Lavender, Mr. Brickwell informs me. 


is still blooming, and casting its fragrance around with undiminished 


ilness. ‘ House full”’ is the le vend displayed to the admiring popu- 


lace of the Strand early every evening—even thous gh the hundredth 
t 


erturmance be past. The R: al Little Lord Fauntleroy calls the 


same placard into requisition every afternoon. This seems a favour- 


4 
s 


able opportunity to introduce the remark “Good business!” —It 
must be in a spirit of jocular sarcasm that the Avenue management 
naverties itself as the ‘Summer Theatre,” and expatiates upon the 


circumstances that it is “‘ comfortat bly warmed throughout,” and * free 


from draughts.” But let them beware lest the joke recoil on their 
own heads, such an advertisement in the scorching hot days which 
have come 7? us with the evident intention of making a long stay, 
is more likely to send the reader away, shrieking for iced di aks, than 


ind uce him to enter the heated por tals. —Last Saturday Mr. Willie 


Edouin was to produce Run Wild, a “new and original comedy,” by 
Mr. E. Coffin. It's time Mr. E. “struck ile’ now. so | hope the new 


; > ; : etied owes } le ; Th . ; 
plece 1S In fora wlid run.—At the Olympic Jhe Pointeman is once 
I n the spot, and the Paperchase will be run at Toole’s for 
, . . 
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Dignity and Impudence. 
(A NEw VERSION.) 


uring the recent Vote of 
at Mr. Gladstone’s age. 


a 
3 6 Thi? . reihlea thar ¢ 
id, While sensible that t 


Q 


enstire | 
~~ > ~ 


Mr. G., 


he lapse of 


” 


replying anon, sa 

time is undoubtedly extremely formidable, and affects 
mé in more than one particular, yet I hope that fora 
| little while, at any rate, I may remain not wholly un- 
j able to cope with antagonists of the calibre of the 
5 at eg fe . ¢ ee ete aaa “ 
| right hon. gentleman.” Renewed cheers and laughter. } 


THE Dignity in this especial case 
Was Gladstone, who, for over fifty years, 
Has served his nation with no motives base— 
The Impudence was one who ever sneers 
At every scheme to benefit our land— 
|The Toriest Tory of that senseless band. 


This 


‘“cventleman’—of horseflesh p’r’aps a 
udge— 
Is he who'd fain restore the tax on bread ; 
All progress for the toiler he would grudge, 
| If he'd Ais way the poor would be ill-fed. 
| Yet he at Gladstone flings his feeble joke, 
| Tis like an earwig girding at an oak. 
But when the veteran 
And held up Chapl 


Then Chaplin (with the 


quietly arose, 
in’s “calibre” to scorn, 
mien a whipped 


Wished almost that he never had been born. 


t - 
rever, some folk 


Tis thus, hov Pr, win a name— 
If only by a deed that brings them shame. 


The Silver Féte. 
THE above, in commemoration of the Silver 
Wedding of the Prince and Princess of Wales, 
will be held at the Roval Exhibition Gardens, 


funds of the Victoria Hospital for Children. 

Among the many attractions there will be 
a@ ‘“Richardson’s Show,” “A Temple of 
Music,” in which leading composers will 
assist, a scene of revels, maypole dances, &c., 
&c., and various stalls, presided over by ladies | 
of rank and distinction. There will also be 
an ascent, at frequent intervals during each 
day, of a giant balloon, in charge of Mr. 
Simmons, the eminent a“ronaut. 


PRETTYPERT. 








Caddy Sn bkins (who has dined nie 
DON'T YER KNOW, WHA’ WI THESE ITALIAN, ’AN IRISH, 'AN 
EX’BITIONS, IT’S TIME WE HAD'N ENGLISH EX’BITION,” 

Miss P. (icily as Greenland).—* AND YOU 
PRACTICE BY MAKING A PERFECT EXHIBITION OF YOURSELF.” 


THAT STEADIED HIM. 
too ‘ERE, MISS 


DANISH 


t wisely, but 10e/1).— LOOK 


ARE PUTTING YOUR IDEA INTO 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
OWING, perhaps, to the rival attractions of the exhibitions of all 
nations at present in full swing, the T. R. St. Stephen’s has of late 
been attracting very scanty ‘‘ houses,” but on Monday and Tuesday 
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victories at Southampton and Ayr, the Glad-Parnellites were, if not 
sanguine of success, at least hopeful of breaking here and there their 
opponents’ square. 

“Thou canst not say I did it,” this was not Balfour's only answer 
to Morley’s attack. “I can say that thou and thine did it.” 

Meanwhile, alas! for Erin—with sons Dillon, noble- 
hearted and chivalrous, pining in a prison cell, on the one side—on 
the other, daughters trembling for their lives, because they have dared 
to point to the murderers of their kith and kin. Who can save her. 
The Tories? No. The Gladstonians’? No. These two sides have 
juggled for her vote, and, instead of healing, have aggravated he: 

The two parties who could save her, if they would only join 
hands—who t some day join hands and save her—are those at 
present most divided—the Unionist Liberals. and the Parnellites. 

Business like man, Watkin, and a champion at a bargain. In 
exchange for neutrality on Irish Question, gets an amount of support 
for his gigantic Channel Bore Joint Stock arrangement which it 
doesn’t deserve. John Bull is not going to run risks to oblige Sir 
Edward Watkin, or any other company-monger. 

On Thursday Lord Halsbury introduced yet another Companies 
Act, the legal profession having pretty well exhausted those gold 
mines, the Acts of 1862 and 1567, and the subsequent silver ones. 
Bramwell suggests Acts should be amended by, not great lawyers, 
but small ones and accountants. If laymen had more voice in 
making Companies Acts, they wouldn't have to pay so much to 
lawyers overthem. Inthe Commons Brixton got the park it doesn't 
need, and Bumble triumphed. 
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We suggest 


KENT is commonly called “the Garden of England. 
- " , ‘ ’ | 
that the Tories should christen the Thanet division of that county 
Wt | 
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A REMARKABLE ACHIEVEMENT. 























The stout bosom of the dauntless warrior quailed in his presence. 
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The monarchs of the desert slunk away at his approach. They would not tackle him. 







































































ML LTT 
Had he then threaded, unquailing, the heart of the African wilds? Was he a Waterloo veteran? Had he charged with the Six Nundred ? Not so; he had run 
the gauntlet of Drury Lane—had traversed it from end to end, and lived! 
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THE THREE-LEGGED RACE. 


1 W ,OME.”’ 
“A TIME WILL COM 
. FIRST LAP.—G.O.M. (aside). —“ A TIM 
END OF THE FIRS 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 
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CONTENTED JIM. 


, HERE is a kind of man I find 

ots extremely irritating, 

2 And whom, I fear, I’m very near 
to cordially hating : 

The man who knows misfortune’s 
blows and keeps on smiling 
sweetly 

I'd like to take and soundly shake, 
and double up completely. 


What right has he to go and be 
content with his misfortunes, 

As gay as those who have no woes, 
whom trouble ne’er impor- 
tunes? 

If we enjoy good luck, my boy, it’s 
cheating us, old chappie, 

lf one wh_m fate appears to hate 
presumes to be as happy. 


He ought to wear a ghastly air of 
broken-down dejection ; 

His moods irate should devastate 
the hues of his complexion. 

He ought to moan, and wail, and groan, permitting none to hush him— 

Confound it all! when troubles fall he ought to let them crush him. 
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And here the sneak has got the cheek to look on ills as bubbles! 
Without alarms he’ll “take up arms against a sea of troubles.” 
Assailed by woes which you’d suppose would make him shrivel meanly 
He doesn’t shrink (or even wink), but smiles around serenely. 


Now, Jim—mayhap, you know the chap—is one of these delusions ; 
He makes this child uncommon wild, and long to deal contusions, 
Upon my word, it has occurred to me that he’s demented ; 

He is so cool, the stupid fool, and dreadfully contented. 


The income small which was “his all” when first I chanced to meet 
him 

He'd ne’er consent to supplement, however I'd entreat him ; 

With friendly zeal in my appeal my offices I’d tender, 

But all in vain (1 may explain that I’m a money-lender). 


He'd ways of thought, which, though you sought, you couldn’t well 
prepare for, 

‘“] pay my way,” he used to say, “and that is all I care for. 

Your meaning’s good (that’s understood), but, pardon me, you bore me, 

And money lent at cent, per cent. has no attractions for me.” 


[In many ways I've tried to raise his sluggish indignation, 

\'ve painted wrong in colours strong with quaint elaboration, 
And shown how man but seldom can have any joys to bless him, 
But I am bound to say I found | didn’t much impress him, 


[‘ve told the crimes of foreign climes where men are kicked and beaten, 

Where, racked with pains, they pine in chains until by rats they're 
eaten, 

Where blazing branch, and avalanche, discount their comfort gravely. 

He'd never flinch a single inch, but bear these sorrows bravely. 


And next I'd raise in vivid phrase a scene of siege and grapnel, 

Where skulls were cracked and bodies hacked and torn to bits by 
shrapnel, 

With broken lines, exploding mines, and house and homestead blazing— 

He suffered all their pain and fall with fortitude amazing. 


And then I've tried to sting his pride by touching him more nearly, 

I said, “ Be brave, you're now a slave,” and proved it to him clearly, 

“The tyrant’s hand, you understand, will squelch, unless you curb 
him.” — 

But still he smiled, serene and mild, and nothing could disturb him. 


| showed the laws were full of flaws, and nothing on the earth right, 
And land, to plough, besides a cow, was everybody's birthright. 

He shook his Fread and, smiling, said he didn't value land much, 
And as for cows they made such rows—a thing he couldn't stand much. 


The income-tax, I then would wax abusive tooth and nail to— 

I thought it safe to make him chafe (with most it wonldn't fail to)— 
And I'd incite him on to fight, and force them to relax it, 

But not at all; “My screw’s so small,” he said, “they never tax it.” 


His placid style aroused my bile and raised a strong resentment, 
He took the palm for steady, calm and even-browed contentment, 
And no event on this content could ever place restrictions, 

And, to his shame, twas just the same with family afflictions. 








He had a son (though only one, I think he found it plenty), 
Who'd ap aS to ies affright, and cheek enough for twenty ; 
He'd cheek his pa, and slap his ma, and lie and plunder sleekly, 
But when some lad well licked the cad his father bore it meekly. 


Hi in-law impressed with awe the bravest of beholders, 
Shasp nels and a were equalled by the sharpness of her shoulders ; 
She sat on Jim, and lectured him, but when (I'd thought her firmer) 
She took offence, and bolted thence, he didn’t even murmur. 


His wife (a hag), would nag and nag, she quite of ease bereft him, 
She pied, sor go and caused expense, and finally she left him ; 
But did he sigh, or pipe his eye, as one who sorrows blindly? 

No (simple soul), upon the whole, he took it rather kindly, 








Another blow he was to know; an uncle, who by pinching, 
Was very rich, popped off as sich—he bore it without flinching ; 
Jim ought to be “a sight” to see, misfortune fills his cup so, 
With mad disgust I’m like to bust, to see him bearing up so. 








THE SUMMER IN HBARNEST. 


“ SoMMER—good hot summer at last!” That’s what that imbecile 
Jones says, as if we a/l wanted to be penny ice dealers and donkey- 
riders on Hampstead Heath! That's what always annoys me with 
the man. He’s always so beastly pleased about one thing or the 
other. I hate and detest these assertively contented people. If he’d 
only drop a little over those Meriwaddy Railway Shares it would do 
the beggar all the good in the world, and perhaps take some of his 
nonsense out of him. If you call summer having thunder and light- 
ning storms, then all I can say is that we have had plenty of it, and 
to spare. The other afternoon I went for a stroll on Hampstead 
Heath. There was a nice storm then, I can tell you!—two men 
nearly killed by the lightning a fortnight ago, and that’s what you 
call your summer, indeed! There ‘are plenty of railway excursions 
about everywhere, but we all know what that means. 

Why shouldn't the lower orders enjoy themselves? Because they 
shouldn't, I say. Eight hours at the seaside, indeed! What good 
does that do’em?—tell me! They start in the morning with drinking 
pints of sixpenny ale. Then they have great loads of ham sand- 
wiches that they take with them into the train. Then they munch 
the sandwiches in the train until they’re well greased all over. Then 
they get out at the first junction they have five minutes’ stay at, and 
have more beer. Well, and what’s the good, too, of them going and 
sitting on the blazing sands staring at the sea? What's the good of 
that, | should like very much to know? Perhaps they go and havea 
bathe and get stung by a jelly-fish. Their shoes and boots are full of 
sand, they’ve all had too much to drink, and a storm comes on, and 
they all get drenched to the skin before they get home. 

That’s the good of summer to the lower orders. I hate such bosh! 
As if they were any the better off then than at any other time! They'd 
much better stop in London and go to the British Museum. It’s nice 
and cool and depressing there—just the sort of thing for the lower 
orders. Let ‘em improve their minds on the mummies and things, 
and not talk any confounded nonsense about summer holidays. Don't 
talk tome. And the summer heat in London—what’s the good of it 
but to make the air faint with all sorts of imaginable smells. Summer 
calls down the street drains and tells all the foul air to come up. 
That's the good summer does for us. Why, the fish shops are some- 
thing awful to walk past this weather! As to the lobsters, why, 
they're all kept in ice, and the flavour taken out of every mother’s 
son of them. And there's nothing better that I like than a good 
lobster. And the meat, too! A forequarter of lamb’s about as tender 
as rhinoceros’ hide. Pah! DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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DOTTINGS FROM THE DANERIES. 


AND who says that Baconspeare’s Prince of Denmark is not to be seen at Kensington? 
Hamlet, pray what Village can? 


If a Danish Village can’t justly be called a 
Go to! 








A Conversational Clock. 
(Edison's latest is a clock that talks the hours, &c., when striking. ] 


THAT famed electrician who holds high position 
All over the civilized globe, 

His craft still doth follow, in wisdom to wallow, 
All Science’s secrets to probe. 

All sorts of inventions worth hon’rable mentions 
Forth from his cranium flock, 

But Edison’s latest, and maybe his greatest, 
Is one called a Talking Clock. 

Now, this clock’s conversation will suit ev'ry station 
(Or else it were not of much use), 

And the words that it utters it never stutters, 
But the clearest of sounds can produce ; 

At the hour, say, for tubbing, for grubbing, or clubbing, 
It will give you the tip with a shock ; 

Yea, at night or at morning ’twill give verbal warning, 
This wonderful Talking Clock. 


When bores and such cattle won't cease tittle-tattle, 
And you'd flee—if it wouldn’t look rude— 

When the sermon is longer than might be, not stronger, 
And the parson won't seem to conclude— 

You might set this invention to draw their attention, 
With, maybe, a personal “ knock ”’— 

“Shut up!” or “ Hi! drop it!” or “ Parson, 
Might be cried by the Talking Clock. 


just stop it!” 








— 


In Parliament, also (where some members baw! so), 
And cause but mere chaos and storm, 

Much wiser orating and shrewder debating 
This clock might be made to perform ; 

While, in a division, ’twould show more decision— 
Not prone to obstruct or to “ block ;”” 

Ah, in many a movement 'twould be an improvement 
On man—would the Talking Clock ! 


In some cases, however, this timepiece so clever 
A less pleasing aspect might bear, 

It might shout to your “ missis,” “ A pretty time this is,”’ 
When late you are mounting the stair! 

Or suppose you are wooing, and billing and cooing, 
Your mutual joy it might mock, 

It might shout to her pater, “ Don't let him stay later!” 
That marvellous Talking Clock, 


—————_—_—_—_ 


First Lawyer (hobnobbing with his late opponent after the conelu- 
sion of the case).—*“ Here's luck, old man! By-the-bye, how did you 
manage to get hold of Jones asa witness? I tried all I could tu 
keep him out of your way.” 

Second do. (chuckling).—“ Oh, that was simple enough. I wrote to 
him to say that I had a sum of money in my hands waiting for him 
to call for. He came up like a lamb, and I gave him the guinea and | 
served the subpcena, Ha! ha! ha!” 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


A NEW FIELD OF OPERATIONS. 


‘ARRY THE CAMP-FOLLOWER. ’Ere, I say, Joerge, ’ere’s a bit 0’ 


’ good nooze! Blest if they ain’t a-goin’ to’ave a try for Rich- 
—s / mond Park to 


‘old the rifle 
meetin’ in this 
year. Theer’s 
sport for yer, 
ole pal! Wy, 
Wimbledon 
Common ain’t 
a patch honit! 
Wot’s _ settin’ 
the gorse on 
fire beside o’ 
wot we can do 
in Richmond 
Park? 
J OERGE. 
tight you har! 
Wot’s alwis bin 
the drorback to 
the Park’as bin 
that them blessed keepers alwis ‘’ad their heye on yer, so as yer 
couldn’t do nothink ; but now they'll jest ‘ave their ’ands pritty full, 
and won't be able to keep their heye on heverybody. ’Ooray ! 
* * * 7 » * 
SCENE—Richmond Park. 

First HARE. Dear me! What is the matter? Surely it must be 
the world coming to anend! What a fearful din! Why, they’re 
firing millions of guns! Oh, let us go away; this is no place for 
hares any longer. 

SECOND HARE. Let us go and ask the deer what they are going 
to do. a * * ad * 

DreER. What am J goingtodo? J’m goingtocutit. I’ve already 
got a leg broken by a stone from a gang of roughs. Let’s see what 
the birds are going to do. 

BiRD. Oh, I’m off at once to the Surrey hills, or somewhere; I 
can't stand this. 

GRASSHOPPER. No more can I, There’s isn’t a blade of grass left 
in the Park. What they haven’t cut up to make paths through the 
camp, they have trodden into bare earth. 

o * * od * * 

"AKRY THE C.-F, ’Ere yar! Comeon. All the keepers are busy 
enough; there ain’t one here. Wot shall we dofust? Shall we tear 
the branches off the trees, or set fire to these ’ere fences, or knock out 
the stags’ eyes with stones, or wot?) Come on, we're all on the job, 

* * o * om 
TIME.—The Nezrt Year. 

JADED WORKER. I really must go and have a look at a green tree 
and walk on the grass a bit. Ah, | know, there’s Richmond Park—a 
delightful bit of country. I'll just take the train and > | 
here lam. Why, by-the-way—dear me !|—most extraordinary thing ! 
Where is the Park? I appear to have got to the Sahara. Let's have 
another look at the name of the station. CanI have got out at 
Khartoum? No, it’s “ Richmond,” sure enough. (70 inhabitant),— 
Would you kindly direct me to Richmond Park? 

INHABITANT. Eh? oh— 
Richmond Park! By Jove, 
you know, I had really for- 
gotten that there had been a 
Richmond Park. Oh, yes! 
this was the site of Rich- 
mond Park until the Rifle 
Meeting was held 

J. W. What, this dreadful 
desert! Why, there isn’t a 
tree, nor a blade of grass, nor 
a bird, nor an animal—— 

INHABITANT. Oh, no—not 
now! You see, they trod out 
or dug up all the grass, and 
the crowds that came to the 
camp tore down all the trees, 
and the deer and hares and 
birds and things all migrated 
one dark night to the Surrey 
hills and Windsor Forest. 
al But they won't be able to 
remain in the latter long, as this year’s meeting is to be held in it. 
When they've made a desert of that, they mean to try Hyde Park, 




















the Regent’s Park, and so on, until there are no nice places left. 
After that I don’t know what they'll do—have to fall back on private 
gardens, perhaps. By-the-way, you can take a stroll about the site of 
Richmond Park—there’s no charge, and I hope you'll enjoy it! 








Our Future “Domestics.” 
[A French magistrate has proposed tocreatea special Order of Merit for deserving 


servants. } ie ' : 
THERE’s joy in Jemima Ann’s bosom, 


There’s hope in our Sarah Jane's heart, 
A vision of medals now woos ’em, 
And honours a rapture impart. 

The warrior who homeward goes laden 
With the ribbons and crosses he’s won, 
Will not feel more proud than the maiden 

Who her valued “ Order” pins on. 


No longer the ornaments broken 
Will always be smashed by the cat, 

And our servant we'll prove by the token— 
She always sweeps under the mat. 

The beer-barrel key won’t be missing, 
Nor beef disappear now so fast ; 

And the sounds in the kitchen like kissing 
Henceforth will be things of the past. 


The mistress who never is weary 
Of grumbling at Abigail's ways, 
And master who’s always in fear he 
Will have no more peace all his days, 
Because that old question, ‘ our slaveys,” 
Torments him from morning till night, 
May now find some real rar@ aves 
That don't in a month take their flight. 




















A SWEEPING COMPLIMENT. 
Lady.—“ Why, my lad, you haven't: sweptiall the slush away. 
How's that?” 
Street Arab.—“No need ter, Marm. W’'en yer comes ’lon 
bloomin’ face dries up all the puddles better’n the sun!” — 
[ Gets.a threepenny bit. 
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Folly or Funk? 


ALAS! for the Tories! 
What is their aim? 
Where are their glories ? 
What is their game? 
Of late (ah! they rue it) 
To strange shifts they slunk ; 
What made them do it— 
Folly or Funk? 


Certain strange clauses 
In Ritchie’s mixed Bill 
Have given them pauses 
(“ Fits,” if you will), 
Till on to distraction 
They rush like men drunk ; 
What caused this action— 
Folly or Funk? 
Ah! slowly but surely 
Their power doth fade, 
However demurely 
They now may parade ; 
Their friends are complaining,— 
So deeply they’ve sunk ; 
What’s the cause of 
waning— 
Folly or Funk? 





their 


A Doll-escence. 


SOME people extol 
A talking wax doll, 
Which is Edison’s latest invention ; 
Many words it can say, 
In a parrot-like way, 
And for this they, forsooth, crave 
attention. | 


Why, of dolls such as these 
We have lots, if you please ; 
In “society ’’ there are plenty 
Who, although minus brain, | 
Can talk in this strain, 
In their doll-ce far niente. | 





THREE young fellows were play- | 
ing cards one evening last week, | 
and, as is not unfrequently the | 
case under similar circumstances, | 
they fell out and commenced | 
quarrelling. “Look here,” ob- 
served the elder of the trio, “I 
don’t want to see any words be- 
tween you fellows.” ‘“ Humph!” 
ejaculated the second ; “you would 
be clever if you could see words,” 
“That would be easy enough,” re- 
marked the third, “for you know 
pigs can see the wind.” 





“ PULLED.” 
THE GREAT ToRY TURF SCANDAL.—RITCHIED CONDUCT OF A JOCKEY. 








KNICKNACKS., 


THE following was passed along one of the back Opposition benches 
on the evening of a debate when a certain member of the ;Govern- 
ment was speaking : 

EPITAPH ON MR. 
My fate a useful moral teaches, 
Upon this grave pray turn your eyes ; 
It might contain my windy speeches, 
But ’twould not hold one half my lies. 


SPEAKING about the want of faith of one of the Conservative 
members who attended Lord Salisbury’s private meeting, a friend 
observed to the G. O. M., “I suppose, sir, you are not afraid of 
treachery on the part of your secretaries?” “No, indeed,” was the 
immediate reply, “although I employ three, and here they are!” and 
he held up the two fingers and thumb with which he holds his pen. 


A LAMBETH Workhouse warder named Payne received a month's 
imprisonment for causing pain toa pauper named Forbey. Although 
Mr. Armstrong, his solicitor, pleaded that the pauper was troublesome, 
Payne had proved his arm strong previously by breaking two or three 
of the poor man’s ribs, and Mr, Biron inflicted the above punishment. 
Bravo, Biron ! 


( IN DENTS.—The Editor does n bind himself to ackn 
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WHEN we think of the marvellously inappropriate names which 
have been bestowed upon different parts of the world, we cannot help 
wishing that our ancestors had left the christening business to us. 
Look at Greenland, for instance, where green things are about as 
scarce as anywhere this side of the pole; or Chili, where it is some- 
times warm enough to poach an egg in the sun; or the Society 
Islands, where you might live for a blue moon without the chance of 
saying “ Chin-chin” to anything beyond your own shadow! There 
are many other of these little mistakes which should be rectified 
without loss of time. 


| teat “ Hullo! Lushington, what's the matter ?—you don’t look 
| well,” 
| . ’ ’ 
_  Lushington.—1 don’t feel well. I’ve gota bitter headache. I ex- 
pect it’s all that bitter ale I drank last night—I'm sorry I had so much.” 
Friend.—“ Humph! This is what one might term a ‘bitter’ 
repentance.” 4 
A WELL-KNOWN contemporary “ witha large circulation ” published 
an advertisement one morning last week which, after describing a 
detached cottage ornée, with coachhouse, stables, &c., went on to 
state that it was to be let immediately, or sooner if required. Irish 
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TEMPERING THE WIND TO THE SHORN LAMB. 


Reasoning Patient—“I'm suRE, Doctor, I CAN’T AT ALL ACCOUNT FOR FEELING SO CONSTANTLY TIRED, 4S I DO, FROM 
ANYTHING I’VE BEEN DOING LATELY. LAST WEEK, FOR EXAMPLE, I ONLY WENT ONE DAY TO ASCOT, OUT TO DINNER ON 
THREE EVENINGS, TO LADY HAUTBOIS’ GARDEN-PARTY, TO ONE AFTERNOON CONCERT, TO THE NEW GALLERY, TWICE TO THE 
OPERA, ONCE TO THE THEATRE, AND TO A LITTLE DANCE OR TWO ON MY WAY HOME,” 

Reasoning Medical Adviser.—* THEN WE MUST SEEK THE CAUSES OF YOUR SLIGHT WANT OF TONE IN ANOTHER DIRECTION— 
SHALL WE SAY IN THE RECENT ATMOSPHERIC CONDITIONS? QUITE 80; AND, WITH A LITTLE SOMETHING TO HELP US THROUGH 
THE REMAINDER OF THE SEASON, WE SHALL FIND OURSELVES AS WELL AS—AS—WE EVER SHALL BE, PROBABLY.” 











The Three-Legged Race. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


Of the Conservative And, whilst faltering, still have the best of 
Who so sorely does strive the place ; 





With his Liberal-Unionist partner to thrive. 
You probably know that a three-legged race : ; P 


is a sport in which runners compete by the | There’s an agonized look on the former's pale 
brace, face, 
Who are carefully tied And the latter is pulling a sorry grimace, 
By the leg, side by side, As they blunder along 


So that each must fall into the other one’s And keep at it, ding-dong, , 
stride. | Though their bonds make them feel as if 


something’s gone wrong. 





‘Tis not every couple can do it with grace, | 
A remark that’s abundantly proved by the | It is true that so far they have led a hard 


case chase, 





But we've yet to see whether 
These “ birds of a feather” 
Can continue to run (as they flock) well 
together. 
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So e’en the poor tigers may soon in 
a fright be, played much indigaation. 
(2) Some Maryport fishers had haulsin | (4) The Ozar tells! nurse Bismarck t (6) The boy the Lord Mayor fed,though | (8) Rose dinners ar: 1s 
the Solway} teach the boy Willis given t tor ut present 
toe 4 T s obey the good Czar, wv f ‘ : t if 
x J - / 
' 























2 











12 HUN. 


JULY 11, 1888, 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE STRAND.—Mrs. E. Coffin 
gave her three-act «domestic 
comedy something remarkably 
apt in the way of titles. Run 
Wild exactly described the 
whole thing. Some excellent 
material presented in astraggling 
sort of way, and sadly in need of 
pruning and training, is allowed 
to practically run to waste. The 
piece seems the outcome of 
memories of Our Boys and The 
Little Treasure, to a large ex- 
tent, and though there is a great 
deal of freshness and pleasantness 
of tone, the main incidents have 
too arbitrary and strained an air 
to command general sympathy. 
The quarrel scene at the end of 
the first act, and the bickering 
incidents leading to it are too 

: undignified and petty to found a 

THE STRAND.—OH, WHAT A BOA! __ gerious situation upon, and the 

subsequent “conversion” of the 

haughty Carew, the wrong-headed wife and the rackety son, 
omes upon us with unconvincing suddenness through occurring “ be- 
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THE STMAND.— Dire kite nt IDEAS OF DINNER DRESS WHILE “ RUSTICATING.” 


tween the acts.” In the cases of the wife and the son, too, it is not 
without a suspicion of being dictated by interest ! 


THE second act is by far the best. It is uncommonly bright and 
enjoyable, and is the vehicle be- ; 
sides of some capital acting ; but 
it is not. strong enough to com- 
pensate for everything. 





Mk. EDOUIN does not seem 
able to dissuade himself from 
attempts in the serious vein. 
Nature or art, or practice, or 
something, has made him a low 
comedian of exceptional humour 
and technical ability, but it 
contents him not, and he yearns 
to picture the pathetic. It is 
perhaps not beyond his range to 
get through all the pathos in 
Run Wild without loss of credit, 
but it would be a deviation from 
the path of strict veracity to say ay), 
‘that he played the passages for 
all they were worth. The qua- 
lity of his humour is unexcep- 
‘tionable. THESTRAND —THIS IS PARKER—THAT’S 

Pg initia QUITE ENOUGH. Parker verba. 








Miss ATHERTON was all her sprightly self as the hoidenish Collie 
with a delicious brogue, a wonderful fur-boa. and an embarrassment 
f undeveloped and inexperienced animals. Mr. Harry Eversfield 








came out in a somewhat unaccustomed line with good effect, and Mr. 
C. Fawcett played a law student with a very welcome dash and truth. 
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T. R. BRIGHTON.—“ FIRST MATE!” 


There was a clever bit of character from Mr. A. Chevalier. The 
sterling qualities of Miss Susie Vaughan’s style stood her (and us) in 
good stead, and Miss Grace Huntley’s pleasant personality gave 
interest to the part of Lady Grace Howard. Subordinate parts were 
all decidedly well played by Messrs, B. Webster, H. Sparling (who 
lacks steadiness, however), W. Guise, W. Cheeseman, W. Lugg, and 
R. Nainby, and Miss V. Bennett. 


I SEE I have mentioned the entire cast! That shows what a good 
one it is, I don’t think, however, that it will carry Run Wild very 
far into the month. “ Next, please,” Mr. Edouin. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Richard Henry’s two-act rustic drama, First 
Mate, will be produced on the 6th of next month, at the Theatre 
Royal, Brighton, the “home of the drama” so ably and energetically 
presided over by Mrs. Nye Chart.—At Mr. D’Albertson’s matinée at 
the Avenue on Monday next, Mr. F. Horner’s On Toast, a comedietta 
once promised for the Criterion, will put in a first appearance.— Mr. 
Geo. R. Sims and Mr. H. Pettitt are doing the autumn burlesque for 
the Gaiety. It will be called (perhaps) Faust, Up to Date-—On 
Monday: The Shadows of a Great City will be revived at the Princess’s 
with the original cast. The Still Alarm is to follow on the 30th, they 
say. NESTOR. 





HOTCH POTCH. 


Mrs. CLARISSA WHITE, the leader of a small religious body known 
as the Jezreelites, whose chief point of faith is their own immortality, 
having paid the great debt of nature, her followers will probably now 
perceive that she was not the (Jez)-real-light that they thought her. 


Elderly Belle (languishingly).— How # shower of rain improves 
the appearance of the face of nature!” 

Youthful Rival (with a meaning glance).—“ Yes, indeed! And 
that is where the difference is between nature and art.” 

FRANCE is again complaining of a fell disease which is known as 
the Picardy sweat. Bad as it no doubt is, it cannot be worse than 
the tailor’s sweat, from which so many of our own poor are suffering 
at the present moment in the East-end of London. 





He (with anxious warmth).—“Miss Robinson! Julia! I—I 
know not what to make of you. Your conduct the last week or two 
has nearly driven me frantic! Tell me, darling, are you what you 
seem | 

She (doing plain needlework ).— No, indeed, Mr. Tomkyns! For 
— I am seaming is calico, while I hope I’m composed of flesh and 
dlood. 


Friend (sympathisingly).—*“ Hallo, Pat! What a bump you've 
got on the side of your head.” 

Pat.—* Yes, sure! That's a phraynological bump.” 

Friend.—“ Phrenological? How is that?” 

Pat.—“ Why, begorra! Didn't [ pick it up in a phray in Trafalgar 
Square the other day, so of course it must be a phraynological 
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“Ye Pretty Girls of England.” 
(A LAWN-TENNIS SONG.) 


YE pretty girls of England, 
Who bring us on our knees, 
Whose “rig” has braved a thousand jeers, 
Whose tattle’s sure to please ! 
Your conquering rackets raise again 
To match your whilom foe, 
As ye run in the sun 
O'er the tennis courts, ye know— 
While the bloodless battle rages long, 
And the serves in swiftness grow. 


Miss Dod* she needs no backers— 
She towers above you all; 

Her march is o’er the tennis-lawn, 
Her home is at the ball. 

With serves terrific in their strength, 
She quells the two below, 

As they glide swift aside 
To escape a nasty blow! 

When the bloodless battle rages long, 
And the serves in swiftness grow. 


The pretty girls of England 
With keen impatience burn, 
Till winter’s dreary night depart, 
And the tennis-time return— 
Then, then, ye lovely volleyers, 
Our summer song shall flow 
To the fame of your game, 
When the sport is all the “go,” 
When “ Forty all” is often heard, 
And the game is all the “ go.” 


* The lady champion, 
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Two Bores. 

[Sir E. Watkin’s company has, it appears, bored its way 
several hundred yards under the three-mile zone which be- 
longs tothe Crown. SirE. is likely to get himself into trouble for 
so doing.] 

Two “bores” there are oppressing the B. P., 

Sir Edward Watkin and his Tunnel freak ; 
Twould seem his men have bored beneath the sea, 

For several hundred yards—’tis like his cheek. 
Pray why should he, without permission, bore 

Kither the Public or the Channel bed? 

‘Tis for his Company’s glory—nothing more, 

Wat-kin-dred schemes are in wild Watkin’s head? | 
Such deep-laid schemes are much to be deplored, 




















In fact, such “ bores” as these must be ab-bored ! 





Mrs. PODMORE'S servants are the worry of her 
life. She declares that good “domestics” are fast 
becoming as “extinct as the dado.” 





Katie.—“ OH, DON’T MENTION IT! 


Charlie.—“*SO KIND OF YOU TO CCME AND SEE ME OFF, KATIE.” 


PLEASURE!” 
[And he went to Southampton broken-hearted. 














THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THERE was a rumour on Monday night that the G.O.M. had gone 
up to the Lords at last, but the canard was groundless and only caused 
by his appearance in the Peers gallery hobnobbing with Lord Spencer. 
The ex-Premier is partial to the ‘ gods,” even of Olympus. Cheers 
and counter cheers greeted “Jimmy Lowther,’ who came up to town 
looking remarkably chirpy after his spell at dear old Ramsgate and 
Margate, which apparently had done him a deal of good. 

There was a kind of scratch “morning sitting”’ of the Commons on 
Monday in the Court of the Lord Chief Justice where the atmosphere 
was redolent (by special permission of John Corlett, Esq.), more of 
sport than politics, though the question was whether the plaintiff had 
beer. pulling the strings ; and a! parties were fairly represented—the 
Government by Dick Webster, the U. L.’s by Sir Henry James and 
Col. Saunderson, while the G. L.’s and Parnellites were well to the 
fore—the “ chief” himself leading the relay of the latter on Tuesday. 

The House received another new addition on Tuesday in the person 
of Dr. Fitzgerald, who lives at Balham, but represents South Longford 
in the Parnellite interest. The Local Government Bill has dragged 
its slow length along, and has already monopolised Tuesdays, 
— the opposition of Labby. 

Wednesday the Oaths Bill got through Committee, 
ment proposed by its parent, Mr. Bradlaugh, was 
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Crumbs of Conversation. 
(Picked up at Alexandra Park on a N-evil(l) occasion.) 

First Loaf-er (crustily).—* Blest if that ’orse won’t be b-eaten, 
after all, Bill!” 

Second Dough (s-corn-Sully),—" Well, an’ so ud you be, Tommy, if 
you was pull-bred!”’ 

(Even Wood agreed to this being a matter of course, though it was 
not until Tommy had swallowed half-a-quartern that he saw the 
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A Real Gem, 

IF anyone wants a good cook we can recommend ours, as we are 
giving up housekeeping, and going abroad for the benefit of ou: 
health. Our culinary artist is a daisy—she not only “ beats her 
steaks,” but also “licks her chops.” Say: the word, and her boxes 
come along by parcels delivery. 





It does seem rather strange that the defendant in the recent libel 
action, Wood r. Cox, should have charged the celebrated jockey with 
riding dish: so long as he did not believe the plaintiff Wood ; 
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“CHOKIN’ OF ’EM ORF.” 


I i itary state by the 
= neil has brought ene Vestry to beok. The Council gave a long list of houses in Bethnal Green left in an insan | 
ohaiees | an eeten Se soutqnehed the allegatiens, describing the suggestions as ‘ vague, frivolous and inaccurate. An inquiry proved quite the 


contrary, the Council giving chapter and verse in every case.”—-Newspaper.] 
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“The Westryman” (said Our Own Vestryman to his son), “is surrounded by henemies a-tryin’ to prove as he ought to act like a Christian with a sense 0° dooty. 
I'll tell yer ‘ow / snuffs em out; I merely arnsers, ‘ Vague, Frivolous, and Inakkerite.’ Let's s’pose a henemy ses to n.e, ‘’Ere’s a cistern, A, as is also used as a 
dusthole, and filled with refuse, B. ‘Ere it is—look atit!’ ‘ Vague!’ I replies. 
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And Inakkerite !’ ses I. Os there's one imhabitant left im it not quite dead.’ Amd I turns on my ‘eel: and that's the end o' the matter” 
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PLAYING FAST AND LOOSE 

Draper's Assistant — 1 can assure you, Miss, these stockings are | 
the moat fashionable colour. and very fast.”’ 

Our Mary Ann. — “FAST! young man—FAST,indeed! [ didn’t 

come here to be insulted!” ’ Rounces out and huys nothing. 


A Chance for Man. 


writer in a daily paper has eunggested that brideemen should take the place af 
rideamnids, | 


fA 


Now that woman (lovely woman) is poor man’s determined rival, 
In callings which poor man once deemed his own, 

And eince male ncenpations are (for maiesa) hevyon | revival 

lia time that eome reprisals now were shown 

In the arts anc the nrofeasions yea. in commerce and in eniture, 
Lovely woman fights nse all along the line. 

int there’a one comfort left to ne to foil the female on tre 
Aa hridearmen we have vet a chance to ahir 


Sry ip ancl as male hrideemaida let's rom bine 





We ahonid donhtleee nee 1 anne leaenrne in nice ferminine lepe rirman? 
And to make onrsel vea look pretty we shonid need: 

Likewiae of coyest curteeys we ahoenid want a large assortment. 
And we'd have to learn to delicately feed. 

And even boudqnet- olding we, no dou bt. shonld soon do neati¢ 
And might even call ap binshes were we paid ; | 

And also (on instraction) we might emile and simper sweet] y— 
Yet we ne'er should put the bride into the shade. 
So as bridesmen we should do a roaring trade |! 


Sr theme ahont to marry (there are always some abont tr ), 
From ovr suff ring sex their bridesmaids shonid select ; 

They would find a great reduction in expenses, and no doubt, too, 
Far lees valuable presents we d expect 

Then hein time, young couples | hook vo irdates peorill hea kindness 
Oh! we hope that to engage us you will ron 

Here'sachance to help the needy—pray don't pass it hyin blindness 
Nice male bridesmaids for a sone may now he won 
So please address our agent Me Frew 


~ “4 ‘ a “ —— 
ME neor ad ; rs rnam Af mar gir » f 





Drinks a la Mode. 


r 9 Y , 77 ic * he + 
fAccording to the “Man About Town” (County Gentleman), gin 1s tO D he 


favoured drink of swelldom.) 





DAME ForTUNE, we know, plays some curious jinks 
(Though, of course, at her pranks all “ Society ” winks), 
There’s a fashion in dining—in dress, ay, and drinks— 
For those who distinction would win ; 
And as to the liquors, why, each has its reign, 
Certain whiskies and various brands of champagne ; 
But these are all “off” till a change comes again, 
And your “swell” now must only drink gin! 


Yes, gin—which was erst but the liquor loved best 
By the vile and the vulgar, the poor and ill-dressed— 
Now is voted gin-teel by some folk of the west, 

And o'er it they'll] murmur “ chin-chin ;” 
Yea, the tipple, which bar-haunters once longed to clutch, 
{nd called “eye-water,” “lotion,” “blue ruin,’ and such, 
sy our jeunesse dorée is now idolised much— 

Their gin-eral drink now is gin! 


Now that “swells” swallow gin, we no doubt shall soon find 

That the lower class will for liqneurs he inclined. 

Or on champagne get “ Hoodman”’ (that's ‘ awellese” for “ blind, 
(eed by mashera who get a “fall skin’’), 

And the “ Johnnie,” of new-fangled elnbdom the sta fF. 

All yearning for certain strange liqnids to quaff, 

Will ma shan go calling for “goe , ae four half 


(jr doe g noae when tirerl ryt p ain gin P 


Tia a natural seqnel, pernaps, tr, the eraze 
Which the ewells have fryr prize fights and “rows in these days 
More ruffish than “roughs” do they grow in their ways 
Like poor Vag witeh to lInvrnees’’ akin . 
(Onite senseleas enonenh are the fops of the da v, 
Acting less in Belgravian than Billingsgate way ; 
And atill more rowdy manners they'l! lonhtleas display, 


When they gcoak themselves nightly in gin! 


HIGH ART BELOW STAIRS 
Thamas— Now, Miss Mary. [ calls a glase of hale with an ‘cad 
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| KNICOKNACKS. 


Q, no lye Nynell (ha Camm reialy Ha +44 Mr (Llaclatrne and 
I put up at the same hotel last week—haw 
Sharp flammernr) ,] fy} in leg] ! fine oft tnose nid Fashiqned 
hotels, [ suppose, which supply good entertainment for man and 
heaat 
HENRY RAINBOW, a cabman, having taken in too much gin during 


(Finn, 340 8, took him in for a change, and 
bin 


the afternoon, ( mnatalhle 
the next dav Mr. Gotto, the magistrate. told him he 
This hard, in more senses than one 


; aot oty try 


prison for ¢ Wty montns Wa 
| Conserratire—*Oh, my friend! How are you! The Separatist 
‘star shines less brightly 7/anet did before the late election, does it 
not? 

Liheral.— Oh, we pay no attention to a by-election in that part 


of England. It’s Low there, you know.’ 


A TRLEGRAM from Darban states that Usutus has defeated 
Usihepu, and attacked a police post in the neighbourhood Thia 
chief is singularly ill-named. We beg to suggest U-don’t-sutos as an 


improvement in the nomenclature 


Orerheard in the Terrare fgards ne. PDirh mond Little girl ( point 
ing ta flag ann etenam launrh ) Oh. look there, mamma , What a 
fanny fiag N hat mamma 

Mamma (prohahly # ni 1 of lunch yp the / ) Prat 


'S CHANNE!I 


OLYMPIAN OIRELAND 
OLYMPIA YE RE ACROSS ST, GRORGR 


GOING OVER IT HurrRroo! 


WITHOUT 


yneerratinve l'Anraee, ; (if 


ELECTION.—/f 
will vote for onr candidate ? 
‘ery sorry, sir, but I've promised my vote to the 


PREVIOUS TO LAST 
course, Mr. Brown, you 
Mr Bron 
other party 
{lon 
or f ran "AA ne 
Mr, Brown 


vnte ’ 


yh! that’a nothing, Vr. Brown. Promises don't 
know.’ 


[f that’s so, then [ll promise 


/ 
f‘anraaeery 
] * ne ay fe COCTION. yor 


you my 


Indee . air 


Strapper is about six feet one or two, and being sornewhat spare 
looks taller. He entered a restaurant the other day, and Jones ob- 
Look at that tall fellow. I'd rather keep him for a week 
than a fortnight.” [ don't agree with you,” replied Smith, “I think 
that a little would go along way with him.” “ Don't you believe it,” 
exclaimed Jones, “he'd put away a pound of steak and then look 
round as though he hadn't begun.” “Still, if you will notice the 
distance between his mouth and his stomach,” responded Smith, “ you 
must acknowledge that I arn right; a little, or a great deal for that 
matter, would go along way with him.” 


server, 


Rrasperated Husband Upon my word, Mra. Nagger, & man 
needs to have the patience of Job to put ap with your constant fault- 


finding.’ 


That's j ,a? like you 


Mrs, Nagger-— Patience of Job, indeed! 
seifien men | Never a thought for poor Mra loh. who ! got all 
the nnrainge to do. waited n him harvl and foot. and ma le the 
r ’ * ert a ; ert har , 
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PLAYING FAST AND LOOSE. 


Draper's Assistant.—‘ I can assure you, Miss, these stockings are 
the most fashionable colour, and very fast.” 

Our Mary Ann.—“ FAST! young man—F AST, indeed! I didn’t 
come here to be insulted!” [ Bounces out and buys nothing. 





A Chance for Man. 
[A writer in a daily paper has suggested that bridesmen should take the place of 
bridesmaids. } 
Now that woman (lovely woman) is poor man’s determined rival, 
In callings which poor man once deemed his own, 
And since male occupations are (for males) beyond revival, 
‘Tis time that some reprisals now were shown. 
In the arts and the professions—yea, in commerce and in culture, 
Lovely woman fights us all along the line. 
But there’s one comfort left to us to foil the female vulture— 
As bridesmen we have yet a chance to shine. 
So up, and as male bridesmaids let’s combine ! 


We should doubtless need some lessons in nice feminine deportment, 
And to make ourselves look pretty we should need ; 

Likewise of coyest curtseys we should want a large assortment, 
And we'd have to learn to delicately feed. 

And even bouquet-holding we, no doubt, should soon do neatly, 
And might even call up blushes were we paid ; 

And also (on instruction) we might smile and simper sweetly— 
Yet we ne'er should put the bride into the shade. 
So as bridesmen we should do a roaring trade |! 


So those about to marry (there are always some about to), 
From our suff ring sex their bridesmaids should select ; 

They would find a great reduction in expenses, and no doubt, too, 
Far less valuable presents we'd expect. 

Then be in time, young couples! book yourdates—'twill bea kindness 
Oh! we hope that to engage us you will run. 

Here'sachance to help the needy—pray don't pass it by in blindness— 
Nice male bridesmaids for a song may now be won. 
So please address our agent—Mr. Fun. 


SOME people would never dream of marrying a fish. would they. 
Vat all London inet now s going t marrving 1 ‘ 








Drinks @ la Mode. 


[According to the “Man About Town” (County Gentleman), gin is to be the 
favoured drink of swelldom.] 


DAME FORTUNE, we know, plays some curious jinks 
(Though, of course, at her pranks all “ Society” winks), 
There’s a fashion in dining—in dress, ay, and drinks— 
For those who distinction would win ; 
And as to the liquors, why, each has its reign, 
Certain whiskies and various brands of champagne ; 
But these are all “off” till a change comes again, 
And your “swell” now must only drink gin! 


Yes, gin—which was erst but the liquor loved best 
By the vile and the vulgar, the poor and ill-dressed— 
Now is voted gin-teel by some folk of the west, 

And o'er it they'l] murmur “ chin-chin ;” 
Yea, the tipple, which bar-haunters once longed to clutch, 
And called “‘eye-water,” “lotion,” “ blue ruin,” and such, 
By our jeunesse dorée is now idolised much— 

Their gin-eral drink now is gin! 


Now that “swells” swallow gin, we no doubt shall soon find 

That the lower class will for liqueurs be inclined, 

Or on champagne get “ Hoodman” (that's “swellese” for “ blind,” 
Used by mashers who get a “full skin”’), 

And the “ Johnnie,” of new-fangled clubdom the staff, 

All yearning for certain strange liquids to quaff, 

Will mayhap go calling for “goes” of “four half "— 
Or “dog's nose "—when tired of plain gin! 


‘Tis a natural sequel, perhaps, to the craze 
Which the swells have for prize fights and “ rows” in these days, 
More ruffish than “roughs” do they grow in their ways— 

Like poor Magwitch to “lowness” akin ; 
(Juite senseless enough are the fops of the day, 
Acting less in Belgravian than Billingsgate way ; 
And still more rowdy manners they’ll doubtless display, 

When they soak themselves nightly in gin! 
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HIGH ART BELOW STAIRS. 
Thomas,—“ Now, Miss Mary, I calls a glass of hale with an ’ead 
on it like this a reg’lar picter. Don’t it look as beautiful as if it 
was painted ?”’ 
Vary.—** We Mr. Thomas vas drawé 
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FANCY WAS RALE /F YOU HAQ N’T SEEN 'EM BUILT W/TH BRICKS AN’ MORTAR! 
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OLYMPIAN 


“SURE, AND AT OLYMPIA YE'RE ACROSS ST. GEORGE'S 
9 


OIRELAND. 


CHANNEL WITHOUT GOING OVER IT. HuRRoOo!” 








KNICKNACKS. 


Second-class Swell (to Commercial).—“ Haw ! 
7? 


I put up at the same hotel last week—haw ! 
Sharp Commercial.— Oh, indeed! One of those old-fashioned 


hotels, | suppose, which supply good entertainment for man and 
beast !”’ 


Mr. Gladstone and 


HENRY RAINBOW, a cabman, having taken in too much gin during 
the afternoon, Constable Ginn, 340 8, took him in for a change, and 
the next day Mr. Gotto, the magistrate, told him he’d got to go to 
prison for two months, This was hard, in more senses than one. | 

Conservative.—“Oh, my friend! How are you? The Separatist 
star shines less brightly Zhanet did before the late election, does it 
not?” 

Liberal.—“ Oh, we pay no attention to a by-election in that part 
of England. It’s Low there, you know.” 


A TELEGRAM from Durban states that Usutus has defeated 
Usibepu, and attacked a police post in the neighbourhood. Thia 
chief is singularly ill-named. We beg to suggest U-don’t-sutus as an 
improvement in the nomenclature. 


Overheard inthe Terrace Gardens, Richmond, Little girl ( point- 
ing to flag on a steam launch).—“ Oh, look there, mammai! Whata 
funny flag! What is it, mamma?” 

Mamma (probably thinking of lunch up the hill).—“ That is the 
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PREVIOUS TO LAST ELECTION.—Conservative Canvasser,—“ Of 
course, Mr. Brown, you will vote for our candidate?” 

Mr. Brown.—“ Very sorry, sir, but I’ve promised my vote to the 
other party.” 

Con, Canvasser.—“* Oh! that’s nothing, Mr. Brown. Promises don’t 
go for anything during an election, you know.” 

Mr. Brown,—" Indeed, sir! If that’s so, then I'll promise you my 
vote. 


—_—— 





Strapper is about six feet one or two, and being somewhat spare 
looks taller. He entered a restaurant the other day, and Jones ob- 
served, “ Look at that tall fellow. I’d rather keep him for a week 
than a fortnight.” “I don’t agree with you,” replied Smith, “I think 
that a little would go along way with him.” ‘ Don’t you believe it,” 
exclaimed Jones, “he'd put away a pound of steak and then look 
round as though he hadn’t begun.” “Still, if you will notice the 
distance between his mouth and his stomach,” responded Smith, “‘ you 
must acknowledge that I am right; a little, or a great deal for that 
matter, would go a long way with him.” 


Exasperated Husband.—“ —_ my word, Mrs. Nagger, @ man 
needs to have the patience of Job to put up with your constant fault- 
finding.” 


Mrs. Nagger.—‘ Patience of Job, indeed! That's just like you 


selfish men! Never a thought for poor Mrs. Job, who'd got all 
the nursing to do, waited on him hand and foot, and made the 
for his boils. Never a word is heard about her, of 
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THE UNPLACED ONE. 


“ ARE you all here?” said Society. This was at the start, a good 


ti : and Society began ticking off her members to see 
5: a gala ‘ whether all was complete. 


/, There was a good long list to 
4A go through :— 

“ Butcher?” said Society. 

“ Here!” said the butcher. 

“ Murderer ?— Baker? — 
Duke ? — Burglar ?—Beggar ? 
—Chairman of Committees ’ 
— King? — Cardsharper? — 
Perfect Gentleman?” said 
Society. 

“Here!” answered a voice 
to each of the titles. Yes— 
all the necessary units of 
Society were there; all was 
i“ “Shove off!” shouted So- 

«Oe ciety. 

x And in an instant the in- 
stitution was launched, and 
well on its way. 

There was a certain amount of discord, of course; for the various 
units of Society clashed a good deal, especially at first. Still, each 
unit felt that each other unit was really necessary to the making of 
a complete whole ; so they all managed to get on together somehow 
or other. 

But one dark night, after they had got well on their way and 
settled down to business, the Burglar and the Murderer (who hap- 
pened to be on the watch) heard a distinct scratching sound on the 
side of the vessel, and looked over. 

“ Who's there?” shouted the Burglar. 

In reply there came a voice up theiside. ‘‘Couldn’t you throw a 
fellow a rope?” 

There was a something in the voice which was so repulsive and 
forbidding that the Burglar and the Murderer involuntarily glanced 
at each other, and shuddered, 

“ There ain’t no good in that voice, or I’m much mistook !” whis- 
pered the Burglar. 

“No. It is a very evil voice; it quite makes me creep!” whis- 
pered the Murderer. Then they shrank close up to each other, and 
crossed themselves, and covered their heads with a blanket; and it 
was some time before they could summon up sufficient resolution to 
look over the side again. 

“ Look’ee here,” called the Burglar, “our company’s made up and 
complete, don’t you see? All the members of Society are aboard, 
and there isn’t a berth for any other party. Who are you?” 

“I can’t find a place anywhere,” replied the stranger, “in the 
whole scheme of the universe.” 

“Then you cannot be a creature of good omen!” said the Mur- 
derer, shrinking away again; “otherwise you would have had a 
place found for you!” 

And, in good sooth, there did seem to be a blight in the air hovering 
over the form of the stranger—a detestable odour, which created a 
nausea and made the flesh creep—an unwholesome heaviness in the 
atmosphere, as in a time of pestilence. 

“Can't be done,” said the Burglar. “ Dame Society doesn’t want 
any other party aboard, and I know she wouldn't let you in if we 
asked her; and J, for one, 
ain’t goin’ to play false to 
the company and her by 
smugglin’ you aboard; so 
ou’d better be off, for I don't 
ike the smell of you! Good- 
day to ye!" 

And in point of fact the 
other units of Society turned 
uneasily in their berths in 
the ominous atmosphere 
which seemed to accompany 
and surround the stranger. 

Still the latter hung on to 
the vessel ; and presently the 
Commercial Man happened 
to be on the look-out, and he 
heard the scratching. 

“Can't you smuggle in a 
poor fellow who can’t find a 
place in the scheme of the 
universe?” whined the stranger. “A creature must live!” 

Now, the Commercial Man was soft-hearted. and gave way. He 
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knew well enough that there was no place for the intruder, and that 
Dame Society would be very, very angry if she found it out. Never- 
theless, he let a rope down, and hauled the stranger on board. 

“ Now, mind,” he whispered, “ you must hide yourself away in some- 
body’s berth, and never tell who smugged you aboard. Who are you? 

“T am the Middleman,” replied the stranger; and the poison of the 
name spread all over the ship, and even entered into the timbers, 
which at once began to slowly rot. Then the Middleman went below 
and hid himself; but he did not long remain hidden. 

Next day he began Lyon himself between every couple of 

rsons whom he found engaged together. He pushed himself 

tween producer and consumer; between the consumer and pure 
wholesome food; between the hard-worker and his fair earnings ; 
between the honest dealer and his good name. He bit off a piece of 
every body’s rightful receipts; he made bitterness everywhere, and his 
poisonous atmosphere permeated everything. 

Then he invented the “ Sweating System.” He had discovered that 
he could not so easily grind his percentage off the well-to-do as he 
could off the half-starved ; so to the half-starved he turned his atten- 
tion, and the Sweating System was his plan for scraping the butter 
off the bread of the half-starved—so that the latter became the three- 
quarter-starved. 

The Middleman was always creeping up and stealing somebody’s 
slice of bread and butter. He would sneak quietly up when the 
victim was looking the other way and edge the slice towards himself 
until he got it into his possession. He also had a habit of hanging on 
to people and sucking their blood—a most objectionable habit. At 
length it got so bad that no two persons could have the smallest deal- 
ing with one another without the intruder’s slipping in between them 
to interfere and get all the profits of the affair from both sides; in 
fact, nobody on board, except the Middleman, ever got any advantage 
from anything. 

And one day it came to a crisis. All the poor people on board were 
found with their blood entirely sucked out by the Middleman, and 
had to be wrapped in a flag and lowered over the side; and then 
Dame Society strode into the midst of her children and said, 

“* Who has done this?” 

They all pointed to the Middleman; and Dame Society, stuffing 
her handkerchief into her mouth to keep out the poisonous atmosphere 
that surrounded him, asked, 

“What creature is this? What place has he among us?” 

Then they told her all about it—how he was only an intruder, and 
had no place. 

“Yah! You've got to keep me now. I’ve got fat and strong, and 
you can’t get rid of me!” sniggered the Middleman. “I’ve woven 
myself into Society now, and you can’t detach me.” 

Then Dame Society, without saying a word, pointed to the shoot at 
the side of the vessel down which the potato-peelings and other refuse 
were cast, and a few sturdy members of Society took up the Middle- 
man and prepared to drop him down it. 

“ But a man must live!” shrieked the Middleman. 


“ Perhaps—but a ghoul need not,” replied Dame Society. And |’ 


the Middleman slid peacefully down into the outer ocean, with a 
mill-stone tied to his neck. 
After that Society got on better aboard. 
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PAINFUL RESULT OF A PREVALENCE OF EXHIBITIONS. 
Miss Ellen (just engaged —bursting into the room ).— “I say, 
Jenny, what am I todo? I arranged to meet George this afternoon | 
at one of the Exhibitions. and L’ve forgotten which!” | 
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The Phonograph. 

*TWILL be in vain should | refrain 

From writing all I think ; 
Nor dare to let my feelings flow 

In compromising ink, | 
But viva voce urge my suit— 

The cautious maid may laugh 
Such vigilance to scorn if she 

Possess the Phonograph. 


The fondest lover, when he swears, 
Some latitude allows ; 

Nor dreams how accurately she 
Can register his vows, 

The idiotic things he says, 
Unconscious of his risk, 

Are each inscribed—not on her 

heart, 

But by that horrid disc. 


And later, should a coolness come, 
Between the plighted pair ; 
She straightway reels the whole 
thing off 
Upon the faithless air. 
She bids his voice—a very ghost— 
In accusation rise ; 
And, with her Phonograph in court, | 
Can reproduce his sighs. | 


Oh, inspiration, dark and damned, 
You came not from above ; 

To petrify the ardent soul, 
And put a gag on love. 

To seal the lips, lest passion sweet 
Betray the artless swain ; 

And he might hear, when wooing 

Maud, 

His vows to Mary Jane. 


How could you, Mr. Edison! 
This is no triumph, when 
You play your science down so low 
Upon your fellow men ; 
For many a simple bachelor 
Shall curse the luckless day 
When, heedless of the Phonograph, 
He “ gave himself away.” 





A Rain-Repeller Umbrella. 


HOWE’ER the rain should pour, I 
show 

No rage or fury, for I know 

The Bradford Manufacturing Co. 

Will for a half a “sov.” P.O. 

Send mea “mush” that's all the go, | 

Which is a half-a-quid pro quo! 

Their “gamp” the UOJltimus is 
trusty, 

And never can grow Ulti-mus-ty. 








A HAMPSTEAD 


“ HOLIDAY.’—WILLIAM: ENJOYING HIMSELF. 








“O Wise Judge!” 


(Mr. Mark Judge, newly-elected to the Board of Works, has advised the members 
thereof to seek re-election at the hands of the public by way of restoring confidence.) 
ON the Board there’s now a Judge, 
And a good Judge, too, 
And he hates the members’ fudge, 
Which is bad fudge, too. 
He knows many bear a grudge 
To the Board that will not budge, 
And the Public's this Board's judge— 
So is Mark Judge, too! 


(Kind regards and apologies to W. 8S, Gilbert, the merry Savoyard, 





Who (838) Runs may Read. 


THE extraordinary iudividual score of 338 runs lately made by 
Mr. W. W. Read, when playing for Surrey in their cricket match with 
Oxford University, conclusively proves that so far that gentleman is 
anything but a broken Read. 


JOSEPH JUGGINS is 80 thorough-paced that he won’t use any but a 
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3.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Coniribultons 
accompanted by a slamped and direcied envelope 


A “Bust” of Song. 


For damsels who don’t think their chests full sized 
A “ Bust Developer” is advertised, 
The invention by lean ladies is much prized— 
That's if the advertiser can be trusted ; 
And yet the notion (which some persons shocks) 
Would seem to be a sort of paradox, 
For if the gentle sex to buy it flocks, 
’Tis evident all ladies will be “ bust ”’-ed. 





Heavy Decorations. 

BIsMARCK’s medals are, it is said, supposed to weigh over forty 
pounds, This shows what an erroneous idea may be formed ofa 
person. We always imagined Bismarck was not a man to be either 
crossed or medalled with. 





A Hesrew falsehood, by-the-bye, 
Is not always a Ju-ly. 








THE London Manager who always ought to wear a tea-rose in his 
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A MORE PRACTICAL VIEW OF THE SITUATION. 


Lady Blanche.—“\'M 80 FOND OF RIDING, I COULD ALMOST LIVE IN THE SADDLE! 


KNOW.” 
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Lady Rese-—“ 1 Wi8H MINE HAD GROWN ON ME! I HAD TO HAVE IT MOULDED 
GRUMBLE FRIGHTFULLY AT THE COST WHEN HE HAS TO PAY THE BILL.” 


THE HABIT GROWS UPON ONE 80, YOU 


TO MY SHAPE, AND I EXPECT PAPA WILL 











Skedaddling. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Poor Bung! He can’t tell what to do 
And feels in a confounded stew, 
Because his every hope and fear 
Connected with the sale of beer 
Become the sport of politics, 

And schemers at their dodgy tricks 

His interest appear to knock 

As though it were a shuttlecock, 

When Mr. Ritchie did invent 

His Bill for Local Government, 

Bung thought he probably would know 
His status in a month or so; 

But soon there rose an altercation 

As to his right to compensation, 

And who the licences may grant, 


Then, since this burning “ public” question 
Has proved too hard for swift digestion, 
Ritchie, to cut the Gordian knot, 

In beerhouse phrase “ upsets the pot,” 
And mighty prudently withdraws 

From his adventure ev’ry clause 

Relating unto licensing 

Or any other kindred thing, 

And leaves that point an open sore. 

Poor Bung! as I observed before. 








“T CAN'T understand this numbering of 
the bridges,” exclaimed Mrs, Mumberly, the 
other day, as she put her paperdown. “A 
week or two ago I was reading about the 
Severn Bridge, and then there was the Tay 
Bridge, which I s’pose is Scotch for two, and 


And when they shall and when theyshan’t; | then there’s the Three Bridge that we passed 


And many a temperance advocate 
Grew more and more intemperate ; 
And all the Nays and all the Yeas 
Seemed to be pulling different ways. 


when we went on an excursion to Brighton, 
and now I see the Forth Bridge is being 
talked about. It’s very complexing to an 
old body like me!” 





Don’t Pidg-in to Him! 

{Mr. Charles G. Leland (FUN’S Hans Breitmann) 
recently published in the St. James’s Gazette a capital 
article on “ Pidgin ”-English.] 

Dis Leland ish a barty 
Dot knows, py shinks, vot’s vot ; 
And ash Hans Breitmann hearty, 
His vork ish nod forgot. 
His Pidgin-English shplendid, 
Der linkuist’s heart consoles ; 
’Tis for use, and not intended, 
To put in “ Pidgin ’’-holes., 
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JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 
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“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.C. 
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roved effective in all those cases in which we 
ve prescribed it.""—Afedical Press. 
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SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 
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Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process, 
Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co.’s 


Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, Londen, E.C. 


Wednesday, July 11, 1888, 


GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


Pan Works, BIRMINGHAM: or to their Wholesale BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) Big Bung, attacked by|-Pump, who @ The match girls out on strike ure | (5) The Empress of Japan makes good | (7) Parnell repudiates O'Donnell 
seems to tease him, here in batches, progression— neatly— 
Calls him Bung- ler, and will not In “striking” they but imitate Her piano-playing causes an Em- Mere signs of the Times these things 
‘shut up” to please him. their matches. | press-ion. are—viewed completely. 
(2) The Farmer's lot will, so some | (4) See Wimbledon Camp’s (or rather | (6) A Dublin missing husband who | (8) This Shark, so full of “tip ”-ical 
“crank” supposes, damp’s) fell slaughter, caused troublin’, sucbamnest,.” 
Be much more roseate if he grows With “shootists” under fire and After some years returned, and In some Si(hjark-ophagus deserves 


naer water. saved more d blin interment 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
OOLE’S.—Mr. 
Lionel Brough 
opened his 
short summer 
season here 
healthily last 
week, with 
Mr. Charles 
Thomas's far- 
cical piece, The 
Paper Chase, 
The play has 
undergone 
some judicious 
alterations 
since its suc- 
cessful presen- 
tation at the 
Strand on a 
recent  after- 
noon — which 
was not its first 
appearance, 
however, as it 
was first played 
(for a run of 
one afternoon) 
at St. George’s 
Hall, “for copyright purposes,” and, after that, I believe, took a short 
turnintheeountry. The alterations result in more crispness and close- 
ness, and the piece is now a very favourable specimen of its class—as, 
indeed, it was before—containing a good deal of sustained comicality. 





TOOLE'S.—A DIRECTORY SKETCH, THE SEARCH. 
SEARCH IS LIFE! 


WITH the single exception of Mr. Brough himself—whose well- 
considered portraiture of a complacently vacuous and muddle-headed 
old gentleman is as genuinely artistic as it is ludicrously funny (and 
I don’t know how to put it stronger)—the cast is entirely new. To 
this fact may be attributed the absence, in a large manner, of “go” 
so necessary for the proper development of farce. A week or two 
will, of course, familiarise the performers with their parts, enabling 
Mr. E. D, Ward to be a little more convincing as Captain Kirby, and 
Miss Kate Phillips to enjoy the conversation of Mr. Busby without 
occasionally calling him “Mr. Baskerville.” I’ve not a word to say 
against this lady’s performance, otherwise; on the contrary, she 
was as fresh and piquantly droll as she always is. 


THE cast, generally, is a capital one, and the efforts of Mr. E. W. 
Garden, Mr. K. Soutar, Miss Helen Leyton and the rest, result in as 
— an entertainment as theshuman frame is calculated to bear 
all at once. 


COVENT GARDEN.—The “subscription season ” has come to an end 
here ; but the theatre will be kept open until Saturday. Among the 
latest things Mr. Harris has given us was a very fine revival of 
Guillaume Tell (albeit, for those who must needs catch last trains, 
something “too much of a good thing”). The ballet was good, the 
scenery mounting was more than ditto, and the chorus was something 
to make old opera-goers wonder. And it did so, I believe. Then we 
had another new Carmen, Miss Zelie de Lussan, an American lady, 
who gave @ very acceptable performance of the part, particularly in 
the last act. 


SEVERAL repeats have followed, while a second St. James’s Hall 
concert with all the talents, Albani, Nordica, Arnoldson, Scalchi, 
Macintyre, Ella Russell, Lablache, E. de Reszke, Ciampi, Del Puente, 
Navarrini, D'Andrade, and so on, not forgetting the admirable instru- 
— M. Wolff, whose violin should be consumed with gratitude 

im. 


SADLER'’S WELLS.—A version of Mr. Barnes of New York—I put 
it this way because I believe there are other bse !—which ial 
presented here last week, is something more than the “paste and 
scissors ” article one generally looks for—and finds—on’such occasions. 
Mr. W. Calvert; who is responsible for it, shows invention and dramatic 
test, hg ee mommies Scars = are the story. It is really well 
played, too; Miss Sophie Fane’s Marina, in particular, i er 
dramatic study of a a high order. veep Op aap eiceeraaied 


THE STRAND.—I gather that A Lesson to Landlords might have 
more appropriately been styled A Caution for Snakes; but as I was 
prevented from being present on the occasion of its performance, | 
cannot take upon myself to endorse the opinion. This seems to have 

















been one of the few matinées at which the author was more to be 
pitied than the audience. The latter quite enjoyed themselves, laugh- 
ing heartily and with frequency. Well, well, better luck next time! 





Nops aNp WINKs.—Henley Regatta is a pretty and well-managed 
spectacle, and some of the effects are clever and brilliant; but there 
was a little too much of Jupiter Pluvius in the cast this year. This 
seemed to be the fixed opinion of those on board the Viola house-boat, 
at any rate, where many lights, “ professional” and journalistic, were 
to be found, guests of the genial and hospitable Mr. H. J. Smith. 
Who could be dull, however, beneath the magic of Tom Robertson's 
smile or the glamour of There’s-life-in-the-old-boy-yet’s aquatic get- 
up? Were there not the charms of beauty, moreover, and the ever- 
varying interest of passing (or rather calling) craft bearing friends 
well armed with loving cups of cunningly-devised contents? And as 
for Mr. John Hollingshead, has he not Niagara on his shoulders every 
day of his life, and shall he heed the feeble thunder shower? I trow 
not! And so we glad our hearts with goodly cheer provided, and as 
the light cloud curls upwards from our lips, we listen while Miss Sophie 
Eyre prattleth of her coming Gaiety season, how she proposeth to 
“open” with Mr. Barnes of New York on the 4th prox., and how 
she hopeth good things, as indeed her talents entitle her, and our mind 
thereupon wandereth to other and similar things. We reflect that the 
Adelphi openeth on the 19th, with Zhe Union Jack flying at the fore, 
or the hal’y’rd peak or what not, where’twill nodoubt be found fluttering 
this many a day. We also remember that we fancy we have heard 
that the late Ernest Warren’s Borrowed will be Mr. Edouin’s next 
production at the Strand. And we hope this is indeed so, for the 
piece is funny, and is moreover the only play of the author’s in 
which his widow has an interest. Then we remember that the 
Haymarket will be closed ere these lines can get into print ; that Mr. 
Irving will have‘fied the Lyceum to tour through some of the provinces 
with Miss Marion Terry in her sister’s parts, what time the latter 
lady taketh substantial holiday ; that the divine Sarah, with La Tosca, 
holds their place ; that Ben-my-Chree will have passed from the Prin- 
cess’s boards, and The Shadows of a Great City once more lie thereon ; 
that The Real Little Lord Fauntleroy will be packing up for a country 
excursion ; that Saturday next is the last night of the present St. 
James’s management; that the Marionettes at the Italian Exhibition 
get more perfect in their movements each day, and that Pepita, in 
charge of Messrs, Van Biene and Lingard, is due at Toole’s on the 
first of next month. So the time flows on as the river flows by, till 
another loving cup arouses us from our reverie, and we find that the 
races (which we had forgotten all about) are all over, that the shades 
of eve, and once more the drops of rain, are falling, and that it is time 
to go home. So we eloquently express our obligations to our host, 
and depart, still dreamily, for the slippery tow-path ; the Chinese 
lanterns come out and have such a confusing effect that three times 








in 
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TOOLE'S.—THE “WIDOW” LETS OUT, KIRBY AND UNCURBY. 





it is necessary to rescue us from an imminent watery grave; we pass 
the bridge, and catch our train to town, and as we go up the rain 
comes down with greater emphasis than ever and lays the dust 
nicely. And we creep home and curl up to sleep in our own cosy 
nest, NESTOR. 








IN A RAILWAY CARRIAGE.—Brown.—“How that child does 
scream, to be sure.” 


Robinson.—“ Considering the quantity of milk it has been con-| 


suming, you can hardly be surprised at its cream.” 
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A Comprehensive Cane. 
[The latest thing in walking-sticks is one that contains an | 
umbrella, etc.] 
’T1s patent both to fool and sage | 
Utilitarian is this age ; 
Romantic uselessness is dead, 
And common sense reigns in its stead. 
For earth, for air, for sea, and sky, 
Inventions daily multiply ; 
And ’mong the latest, smart and slick, 
Behold a certain walking-stick. 











Some sticks hold cigarettes, we know, 

This more capacity can show ; 

This (so ’twould seem) when times are damp, 
Transforms itself into a gamp, 

And collars, cuffs, cravats and such, 

Will p’r'aps be found within its clutch, 
Indeed, ’tis up to every trick— 

This comprehensive walking-stick. 


Why stop at this? Why not arrange 
For sticks to hold a wardrobe change, 
Let it contain great-coats and boots, 

And long-sleeved hats and evening suits, 
Our opera-glasses, pens, and inks, 

And, mayhap, several kinds of drinks, 
But if the latter, some may “ nick ” 
That comprehensive walking-stick ! 





A “Side ”-issue. 
JUST now, at this holiday season, 

People put on fresh “airs” far and wide— 
In fact, whatsoever the reason, 


Kven mild persons think it no treason, 
To indulge in a lot of sea-“ side.” 


Not mere Im-match-ination. 


The Match-girls’ strike which agitators led 
Much more than many strikes the feelings 


shocks, 
Good wages should be paid to find them bread, 














Then they would only “strike ’’—upon the box! 3 
A DAILY contemporary informed its readers last A —— 
week that the concluding meet of the coaching club 
was held on the previous Saturday, the procession A “SELL”-ING HANDICAP. 
taking the usual route round the park, and through the Groom.—‘ WELL-BRED ANIMAL THAT THERE 'ORSE OF HIS LORDSHIP’s I 
Alexandra Gate, where some of the members Sell JUST SHOWN YOU, SIR.” 
out. This sounds rather suspicious. What caused Horsey Young Swell.—“ YA-A-8 ; REMINDS ME OF A LUGGAGE WaGGoN.” 
them to fall out? Had they been lunching not | Groom (highly indignant).—“ WOT D’'YER MEAN?” 
wisely but too well? Anyhow, we sincerely trust | H. Y. S—“ A Goops TRAIN, MY Boy, DON’T YOU SEE—A GOOD STRAIN.” 
no one was hurt. | ( But he didn't see it. 
THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. | aliquid novi, as Rider Haggard frequently informs us. Commons 


LORD KNUTSFORD on Monday reported to his Peers what threatens | having expressed opinion that Lords had better not interfere in Par- 
| liamentary elections, or else they'll catch it, Lords passed resolution 


q | which in the vulgar vernacular simply amounts to“Garn!” Mr. 

Smith declined to grant Select Committee on Parnellism and Crime. 

Tuesday.—Peers boldly rushed Life Peers Bill through another 
| stage, perhaps emboldened by knowledge that Government were 
going to announce in “another place’ that that measure could not be 
proceeded with there this session. 

Meanwhile in that other place Mr. Smith told the dilatory boys of 
his Academy that unless they worked a little harder and a good deal 
faster he would cut off their holidays. Panic amongst the sportsmen, 
jubilation on distant moors and far-off coverts, whither a little bird 
had quickly flown to spread the news amongst the grouse and 
partridges. 

S97, ) pgs: y The so-called Liberal Local Government Bill showed its cloven 
Wj), ia Sie Py Dati, »,, | | Tory hoof on Wednesday, when the Ministry insisted upon London 
p | Vo yy yA = =—" | councillors being selee instead of rejected, fearing, doubtless, that 































a GE _ | | the majority of the selected would be more likely to be rejected than 
Sp. oe, “Ay | elected on a ballot. 

+, OTE Lg | On Thursday MacCullum More proposed a vote of confidence in 

| <a Be lions - Her Majesty’s present advisers, but no one replied ; and in the Com- 

PHiVAIE PasNeLL, uF PHE LUNDON IRISH, PUT IN A SHOT FOR THE mons Mr. Smith met Mr. Parnell half-way by offering him a com- 

“TIMES” CHALLENGE CUP. mission of judges in the vexed question of himself and crime. Query 


—will Parnell get a bull’s-eye or an outer if he fires? 





o be another nice little bobbery in Zululand. Lr Africa semper 
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THE INVULNERABLE INCUBUS; OR, IT’S ALL BLANKS FOR THE RATEPAYER. 


A TALE OF THE METR*POL*TAN BOARD. 
public expense to defend itself against charges of crimes against the public.] 


[IT seems that the Law permits the M. B. to retain counsel at the 





“ Why, he’s filling his pockets from my sack!” groaned the Ratepayer. “I'll be hanged if I don’t arise and——!” 





S ( i 
o he arose and laid himself out to doa great deal. He appealed to the Law; and then—“Hullo!” he said, “he’s paying his counsel out of 1 ae 
" are : ‘ _ P . " .t . . : , 2 « ic nm r Se — 
- fending himself against me with my own money. It seems to me I always pay, whatever happens!” “He! he!” sniggered the Law; “youdo. I rs 4 f We 
ell y +hat—i ‘tw » every yy : : ’ udo. Isn't it funny ? 
you what—if you don't want to lose every penny you have, your best way is to keep quite quiet like a mouse and trust to his Sidalanie and honesty.” 





) the poor Ratepayer crept humbly under } 
6 ; ept Dumi l ler hie incubnue again: while ¢) 
Pp AmoLly uncer Dis iNncuous again: while the Metr*pol*tan Board and the Law inte rchange : sly . k 
. 7" . ~ abe 4 BLY WINKS. 
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FAREWELL TO WIMBLEDON 
ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAG-ON-HIS-RENTS. 


y, 
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“HE LISTENED TO THE SOUNDS THE SOLDIER WAVED HI8 GINGHAM HIGH, 


SO FAMILIAR TO HIS EAR; AND WIPED OFF THE VOLUNTEER.” 


— The Soldier's Tear.” Latest Edition. 


see Cartoon 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


POLITENESS IS EVERYTHING. 


(“The policy that exhibits the last new improvement in gunsat Woolwich, or the 
last new development of torpedoes at Portsmouth for the amusement and instruc- 
tion of foreign officers, appears to be consistently carried out throughout Greater 
Britain. England admits any number of foreign war-ships into her fortified ports, 
and permits them to anchor where they please. * * * In certain of our coaling 
stations, even a single man-of-war inside the fortifications would be sufficient to 


render them all of uo avail.” —Newspaper.] 


First Evector. Yah! Garn! Your candidate Jones is a fool and 
a beast, and you're a 
blackguard for sup- 
porting him. He 
can’t bow ! 

SECOND E. Go to 
bed, you cock-eyed 
idiot, you! 1 wouldn’t 
vote for such a stick 
as your Brown! Why, 
he knows no more 
about politeness than 
a pig! Why, I do be- 
lieve he’d tread ona 
Russian’s toes, just as 
if he were some 
English fellow-coun- 
tryman of his own. 
He’d never do for 
Prime Minister. 

IGNORANT OB- 
SERVER. Prime Mini- 
ster? But do you consider that the principal quality for a Prime 
Minister should be politeness? 

THE ELectors. Why, of course, stoopid! Politeness—that is, 
politeness to foreign powers—is the one desideratum now. We don’t 
go in for Liberalism or Conservatism in these enlightened days, you 
booby ! We go in for politeness 

+ On. Indeed, well, but you’re not over polite to each other, or 
me 

THE EveEcToRs. Of course not ; you're only a fellow-countryman 
aren't you? Thats quite a different thing from a Russian or a 
Frenchman—t/ey must be treated with courtesy. A Prime Minister 
who could bring himself to wound the delicate feelings of a foreign 
power by refusing to accede to any of its wishes would indeed be 
unfit for the post! Politeness is everything—now do you understand 
you ass, you? 

* * * * * * 

IG. OB. And what is this public ceremony? 

First E, Why, it’s a competition between the Members of Parlia- 
ment to see which of ’em are best fitted to form the Government. 
Don't you see ‘em passing one by one before the representatives of the 
foreign powers, and making salaams to them. Those who make the 
lowest salaams are chosen to form the Government—and blest if that 
fool Jones hasn’t got the berth of Prime Minister! Oh, well. I must 
admit he did bow very nicely to the Russian Ambassador so perha 8 
he isn't so unfit for the position, after all. . 

7 7. * 7 * * 

IG. OB. What is all this shout of admiration and approval ? 

First E, Why, a most satisfactory affair. The Russian! Govern- 
ment has sent a most polite representative to beg the British Govern- 
ment to communicate to 
it the secret of the 
newly-invented torpedo; 
and the British Govern- 
ment is conducting the 
representative to Wool- 
wich, where the Prime 
Minister will personally 
explain the details of the 
contrivance, and also 
present one of the ma- 
chines to the Russian 
representative. Atter 
this the latter will be 
nobly entertained at a 
banquet, A most satis- 
factory affair, as the 
nation has just recently 
paid one million for the 

















patent. 
* 7 * 2 o * 
THE FOREIGN SECRETARY, I've just received a most polite note 
| from the French Ministry, begging that we will allow Dover and a 











few of our other forts in the south-east to be garrisoned in future by 
French troops. Suppose it wouldn’t do to refuse——? a 

THE PRIME MINISTER. Oh,dear me,no! Would be most uncivil ! 
Mustn’t think of it. Telegraph immediately, “Shall be delighted to 
accede to most reasonable request ;” and, by the way, ask them in 
return to allow us to have a peep at the new gun they've just built— 
just for a moment, and from a distance. 

THE F. §. I’ve sent that message ; and the French Ministry regret 
their inability to accede to the wishes of the British Cabinet in the 
matter of the gun, as such a proceeding would be contrary to their 
invariable rule. They are much obliged for the permission to gar- 
rison the forts. 

THE P. M. Oh, well. we can’t expect them to let politeness over- 
power consideration for their own interests ; it is only the British 
Government that can be expected to do that. 

THE F. S. Oh, here’s another telegram :—“ The French Ministry 
will feel greatly obliged if the British Cabinet will lend them—just 
for the fun of the thing, and only for a week or two—the Channel 
Fleet. They will take great care of the ships, and man them with 
thoroughly competent French sailors. The French Government 
would also feel immensely grateful if they could be permitted to 
quarter an army corps in London, just for the sake of manceuvres.” 

THE P. M. Oh, of course, of course. Telegraph back, “ Delighted 
—pray proceed,” and I will ask the Admiralty to send over the Fleet 
to Cherbourg. . . Hullo, I say! Why, the French have sud- 
denly declared war! The reason they give is that a London paper- 
boy has shouted, “ Yar! Froggee!” ata private of the French army 
corps quartered in London. Really, this is a very difficult position— 
with their army corps in London, and the forts occupied by French 
troops, and the Channel Fleet manned by hang it all! I never 
imagined for a moment that they would take advantage of our 
politeness to—to—confound it! Well, now I suppose true 
politeness demands that we should surrender to them uncondi- 
tionally ? 

THE BRITISH ELEcTORS. Hurray! Politeness for ever! Long 
live the Government ! 
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Worthy your As-scent. 


IF you want to be gay in a general way, 
If to lengthen your life be your aim, 

Grossmith’s Japanese kind of sweet scent you must find, 
And “ Hasu-no-Hana’s”’ its name. 

So order this “ Hasu”’-cetcet’ra forthwith, 

For that, you’ll discover, is not a Gross-myth. 





Highty Tighty ! 

THREE thousand mayors, more or less—the mair the merrier—are 
to be banqueted on the first landing of the Eiffl Tower (it will be an 
eiffl height when finished) commonly known as the “ Tower of Babel.” 
This will be no novelty to them, however, as mayors are pretty well 
used.to high living. Shirking liquor will be a free go, for everyone 
is bound to be elevated. There will be no waste, nothing left when 
the gorge is over, for they will eat and drink everything “up.” 














THE NEW WEAPON. 


_ THIs sketch does not represent a bayonet and sword exercise, it 
is merely a lady and gentleman about to take a stroll together. 
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Sha(ve)-vous ! 


{Fashien has just decreed, says an authority, that moustaches are henceforth 
not to be worn. In “swagger” circles men are now clean shaved. } 


OF the funny freaks of fashion we in FUN have often written, 
Or have warbled, as the case may be, 
For the fickle lady’s antics, even here in sober Britain, 
Are indeed (to put it mildly) free. 
Up to time of going pressward, it appears her latest notion 
Is one by which we men are braved— 
We must cancel the moustache, to which in youth we showed 
devotion, 
And in future must be all clean shaved ! 


Yea, all our deep anxiety to make moustaches flourish 
In the place where moustaches ought to grow, 
And all the heartfelt care with which its sprouting we would 
nourish, 
To hirsutely make a more imposing show ; 
All the tending and the nurturing with caution and cosmetic 
It appears we might just as well have saved, 
For whatever fine moustaches we may sport (oh, ‘tis pathetic) 
Must depart—and we must be clean shaved ! 


In the days when we went courting ladies seemed to show a liking 
For a wooer with moustache well groomed, 

And hence we laboured lovingly to make our own look striking, 
And “ mixtures”’ for this end were ‘“ boomed.” 

Sut since the latest edict, girls will doubtless look disdainful 
On moustachioed folk as ill-behaved ; 

So, of course, to please the damsels (though this time it may be 

painful) 

We straightway must be all clean shaved ! 


So, Barber, bring your instruments of torture, ay, and quickly 
Let the necessary shave be done ; 

Away with all moustaches that till now have bloomed so thickly, 
Including that of Good Old Fun! 

But, perhaps, ’twould be as well to shave but half of it, at present, 
For Fashion (by whom all the worlds’ enslaved) 

May suddenly change back again, into a mood more pleasant ; 
And enact that zone shall be clean-shaved ! 


A BuRNT-CORK DEVOTEE.—He had just been appointed to 
the coveted position of “corner man” to the local amateur 
Christys. He pined and fretted for the hoary chestnuts and 
wheezes of old time as cracked by sable comedians. He has been 
reading through Bohn’s Library at the rate of a volume a day, 
but he is several laps behind Pony Moore yet. 
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AN OLD SALT ON HIS TALE. 

Traggers.—“ Ah, Barnacles, you've a lot to be thankful for— 
leading a fine healthy life like yours, always breathing the ozone. 
It would do a fellow like me a world of good to change places with 
you for a time.” 

Ben Barnacles.—“ And the change wouldn’t do me any harm, 
Sir ; for there’s nothin’ I should enj’y more than comin’ down to 
these parts for a week or two, and standin’ treat to a lot of hard- 
workin’ mariners like me.” [ Traggers stood, 








OUR THAMES DIARY. 
(EXTRACTS FROM Mrs. F1TZLOB’s NOTE BOOK.) 


Monday, —th.—John came home at seven o’clock instead of a 
quarter-past. That’s his usual way. Who would be a stockbroker’s 


| 
| 
| 


wife with a husband always playing billiards at the “ King’s Head”? | 


To think we once used to read “ Guinevere ” out of the same book! The 
other day he would have sage and onions with a duck. I could burst 
into tears and tear my hair when I think of it. I went up into my 
dressing-room after dinner, sprinkled the place with Florida water, 
and read a Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 

When John came in at seven, he said, “ Juliana, I’ve got a treat for 
you. The Thomases have asked us to spend a fortnight with them at 
their place at Bunbury. We can start to-morrow in time for dinner. 
I'll come from the city and meet you at Waterloo.” I told him not 
to come fresh from the club or billiards. He called me names and 
banged the door. I went upstairs and looked out some things. I 
shan’t wear a white, but a Parmese grey ribbon on my boating hat. 
Won’t I make that horrid, disgusting Letitia Thomas jealous. The 
woman’s a perfect idiot ; but her husband’s passable. 

Tuesday, —th.—John got to Waterloo only ten minutes before the 
train started. Of course he was so mean he never bought me a bottle 
of eau-de-Cologne, and the weather’s so horribly hot that one can 
hardly keep a grain of powder on one’s face. I ask John to get me 
something to read from the stall. “There’s three ‘awfuls,’” he says, 
and throws the books on to the cushion before we start. I whisper 
‘“ Beast’ so that he can just hear it. He goes on reading The Sport- 
ing Life. I say “ Brute, brute, brute,” as if whispering to myself. 
He throws down the paper, and says, “‘Oh, you are going to begin 
that babbling idiotcy again!” I say, ‘‘I was not thinking of you.” 
He says, ‘“‘ Well, I hope you were speaking of yourself; it would be 
true enough, anyhow.” He chuckles at this as if he had said some- 
thing clever. 


' come out. 


We get to Bunbury at last. It’s a dried and paint-blistered little 
wooden station. A dirty faced little girl is howling before an auto- 
matic machine. She has put a penny in and the chocolate won't 
She says she wants her mother, and kicks at the red 
painted machine. I gooutsidethestation. A dusty road between two 
hedges leads down to the river and the village. There are cabbage 
gardens each side of the hedges that smell dreadfully. John calls 
this having a whiff of fresh air, does he? A girl comes up with her 
face tied up in a handkerchief ; she is leading a child by the hand 
who is eating a great piece of bread and treacle. The treacle has got 
right up into the child’s hair. They turn round the corner, and as 
they go away the child puts its tongue out at me. This is rural 
river life! The fly has come. I get in, and John bangs his hat-box 
so hard down on my feet that it brings the tears into my eyes. I 
call him a “brute.” He says that I must be in good condition, 
because I’ve got so much pluck about me. A herd of black pigs 
come to meet us. Hundreds of big flies are going along with them, 
and the flies get into our carriage. How awful it is, and so hot. We 
drive through the village. There is a public house, a grocer's shop, 
and an iron shed for the Salvation Army. The children at the 
cottage doors make faces at us. We get to Amelia Villa. Letitia 
Thomas is standing with Thomas at the carriage gate when we get 
out. Letitia has grown dreadfully brown from living on the river. 
She kisses me as hard as ever she can on the cheek, on purpose, I 
know, to rub the powder off, so as her husband can see it. She 
says, “‘ Welcome to the Thames, dear Juliana!" (I'll never use that 
sort of powder again ; it rubs off so easily.) 


Two BUSMEN. 





SCENE—OXFORD STREET.—Dram. Pers, Kirst 
Busman is belabouring one of his horses. 
Second Busman (passing ).—“Garn! don’t ‘it ‘im 


tell ’is mother !”’ 


! Go ’ome an’ 
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THE ASSENT COURTEOUS. 
She.—‘ Do you believe in marriage with a deceased wife’s sister?” 
He.—“ Well, 1 should, if your sister were my deceased wife.” 











New Leaves. 


Longman’s this month is particularly interesting, but the gem of 
the number, to our thinking, is a remarkably fine ballad called “The 
Crossing of the Till.’—In 7insley’s will be found instalments of the 
excellent serial stories, and’ other good reading.—Household Word« 
has its usual quantity of all that is good, and its Summer Number 
has an unusually clever print of “ Henley Regatta,” from a photo by 
Marsh'Brothers,of Henley.—Beyond the * Coaching Days and Coaching 
Ways,” there is nothing very striking in The Lnglish Illustrated 
except a well engraved portrait of Doctor Johnson, after Sir Joshua 
Reynolds.—Man’s inventiveness in overcoming difficulties is well 
exemplified in the Railway Engineering article that takes first place 
in Scribner’s.—The three portraits in Men and Women of the Day are 
\obert Browning, Marie Roze, and the Bishop of Liverpool. They 
might, perhaps, be more uniform in size and character, but that is a 
matter of taste—or convenience.—The Religious Tract Society’s 
serials only need mention, their merits are well known.—The pro- 
prietors of New York 7id-Bits have changed its name to Zime, 
perhaps they thought it was “time” they “tid!” 





Pump and Vanity. 
[A man, charged with drunkenness, the other day, argued with the magistrate that 
no man could be called really drunk “ until he tried to light his pipe at a pump.”] 

Tis strange, this newest version of the “jumps,” 
This wish to try to light one’s pipe at pumps ; 

Life’s mixed enough—why further try to blunder it? 
He who shows such pumposity, through drinks, 
Would be a proper candidate, methinks, 

When he has found a pump—to be put under it | 


Tor-pe-do or not Tor-pe-do. 


THE naval mobilisation has started with the usual accidents, the 
proceedings opening well with a first-class collision between a couple 
of torpedo boats. When our seamen take to running down our war- 
ships, we cannot wonder at our naval critics following suit. A plen- 
tiful supply of anti-fouling composition should be issued at once to 
the mobilised fleet if we wish to have any ships left at the finish of 
the mancuvres. 





OvukR American cousins are fond of complaining that our news- 
papers do not devote sufficient space to transatlantic political intelli- 
gence. Presuming that this accusation is well-founded, there is a 
very good excuse for us; and when we inform the reader that the 
following are only a few of the American political parties, we think 
he will agree with us:—Democrats, Republicans, Prohibitionists, 
High Licensers, Free Soilers, Turnerbunds, Constitutionalists, 
Anarchists, Tariff Reformers, Monopolists, Socialists, Fenians, Wo- 
man’s Suffrage Party, Irish Partv, German Party, Labour Party, and 
about seventeen “ Anti” Parties ! ; 











Bane and Antidote. 


[Professor Bain has issued a new edition of his famous work on English Oompo- 
sition and Rhetoric.] 
PROFESSOR Bain, his book (the new edition), 
Is one that well deserves respectful note, 
For in the matter of bad composition, 
This Bain doth really prove an antidote. 





It is stated that the statement of claim by Miss Phyllis Broughton, 
the well-known burlesque actress, against Viscount Dangan for breach 
of promise of marriage has been delivered, the damages being laid at 
£20,000. So much for the beginning of the action: when will the 
trial be brought-on ? 








SEASIDE SCRAPS. 








Mr. HARDCASH IN “THE LANE.” 
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Ramsgate Sands. 


On Ramsgate Sands 
The changing scene is ever gay 
With children, niggers, donkeys, 
bands, 
While youngsters as they shout 
and play, 
Make life seem all a holiday 
On Ramsgate Sands. 


To Ramsgate Sands 
Tired City men from office flee, 
Attracted not to foreign lands, | 
They know well they can never | 
see 
Abroad a world so fresh and free 
As Ramsgate Sands. 


On Ramsgate Sands | 
The youngsters hold their court | 
and reign, 
Here all must bow to their com- 
mands; 
Papa may try to read in vain, 
His newspaper is torn in twain 
On Ramsgate Sands, 


To Ramsgate Sands 


Now tovut-le-monde delights to 
come, 
The masher-clerks and humbler 
“hands,” 
And schoolboy freed from book 
and sum, 


Help to make up the merry hum 
Of Ramsgate Sands. 


To Ramsgate Sands— 
Houp-la! all you who can now 
haste, 

They'll satisfy all your demands 
For fun and frolic, and the taste 
Of ozone that the watery waste 

Gives to the invalid who stands 

On Ramsgate Sands. 
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MR. BLUNDELL MAPLE has done | 
so well out of cabinets that it is | 
only a natural desire on his part to 
see if he could do as well in one. | 
Anyhow he ought to be a model 
M.P. He is sure never to be want- 
ing in respect to the chair, and his | 
ambition will ever be to “uphol- | 
ster” the constitution. 
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“PARNELLISM AND CRIME.” 


Times.—“IF WE ONLY THROW MUD ENOUGH AT HIM, SOME OF IT IS BOUND TO STICK.” 








KNICKNACKS. 


THE electric light which illumines a few of our trains on the local 
system of the Brighton and §. C. Railway is somewhat erratically 
worked, The other day we were riding in a carriage with a pair of 
young people who all the way down had contented themselves with 
casting sheep’s eyes at one another, and heaving responsive sighs. On 
entering the Crystal Palace Tunnel, however, the temptation was too 
great forthe youth. There was no light in the carriage, and what more 
natural than that his arm should steal round her waist, her head fall 
upon his manly bosom, etc., etc. But unfortunately at that moment 
the guard bethought himself of his duty, the light was turned on, and 
this pretty little scene was exposed to view. We can leave our 
readers to imagine the effect upon the lovers ! 

OUTSIDE A SHOP WINDOW IN KEGENT STREET.—She (fat and 
JSorty).—“ What a charming figure, to be sure! Look there, Mr. 
Muggins. I should like a pair of those corsets,” 

He (the worser half).—*Humph! Y-y-es. But they'd hardly fit 
you, would they?” 

She (with energy).—“ Well, couldn’t I let ’em out, fool?” 


A FRENCHMAN, named Eugene Chervel, has lately written a book 
entitled “The Plagues of Egypt, or the English in the Valley of the 
Nile.” This gentleman’s scriptural education must have been very 
much neglected, or he would surely have been aware that one of the 
Egyptian plagues was a shower of frogs. 


—The Editor does not bind himself to ackn 
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Our tempting contemporary, the British Jowrnal of Catering, 
introduces a sweet thing in menus to our notice. After eating a good 
dinner a voracious diner may now finish up by swallowing the menu, 
and it will no longer be a fagon de parler to say that a man has eaten 
the whole bill of fare. The article in question is made of almond 
paste, and the writing is done in sugar. What sweet words they will 
seem to a hungry man ! 


GEORGE RANGER IN HIS LIBRARY.—L ater First Visitor.—“ What 
is it you want todo? Cut down seventy trees in Richmond Park in 
order to increase the game preserves there? Oh, yes, by all means. 
And you need not be particular to a tree or two if they are at all in 
the way.” 

Malco Second Visitor. —‘ What? WHAT? WHAT? Cut down 
seventeen trees in Richmond Park to enable the volunteers to keep 
up their shooting? Certainly not! I never heard of such a thing! 
Perfectly monstrous! I will never give my permission to such whole- 
sale destruction of public property.” 





SCENE—TAPROOM OF SUBURBAN PUBLIC HOUSE.—Zmployer, 


| putting his head inside the door.—“ Come on, Bill, and finish this 


| little job. 


wledae, return, or pay for Contributions 


I’ve been waiting over half an hour for you.” 

British Working Man (who has just been “ stood” another pint).— 
“ All right, guvnor, yer needn't be in sich a bloomin’ hurry. Yer 
can't expect that I’m a-goin’ to neglect my beer for the sake of your 
bloomin’ work !” 


in no case will they be returned unless 


accompanted by a stumped and directed envewpe. 
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INFLUENCE OF THE ITALIAN EXHIBITION—PARDON, “L’ESPOSIZIONE ITALIANA.” 


The Younger Miss Gaddens.—“ WE'VE BECOME QUITE ITALIANIZED SINCE THE OPENING OF THIS DELIGHTFUL EXHIBITION.” 

The Elder Miss G.—“ WE ALMOST LIVE IN IT, AND WE’VE MADE PAPA PROMISE TO TAKE US TO MILANO, FIRENZI, RoMA, 
AND VENEZIA, AS SOON AS EVER IT CLOSES, SO AS TO PRESERVE OUR IMPRESSIONS.” 

Mr. Perigrino, Sen—*My SON AND I ARE GOING TO ITALY IN THE WINTER. SORRY WE SHALL NOT BE LIKELY TO MEET 
YOU THERE, AS WE ARE ONLY GOING TO MILAN, FLORENCE, ROME, AND VENICE,” 











Farewell to Wimbledon! Their butts no longer will allow At being forced far off to go— 














re ; To congregate with thee ; Dear Wimbledon, farewell ! 
aay CARRPOE.) And when this Meeting is at end, —-— ee 
0 heap ge hon youn His devastating broom | Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
ave once more pitched their Camp Will sweep them from their ancient friend | 
Upon thy sward, where yet their ears To sak enumail ie doom. ‘JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
May list te martial tramp : By FRANK BARRETT. 
But ‘tis for the last time, alas ! No more will on thy range be won 
Ker ball is — the sound The coveted Queen’s Prize ; Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
Of rifle-bullets, as they pass No more nigh thee will feats be done ‘6 ” 
Gian thy Oanenen anvend. Saye ncn arb pith ic glosnig THROUGH MY HEART FIRST! 
Because St. George, who rules them now, Our Volunteers have loved thee so, By H. T. JOHNSON. 
(If saint indeed he be) Their grief they scarce can tell “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Seethat you get it! 
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(1) People “ dropimoney” in life’s daily | (3) An agitator to his post self 


tg we 
: ut here’s a cub that dropped ten 
ey thousand pounds, . 


(2) Five youthful burglars at a sweet | (4) Oh, foolish Prenchmen, wherefore 


locked 
Upon the “Square,” was soon at 
Bow Street shocked. 


(5) Americans, always down upon 


“ Chinese,” 
Now sport “Celestial” fashions, if 
you please. 


(7) France vows to pnt ite monks into 


a fix— 
Another of our neighbour's monk- 
eyish tricks. 


(6) An asylum for the ugly in| (8) The helmets for postmen during 
18 


summer's heat 


shop stopped — fight at all ? 18. 
Were quickly into, prison (lolli)- Bitter enough already is your | The present writer should go there, Make them appear like peelers on 
popped. Gaul. ] guess. their beat. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


CovENT GARDEN.—The brilliant and in every way successful 
opera season here has come to a brilliant and successful end with a 
splendid performance of Les Huguenots, and Mr. Augustus Harris 
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THE PRINCESS'’S.—“ THE STILL ALARM.” 


retires with an addition to his stock of laurels enough to stock a 
moderate sized shrubbery. Signs of weariness in the voices of one or 
two of the singers were not wanting in the last two or three perform- 
ances, and the celebrated “ hundred and sixty,” who had a pretty tough 
week of it to finish with, gave some evidence of wear and tear at last ; 
but on the whole there was little to complain of, and rather more than 
much toenjoy. Especially in face of the liberality which gave two 
such important first performances in the final week as Aida and 
Mephistofele. 


Lohengrin has been the crack success of the season—so much so, 
that Mr. Harris has already determined on a season of German—or, 
more properly, Wagnerian—opera next season. Druriolanus is a 
born entrepreneur ; to resuscitate two such things in a lifetime as 
moribund Drury Lane and moribund Grand Opera does not fall to 
the lot of every man, or even to one in adozen, Hooray, therefore, 
and Ave Casar! 


Aida was worthily set and sung. When Aida is an alias for 

Madame Nordica, Radames stands for M. Jean de Reszké, and 
Madame Scalchi disguises herself as Amneris, you may come to 
criticise, but you stay to enjoy. 
I’ve not heard Boito’s Mephistofcle before, and I should like to 
hear it again before quite settling down to it. There’s no getting 
over its eee, however, and with M. Edouard de Reszké in a 
new Mephistophelean guise, and Misses Ella Russell and Macintyre 
to help each other along with the long dual soprano part, a very fine 
business was made of it. 

I don’t think Les Huguenots exactly beat last season’s grand show 
at Drury Lane last year, but there was a good deal of the same cast 
in it, and the “ hundred and sixty ” were well on the job, both in the 
opera and the National Anthem thereafter. 

Well, good-bye, Mr. Harris, till next year, and, “when next 
A, Harris shows this way, may I be there to see.” 


THE STRAND.—A new front piece, by Mr. A. Chevalier, called 
Cycling, has been put on here in front of Run Wild. I haven't seen 
it yet, but I’m going to presently, so I'll say no more about it just 
now, except that the principal part is played by Miss Atherton, with 
what sprightly point I can guess, but mustn't say until I verify it by 
sight. Till then, adieu. 


THE PRINCEss's.—Once more has our Wilson wandered forth from 
these his native boards, and once more has American melodrama, in 
all its glorious crudeness (in which, however, the British article can 
run it close enough when it likes), retaken possession. The Shadows 
of a Great City is only up for awhile, for The Still Alarm, another 
“over-ditch”” concoction, is in rehearsal, but it is presented with all 
the better part of the original cast, and “goes” as well as ever. The 
scenery is really very fine and interesting—most interesting thing in 
the play to me, 


The Still Alarm, by the way, is down for production on the 30th inst. 








Nops AND WINKS.—There has been a good deal more shutting up 
than opening during the last week or so, but the Adelphi—lighted 
throughout with electric light—ran up The Union Jack (of which I 
hope to say something next week) on Thursday last ; and La Tosca 
has filled the Lyceum about twice over every night.—I see one, Band- 
mann, an actor who had some vogue about ten or fifteen years ago, 
(more as a subject of expectation than performance), proposes some- 
what characteristically to open the Opera Comique with a version of 
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, with the apparent intention of taking the 
wind out of the sails of Mr. Mansfield, who produces an authorised 
adaptation of the same book at the Lyceum lateron. However, I don’t 
sup it matters very much in the long ran—which isn’t likely to be 
at the Opera Comique at any rate! 


Miss LypIA THOMPSON is going to do what she has been known 
to do before with some success, i.¢., take a burlesque company to 
America. “ Lydia’s blondes” are still remembered, and many a one 
of the original band tells the story of their adventures round the fire 
to a circle of astonished and delighted grandchildren. So time goes 
on, and so one generation of extra ladies succeeds to another, and the 
dude and the bald head rejoiceth in the perennial youth of fairyland. 
In October the fair cavalcade starts on its way.——‘ Manager 
W. W. Kelly,” they tell me, has been “tendered a grand compli- 
mentary benefit.” The programme “will consist of miscellaneous 
items of London successes,” and “most of the popular names have 
volunteered their services.” I think that’s touchingly kind about the 
“popular names,” but how about the people belonging to them? 
Have they given them permission to appear? 


THE last day of this month sees the last night of the Daly per- 
formances at the Gaiety. They will play The Taming of the Shrew 
all the rest of their time in London. After which, Stratford-on-Avon, 


Glasgow, Paris and New York is the itinerancy.—Her Majesty’s Theatre | 


Company (Limited) is one of the latest specs. registered. There are 
whispers that it will figure anon as a music hall, after the modern 
manner of big and unfortunate houses. Well, luck toit! But this 
sort of thing will go on until it kills itself. 


THIS (Wednesday) afternoon the Cannizaro Woods at Wimbledon 
will be the scene of a pastoral performance by Lady Archibald 
Campbell and Miss Annie Schletter in Le Baiser, Madame Katti 
Lanner has arranged a dance for the amateurs, so there will be a 
little Lanner-mation infused into the affair. 


Miss FANNIE LESLIE will be in the cast of The Still Alarm. I 
shall smile !—To-morrow (Thursday) afternoon, that dismal play, 
Frou-frow, will be presented at the Globe, with an extraordinarily 
strong cast, for the benefit of Miss Woodworth’s “ Buttercups and 
Daisies” Fund. The end justifies the means.—Mr. R. L. Stevenson 
has written a play, with the assistance of someone else, for Miss Cal- 
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THE STRAND.—* SIGH-CLING !” 


houn, which the lady contemplates producing in the autumn; a red 
letter, if not a scarlet letter, day for her, let us hope.— Madame Midas. 
a theatrical version of “The Mystery of a Hansom Cab,” Fergus 


Hume's new novelette, has been produced for copyright purposes. 


don’t know that it much matters, but I thought I midas well mention 
it.—Miss Fortescue starts away starring in August, to the disconsola- 
tion of your distracted NESTOR. 
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A SEASIDE TRAGEDY. 








KNICKNACKS. 


“T’M werry glad to see that someone’s a-takin’ up the question of 
the poor solgiers’ medsing,” observed Mrs. Muddleby, as she laid her 
newspaper down and wiped her spectacles. ‘ Here’s a Colonial in the 
Army been a lectierin’ about the “ Physique of the Solgier and his 
Physical Trainin’!” and quite time too, says 1! Why, when my 
poor boy Jem was a solgier in Indjier, they used to give him so much 
salts that it made him that thirsty that the poor fellow was always 
a-drinkin’, and so in course the climet didn’t suit him, and he had to 
come home; and no wonder, says I, for I don’t hold with that sort 


of thing at all.” 


LUSHINGTON has been spending the evening with an old friend, of 
the same way of thinking. Time, two o'clock, A.M. 

Friend.— Have ‘nother drop whisky, ole man?” 

Lushington.—*“ Ver’ shorry, ole man, can’t hol’ ‘nother drop; but 


pour a little ov’r me, will you? I like the shmell.” 





Enthusiastic Tory.—“ I have just been reading the: Home Secretary’s 
speech! What an eloquent speaker he is to be sure, and what an 
immense store of wit and humour he possesses, does he not?” 

Liberal Acquaintance.—“ 1 shouldn’t wonder! He ought to have 


a good stock by this time, for he has been saving up ever since he | 
| orphan.” 


was born.” 


| 
| 
| 
| 





“TT is time that the barbarous custom of duelling was done away 
with entirely,” observed the leading-article writer. “It is generally 
acknowledged that the pen is mightier than the sword.” “ Yes, so it 
is,’ agreed the sub-editor wearily, “and the scissors are more power- 
ful than either.” 


Jones.— 1 wouldn't make myself such a fool if I was you, Smith.” 
Smith.— “No, my boy, you wouldn't; ain’t you sorry you're not me!” 


THE poorer inhabitants of Streatham are to be denied the privilege 
of cheap locomotion, and the Tramway Company is not to be allowed to 
extend their lines hither. This is undoubtedly hard lines for those 
who cannot afford to keep their own carriages. The excuse is that it 
is too select ; but suppose the majority of the inhabitants elect to have 
the trams, what then? We presume that they would still be tram- 
melled by the power of the wealthy few. 


Driver (to quiet stranger on Suburban road ).—“ Hi! mister, jest 
hold that there horse’s head for a minute while I get down, will yer?” 

Stranger (nervously ).—“ Wh-wh-which one?” 

Driver.— Why, the off ‘un to be sure.” 

Stranger.—“ My good man I am totally unacquainted with horses, 
and it is quite impossible for me to tell which of your animals is an 
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MORE THAN LIKELY, BLESS YOUR HEART! 


A little boy was lately charged at Chatham police-court with stealing ball-car- 
erhige from the battery at Fort Amherst, and it was stated that boys habitually 
stole into the magazine, and searched with lighted candles for cartridges.— News- 
paper.) 

WE were aroused lately at midnight from the depths of a profound 


and ha slumber by a fearful moan. Wild with affright, we dived 
sae madly under ‘the bed- 


clothes, and lay there in 
a cold perspiration ; for 
we believed it was some 
awful warning from an- 
other world—some vam- 
pire — banshee — ghoul— 
bent, perchance, on suck- 
ing the life-blood from 
our palpitating heart. 
How did our horror in- 
crease as we felt a touch- 
ing upon the seven blan- 
kets and an eider-downer 
which serve to shield us 
from the warmth of the 
present summer ! 

But it'was no spectre 
form; it was a human 
creature—obviously some 
Government official. His 
nose was empurpled with 
much weeping ; he thumped his bosom and howled; he clutched his 
throat and groaned ; he bent limply like the figure drooping over a 
wreathed urn, embossed in white on a black ground on Mrs, Lojjins’s 
mantelpiece. 

Then he grew somewhat calmer, and said— 

“It’s time the public should know all—ALL! I can bear this 
criminal secrecy no longer. It shall out! Come and see—up, up; 
and come and see. Come now—at a time when the departmental 
places are not prepared for visitors, and see what you will see now /” 
Then he howled anew. 

“Is this the sting of conscience?” we asked solemnly. “Is it the 
prompting to a better course in the future?” 

“It is,” he sobbed. “ Brought about by the fact that official secrets 
of all kinds are leaking out all around—The Gunless Ship Scandal— 
The Sightless Gun Scandal—The Supreme Court Central Office 
Scandal—The Metropolitan Board Scandal—all of ’em! Under these 
dreadful circumstances, my conscience tells me that it may be safer 
to make a clean breast of it before those newspaper fellows find it out 
for themselves. Come!” 

We arose and went. It seemed that we were invited to inspect the 
Government Storehouses for Explosives. A magnificent champagne 
luncheon awaited us at every point. At length we reached a door 
labelled “‘ Powder Magazine.” We paused to remove our hob-nailed 
boots, and replace them with the regulation felt slippers. Our con- 
ductor burst into yells of unearthly laughter. 

“ My dear sir,” he sniggered, “ not the least necessity. All gam- 
mon. All these precautionary regulations are posted up to make a 
show of caution before the public. Never dream of carrying ’em out. 
Come on. 

We entered. On the threshold we kicked against a box of lucifers, 
which went off with a 
splutter just by a bar- 
rel of gunpowder. 

“Ha! Housemaid 
has left ’em, no doubt,” 
said our guide. “ Very 
careless girl, very ; but, 
bless you, we let her 
do it. Such a con- 
founded bother to earn 
our salaries by taking 
the trouble to tell her 
about it. Really can’t 
expect a fellow to do 
anything in return for 
a salary paid by the 
public y’know; if it 
were paid by private 
individual, our con- 
science would prompt 
us todo our work for 
fear the individual 
ets might sniff round and 
find it out, and give us the sack. Our sense of duty would say, ‘ You 
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ought to do this thing, for the gov'nor's just round the corner.’ ” 





As we entered the chief store-room we were greeted by the joyous 
shouts of youth. Up and downa long strip of pavement, bordered 
by tanks, many little boys in iron-studded boots were competing for 
supremacy in striking out sparks from the stone-way. 

it was a joyful—a delightful scene. : : 

“ And what do these tanks contain?” we inquired with much in- 


terest. 
“ Nitro-glycerine,” replied our obliging guide. “The boys will do 


it—youth will have its fling, y’know. Really, it’s such a bore to be} 


always telling them they mustn’t.” 


On the top of a box of dynamite two nice, promising little boys! 


were, with the aid of a hammer, explodirg little pink paper cartridges 
of detonating powder; while, by a tray of saltpetre placed to dry, 
some other little fellows, who had borrowed a few handfuls of 
powder, were engaged in firing toy cannons, which really went off 
beautifully. 

“ Perhaps you have seen enough?” asked our guide. 


We collected ourself ; we made an effort ; we faintly murmured, |, 


“Ye-e-es, th-th-thank you!” 
“Then I need not detain you longer?” said the official. 
We replied, courteously, that he need not. 
“ We will go, then,” he said. 


We went. It was really an extraordinary feat. We had never, in }: 


our youth, trained for foot races ; nay, we are stout. 

“Ahem!” said the official very delicately. “ You—that is—you 
will not be making this little affair public—ah!—just yet? Fact is, 
on consideration, it has occurred to me that I might lose a part of the 
full-pay I shall retire on if the affair came out just at this moment, 
when the public mind is inflamed—most causelessly inflamed— 
against the crimes of officialism. Ah !—you promise faithfully not 


to breathe a word of it just yet—ah !—until my pension and per-| 


quisites, and baronetcy, and rewards of merit, and other little extras, 
are secured?” 

‘“‘ We swear it most solemnly!” we said, grasping his hand. 

Then we took a fast cab home, and wrote three columns about it 
in time for the morning’s issue, 








THEY may say what they like, but there is no getting over the fact 
that the present Government, whatever its faults, is a business-like 
one. They have had to face the problem how to get rid of the Irish 
Members, and what has been their policy? Why, to cell them off. 
Well, that’s business-like, isn’t it? 





APPROPRIATE cry for a “pulling” jockey.— Vive Ja Rein(e)! 











PROFESSIONAL PRIDE. 
Doctor's Boy.—“My governor's cleverer than yourn. ‘Arf his 
medicines is pison if they ain’t properly mixed.” 
Butcher's Boy.—“Garn! We makes sossiges !” 
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The Poor Volunteer. 


OH, pity the case of the poor Volunteer, 

From Wimbledon Common he’s told he must clear, 

And at Richmond he’ll startle the Duke or the deer, 

So y won't have him there, and they won’t keep him 
ere. 

Like the dove from the Ark he will go forth in fear 

That no rest for his feet he will find far or near ; | 

Like the Wandering Jew, he must change year by year 

His quarters ; and just as time makes them more dear, 

He’s told to move on, but where he may “spier,” 

But not get an answer his sad heart to cheer. 

He’s treated as if he was only “small beer,” 

What wonder he rages and storms like King Lear, 

Or growls at mankind like our old Chelsea seer, 

As the waves of misfortune break in headlong career 

O’er the bright airy castles he loves so to rear, 

And visions of “bulls” and of “mags” disappear ? 

Thus his prospects grow daily more gloomy and drear ; 

So without any query no case is more queer 

Than that of the poor “ move-on-there ” Volunteer. 








Hayti in the Shade. 


LATEST news from Port-au-Prince reports a serious | 
rising, during which the insurgents made it hot for the 
inhabitants by making a bonfire of five hundred private 
houses and several public buildings. Acts like these 
are a burning disgrace to civilization. The only con- 
solation is that these rising countries give plenty of 
occupation, though it is chiefly to the police and the 
soldiery. A little firing from the latter would be the 
best corrective to these incendiaries, Nothing like a 
good dose of lead for these arsonic symptoms. 
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IT was very wrong of the paper boy to shout out 
“Terrible hencounter between two members of the Ouse | 
of Lords!” when he was only referring to the fact that a 
man named Bishop, and another named Noble, had been | 
charged at Woolwich police court with prize-fighting. | 


HE GOT CRUSTY TOO. 


Host.—* Now, THIS PoRT, MY Boy, IS GENUINE ’47.” 
Guest.—“’47, EH? LET'S SEE, 478. THE DOZEN—3s, 11D. THE BOTTLE. 
WELL, WE PAY 3s. 6D.; BUT I MUST OWN THIS DRINKS A LITTLE 


BETTER!” 











OUR THAMES DIARY. 
(SECOND SERIES EXTRACTS.—MrRs, FrtTz-Lob’s DIARY.) 


Wednesday.—Such an evening we had lastevening. They’ve given 
us the very worst bedroom in the place, I believe. We only catch a 
glimpse of the river over a stagnant brook with willows beside it. 
If people do ask you to their houses, why don’t they accommodate 
you properly, or leave it alone? There’s not a toothbrush-rack on 
the wash-stand ; and [ do declare that that beastly, mean Amelia has 
locked up all her eau-de-cologne in the little medicine cupboard in 
the corner. I can smell it through the keyhole. Oh! the meanness 
of some people, and your hosts too. 

As I said, we were very comfy last evening. We had our dessert 
out on the lawn. J had a deck-chair. He! he! Amelia was quite 
wild when I took it. Asif she ever had shoes that could fit her like 
mine. “Two and tootsies,” dear Charley Buckstone used to say. 
Poor boy! he’s in Egypt now. How he must miss me, married to 
that horrid woman with yellow green eyes! I saw poor Thomas look 
at me several times, as I lay in the lamplight and moonlight listening 
to the river: he might have done better too. Amelia, indeed! I’m 
sure I looked so nice that Amelia bounced indoors and began playing 
“Simple Pens¢e,” that the school-girls play, to try and forget about 
me. We went on the river afterwards. 

It really was very nice on the river in the moonlight, and if John 
hadn’t been with me I should have enjoyed myself only too tho- 
roughly, I’m sure. Well, of course when we went down the landing- 
stairs that poor Thomas handed me into the boat as prettily as you 
could think. The man really has a pleasant way with him, only I 
suppose it’s been nearly all nagged out of him by that abominable 
woman. I really can’t help saying so, though I’ve, of course, nothing 
to say against one who is a dull, plain, honest sort of woman, I dare- 
say. I could see her smile as I stood on the steps before I got in. 
But how can I help looking so nice, I should like to know? It’s no 
fault of mine, is it? When we were sitting in the stern I know— 
—yes, I’m quite sure—Amelia trod on my foot on purpose because 
my feet looked so nice. I screamed ; poor Thomas looked full of 
sympathy. Of course John must needs say, “ Well, if you're going to 
waggle about like that, we’d better get Thomas to hire the brick 
barge from the town.” There is something peculiarly coarse about 
most husbands, J think. I said the swans looked lovely in the moon- 
light ; they reminded me of Lohengrin. John said they reminded 





him of the “Swan” at Ditton. ‘What a capital chop you get 
there,” he said; “I should like togo and have another now the peas 
are pretty tender, and they've got some decent chutney, too, there.” 
I believe that man will talk about eating on his dying bed, and with 
his dying breath, that Ido. I began humming to myself that lovely 
German thing, “‘ White swan upon the moon-kissed stream.” John 
said, ‘‘ Now you're on the singing tack, have you heard Arthur Roberts 
at the Avenue?” That's what it is to be married to a man like that. 
I’m sure poor Thomas looked at meas if he felt forme. That Amelia 
chuckled and said, “I never did see the good of singing on the river, 
the flies go down your throat.” I should like to have upset the boat, 
that Ishould, At this moment John—I’m sure he did it on purpose— 
splashed the water with his scull, and sent it right on my face. 
What do you think happened? I sneezed—had quite a fit of sneezing. 
“ Well,” said that brute, “Julia, dear, if the powder does come off it 
won't show in the moonlight.” “ J never wear powder,” said Amelia. 
I could have slapped her, that I could. Wear powder,indeed! With 
her brown face, it would make it look like the flour on a breakfast- 
roll. As to John, I only looked at him. If I could have cut off his 
brandy and soda for a year with that look, I would have done it, 
though he would have died from the effect of it. Just when we got 
near to the lock we stopped. There was such a lovely nightingale 
singing. I said, “ What should we do without nightingales?” John 
said, “‘ Well, I can eat my dinner without a nightingale; I’d sooner 
have a bit of pigeon-pie any day.” Amelia laughed. I don’t see 
why she need laugh, for anyone can see she has got false teeth, even 
in the moonlight. Then John looked over to a house-boat where a 
iano was playing, and sounding lovely. “I’m sure they've been 
ving garlic with something or the other,” he said ; “I can smell it 
quite distinctly, can’t you, Mrs. Thomas?” That Amelia imme- 
diately began, “‘ J rather like garlic, there’s no sentiment about me. 
I would sooner any day rather eat roast duck than listen to live 
nightingales.” When we got back Amelia said to me, “ Would you 
like some Hollands—as a night-cap?” “ Hollands —nightcaps.” 
Ugh! the horrid creature ! 








No matter how opposed the Tories may be to the opinions of “ the 
Old Parliamentary Hand,” or how adverse they may be to his senti- 
ments, even the most rabid among them cannot deny that Mr. 


| Gladstone is a jolly good feller! 
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“THE SYSTEM.” 
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“ Jeamese,” said the Ministry, “the post of Passer of Fraudulent Rubbish for the Army and Navy is vacant. Go out and find any one oi 


may be standing on the mat, and appoint him to the position. 


























our poor relations who 
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And, after the poor relation had received a high salary for ten years or so, John Bull happened to say to him, “ This article you’ve passed is nothing but brown 


paper!” 


y 
~ 


And the gentle official replied,“ Ith it? Really! How funny! He! he! You thee,I don't underthtand anything about ‘articles.’ ” “What the dooce 
d'ye think you're paid for, then?” said J. B. And the poor innocent relative of the Ministry replied,“*He! he! I dunno!” 


Then the Ministry had to come to the rescue. 


Fon HiS MOTHER. 


“My poor boy,” it said, “it is not your fault—it is the SYSTEM !” 








— Yam. 
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IRISH STEW. 


MORE 


Waiter—“PIG INA POKE, SIR?’—UMBLE PIE?—ENQUIRY 
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THE HUSBAND-BEATER. 


LET’s sing the “ husband- 









%, beater ”’ 
- That rears aloft in 
pride. 


Could any gift be sweeter 
To widow, wife, or 
bride ? 
va =—-: Importance it produces 
In Jane and Kate and 
/\ Loo— 
There are 80 many uses 
A girl can put it to, 
Whene’er a tent she rigs up 
It serves her for the pole ; 
It does for stirring pigs up ; 
PUA is! It does to pierce a hole ; 
EN f) \ 2 RY, It’s admirably fitted 
y | To drive the gliding punt, 
And foemen may be spitted 
Who show a cheeky front. 


To personate a poker 
It is extremely fit ; 
It gives the little joker 
A target for his wit. 
This wonderful invention 
Will always act, tol-lol, 
For what you like tomention— 
Except a parasol. 





Drips. 

WHAT kind of sketch ought an artist to take of an idiot out in the 
rain /—A silhouette (sil/y wet). 

When two dogs converse, what does their conversation suggest ’— 
Pair o’ dogses. 

What plant would typify a British grenadier flying before an enemy 
(if such an act were conceivable) ?—A scarlet runner. 

Where should impatient sufferers be sent /—To Pangbourne. 

Why does not the man who can only Jie in a particular position 
break himself of the habit altogether ? 

Can anything be more superfluous than putting on spectacles to see 
oneself deceived ? 








The American Invasion. 


{It is admitted everywhere that the American girls, who now descend upon 
London in such vast numbers, are carrying all before them in the marriage 
market.) 

AIR— Yankee Doodle. 


YANKEE ladies come to town 
As skittish as young ponies, 


| The cattle and the silver kings, 
From New York down to 


And in the Row they win renown, | ’Frisco, 
‘Mid grand Society’s cronies ; | Send daughters here on gilt-edged 
Each rich and rare American | wings 7 
Miss _ _ Without the slightest risk—O ! 


Wins praise on each occasion, Our partis by these damsels sly 

Until our girls cry, “ Pray stop Are snared on each occasion ; 
this No wonder, then, our girls decry 
American Invasion!” American Invasion, 
No Yankee noodles are these | The Stars and Stripes seems Hy- 
girls, men’s flag, . 

But handsome, smart, and Our Union Jack floats sadly ; 


cheery, He seems to scorn our poor old 
And so the bachelor crowd all rag, 
whirls And treats our damsels badly. 


A casus belli tis, I guess, 
Our honour feels abrasion— 


Around the American peri ; 
With dollars do they “cut it fat,” 


And act with such persuasion, | For English girls, we must sup- 
Till English girls are pining at | press 
American Invasion. | American Invasion ! 





It is stated that lrivate Fulton of the Queen's Westminsters, the 
fortunate winner of the (Queen's Prize at Wimbledon, is by trade an 
engraver on wood, but it is evident that he knows how to make his 
mark on iron as well; and since he has gained the sum of £250, in 
addition to the gold medal and the gold badge, it may reasonably be 
asserted that his /ines have fallen in pleasant places, | 





GENERAL BOULANGER’S favourite flower is the red carnation ; 
consequently, he ought to have taken it as a compliment when M 
Floquet pinked him the other day in their duel 





The Children’s Holiday. 


O MATRONS blest with happy homes, who round your table see 
Your hardy little olive plants, so blithe and fullof glee, 
At once your care and sweetest joy, your solace and your pride, 
What wish of theirs can you deny that may be gratified? 


Their health and rosy bloom they owe to sweet fresh country air, 
For oftimes they are led away to fields and woodlands fair ; 

Or to inhale the pure ozone from off the briny sea, 

Where they can run, and romp, and lave, quite unrestrained and 


free, 


Contrast this pleasing picture with the children of the poor, 
lll-fed, half-clad, who joyless crouch so wistful at the door 

Of their mean homes in narrow courts, where dimly they descry 
A streak of the blue concave of the sunlit summer sky. 


We ask of you kind help to give one brief, bright holiday 

Unto these drooping little ones ere summer fades away ; 

To lead them forth to meadows green to feel the glad sunbeams, 
To hear the song-birds, pluck the flowers, beside the shining streams. 


But you may ask how much of good will that one outing do, 
It will but make them long for more, alas! that may be true ; 
Yet one is better far than none, the memory of it may 

Gild their dark pathways with the hope of such another day. 


Then by your own content and pride in your sweet birdies’ bliss, 
Give of your plenty for this end, the gift you ne'er will miss? 
And let your little ones, likewise, a coin or two bestow, 

And learn betimes some good to work to soothe another's woe. 





MopEstyY isa virtue to be admired, but it should not lead us to self 
depreciation. If we were contemplating suicide, we should not make 
away with ourselves with vermin killer. 














“FUN'S” FACTS OF NATURAL HISTORY. 
WHALES END IN BLUBBER. 
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THE OPTIMIST. 


THERE are people whose existence would be desolate and flat 

If they couldn't find a circumstance or two to grumble at ; 

There are parties who'd incontinently shrivel up 
and die 

If ee compass plausible excuses for a 
sigh. 


\T 


They grumble when it’s cold and then they 
grumble when it’s hot, 

They grumble at the things they have, and for 
the things they’ve not ; 

And recently I’ve noticed quite a number who 
complain 

At the weather’s present over-liberality of rain. 


Whatever can it matter—though it rain like cats 
and dogs? 

And turn the roads to rivers, and the meadows 
into bogs? 

A long continued “soaker” isn’t matter for regre-— 

It’s not as though a fellow ran the risk of getting 
wet, 


The rain’s a very simple little matter to avoid, 
No special ingenuity need ever be employed. 

No erudite philosophies to put you to a rout— 

A plan within the reach of all is—never to goout. 





Though bucketful by bucketful incessantly it pours, 

It will not damp a thread unless you venture out of doors, 
And the parties who deliberately go into the wet 

In my opinion quite deserve whatever they may get. 


But grumblers still will grumble there is little room to doubt— 
One half will growl at fortune that compels them to be out, 
While the other half bewails its inability to roaam— 

Though what is there you get abroad you cannot get at home ? 


Oh! grumblers, to the writer “it is very evident ” 
You haven’t tried the matchless panacea of content ; 
Its beneficial influence if you desire to see, 

I beg you will be kind enough to cast your eye on me. 


Though rain should ‘gather in the sky from north, south, west and 
east 

And pour for days and days, I do not mind it in the least ; 

Though all the country round about is wringing wet for miles, 

I look about me pleasantly and beam with placid smiles. 


The paper boy (though thunderstorms may drench him to the skin) 
Each morning brings my Daily News and promptly hands it in ; 
The postman’s always punctual, e’en though he have to swim, 

The milkman’s always up to time while yet the light is dim. 


No rain can stop the butcher’s call, the baker always comes, 
As also does the vendor of potatoes, peas, and plums ;— 
When all the luxuries of life are brought unto my door, 

I bear the rain contentedly, and ask for nothing more. 


Or if we do run short of things, or something gets mislaid, 
We've shops within a mile, and so we always send the maid ; 
What though on her return it takes her half an hour to drain? 
It mars not my serenity—/ never mind the rain! 


Nay, even when I must go out, I never heave a sigh— 

What matter for humidity, as long as I am dry? 

And so I blithely tell my man the place for which I’m bound, 
And bid them put the horses to and bring the carriage round. 


So why, I ask, should anyone disturb himself for rain? 

And yet you'll find a lot of people ready to complain ; 

That paper boy, the postman, and the rest are that way bent, 
In vain to one and all of them I lecture a content. 


Some people won't be satisfied, whatever you may say, 

They will go meeting trouble (ostentatiously) half way ; 

Oh, what a changed community (and happy) we should find, 
If folks would only imitate my cheerfulness of mind! 


. * : * * . 


What's that? That little paper boy has got the “tic”’ so bad 
He cannot bring the paper? Botheration take the lad ! 

Did ever anybody hear such impudence as this? 

They know my morning dose of news is what I hate to miss! 


» | 


Eh? What? The postman suffering sciatic twinge and tweak, 
And all of the deliveries suspended for a week ? 





The tradesmen down with fever, too, and nothing to be had? 
Well, dash me, if it’s not enough to make a fellow mad |! 


I’m ripe to breathe anathemas in all the modern tongues— 
The servant-maid is down with inflammation of the lungs! 
To fetch the local doctor, I’d—confound it all—be off, 

But the coachman has a quinsy and the horses have a cough. 


It’s all this ghastly weather—was there ever such a treat? 

I cannot get a drop of drink, or anything to eat ! 

And time goes on with leaden skies, and drenehings day by day— 
Confusion take the beastly rain is what J have to say ! 








>” 


“* DID you see that well-dressed cove riding in that swell carriage / 
enquired a ragged, hungry-looking old man of his companion. 
“ Twenty ‘years ago we were shopkeepers in the same street, he got 
into trouble, and I sacrificed myself to save him and his family. He 
swore then that he would never see me want, and well, he kept his 
word.” ‘He has?” exclaimed the other, enquiringly. “ It don’t look 
like it.” ‘Yes, he has! for when my turn came, and | got into a hole, 
he wouldn’t come near me, and though I have applied to him many 
times since, he has never taken any notice, so he has never seen me 
want,” 





Mistress (to new domestic from the Sister Isle).—“ Have you boiled 
the tea-kettle, Bridget ?”’ 

Bridget (with evident symptoms of astonishment ).—*“ Sure and I 
haven’t, mum.” 

Mistress.—* Please do so at once, then.” 

Bridget.—*“ And plaze, mum, where will I foind a pot large enough 
to hould the kittle?” 

| Mistress is more careful of her colloquialisms in future. 
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EN CONNAISSEUSES. 


Miss Mainstay (yachtty).—“ That's a pretty little craft moving 
off !”’ 

Miss Lemon (critical).—“ Perhaps so; but, to my way of think- 
ing, it would be better if less craft were employed at our watering- 


” 


places. 
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YOUR DUTY TO YOUR CAT. 


















































AH, what must be the feelings of a cat— 
A mother cat—before her kittens flouted, 
Hearing mice rev’ling which she can’t get at ; 
Mice which she might before their eyes have 
routed, 
Or pounced upon with style and spirit sprightly, 
But that the kitchen door was latched so tightly. 


| N.B.—’Twill be well worth your ascertaining 
Whether her kittens all receive that training. 








MORAL INJUNCTION. 
When mice are festive on your kitchen floors, 
And you expect your faithful cat to catch ’em, 
Make certain she can ope’ your kitchen doors ; 
Or, better still, don’t ever tightly latch ’em ; 
For nearly all her difficulty—drat ’em !— 
With mice is in the task of getting at ‘em. 


For, as in mankind’s case, remember that 
The kitten’s always father to the cat. | 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 

S1R,—It's getting quite a nuisance the way the girls follow me 
about, or, at least, plant themselves upon me whenever I| let on that 
1am bound for any particular race. They seem to have a regular 
system, and take it by turns, for they never clash in their demands. 
In spite of the magnitude of my resources, it’s more expensive than I 
care for. They say it’s delightful to go with me, because I know so 
much about it; but I can’t help fancying they find me freer with my 








money, and more particular about the quality of the luncheon than 
the younger and more dashing highflyers. It disturbs my mind, any 
way, and | haven't that confidence I should have in the following 


TIP FOR THE LEICESTERSHIRE HANDICAP, 
THOUGH maidens be eager to share in one’s shiners, 
It aids not the prophet to compass his tip ; 


Though maidens be hearty and generous diners, 
There’s many a slip ’twixt the cup and the lip. 

Trophonius thinks of his record, and proudly, 
Though never an one for indulging in boast ; 

He knows, so he speaks not his praises too loudly, 
There’s many a slip ’twixt the start and the post. 


Of this be ye mindful as Toscano passes 
To win or to lose at Dame Fortune’s decree, 

Though Mosspaul a little bit higher one classes, 
Whatever the end of the matter may be. 

King Monmouth should reign, though as yet but a rebel, 
And hold the rest subject to monarchy’s sway, 

For Ashplant I’d go, though, my pile to a pebble, 
He’s jolly well up—or he’ll carry the day. 


The girl whose turn it was (apparently) would go with me. You 
should have seen me trying to persuade her to take a cheque for the 
amount of her probable “ exes.” instead! I was very eloquent, but I 
couldn't eloquise her into acquiescence. I wonder how I am to get 
rid of this persecution. Can you tell me? Yours, etc., 

TROPHONIUS, 








WE learn from an American contemporary that it is proposed to 
establish “an Asylum for the Ugly.” The institution is to be a 
refuge for those of both sexes whose looks are so forbidding that they 
have no chance of ever indulging in matrimony. This may be all 
very well in America, but it would be quite superfluous in this country. 
Among our practical people, the chances of matrimony do not depend 
so much upon appearances. The state of the banking account has 
far more influence, and should we ever attempt to follow this example, 
we should have to open ‘‘ an asylum for the hopelessly destitute,” for 
confirmed poverty is the only real bar to wedlock in England, 





Hungry Husband (just home from business).—“ How is it, my dear, 


you have flavoured the stew somuch? It quite burns my throat.” 


Young Wife (who isn’t eating any).—“ Why, dear, the meat wasn't 
quite sweet, so | thought it better to make it tasty.” 
| Husband proposes an adjournment. 
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The G. O. T. 


[Mr. W. H. Smith is reported to have 
recently said to Lord Salisbury, “ I always 
try to do my duty, but that old manisa 
terror” (meaning Mr. Gladstone), “and 
when I look at him I sometimes think I 
shall never sleep again.” ] 

Lo, Gladstone the grey-headed, 

But still the glib and hearty, 
Continues to be dreaded 

By all the Tory party. 

Old Will contrives to flutter’ 

These folks misled by error, 
Till, like to Smith, they mutter, 

“That Old Man is a Terror!” 


Conservatives fear meeting 
Gay Gladstone's eagle-glances 
E’en Smith keeps on retreating 
When Gladstone forward prances. 
When Salisbury murmured madly, 
And deemed poor Smith in error, 
That Member answered sadly— 
“That Old Man is a Terror!” 


‘You do not have to face him,” 
Said Smith, in accents tearful, 
‘‘ T struggle to disgrace him 
But O, his Eye is fearful ! 
Z’m anxious to dissemble, 
But Salisbury, make no error ! 
His cuteness makes me tremble— 
That old man 7s a Terror!” 





Bw 
ee 


Smith remembers, too, but lately, 
Old G. made Chaplin “ wilt” so, 
That though S. pineth greatly 
To crush G.— he’s not built so, 
Then he feels (excuse our using 
Same rhyme again) in error. 
His state is most confusing, 
All thro’ the Grand Old Terror! 





Not Green Baize. 


[There seems to be a reaction in favour of 
bays in coaching circles.] 
OUR coaching men gay, 
In adopting the bay, 
Show wisdom in various ways ; 
No driver in this, 
Of course, is amiss, | 
Since Fashion he merely o-bays. 





IT isa curious fact that, although 
all the women and girls recently 
on strike from Messrs. Bryant and 
May’s factory have helped to 
make good matches, only a very 
small percentage of the number 
are themselves married. 
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“NAUGHTY, NAUGHTY.’—ANOTHER LITTLE LECTURE FROM THE POPE. 
“LET MATTERS BE VIEWED IN THEIR TRUE LIGHT, AND LET JRELAND READ IN THIS DECREE 
OUR LOVE FOR HERSELF.”’—Letter to the Bishops of Treland. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE little cloud in Zululand steadily enlarges. Lord Carnarvon 
reported on Monday the death of President Brand—a genuine Brand, 
whose loss is felt not only in the Orange State, but throughout 
South Africa. In fact an Orange bitter loss. 

Monday’s was a lively sitting in the Commons, quite like old times. 
—Parnell, for once, was roused out of his phlegmatic sang frvid, and 
evidently regarded Trial by Judges with little less disfavour than 
Trial by Jury.—Mr. Conybeare offered to oblige with ‘‘’Twas in Tra- 
falgar Square,” but was stopped in the midst of the recitative. Best 
joke of the evening Parnell’s assumption of the réle of the sheep 
about to be handed over to the judicial butchers. Tone, however, 
not strikingly lamb-like. 

Lord Halsbury’s Company Bill on Tuesday passed its third stage. 
Previous Companies Acts have served the purpose of enriching a host 
of lawyers, accountants, and city adventurers. FUN hopes that the 
new one will have the effect of protecting the investing public, and 
winding up company mongers rather than companies. 

Mr. Channing and other Liberals vainly strove, last week, to induce 
the Government to graft on to the Local Government Bill a much 
yund landlords bear their share 


of ] Cal 


% . 
needed clause, making gr 





gaz” T .RES INTS.—The Editor does 


rates. Not unnaturally the party representing ground landlordism 
declined to untie its own purse strings, so the fiscal iniquity still 
reigns triumphant. realy 

There was a good deal of sparring during the past week respecting 
the attitude to be taken by the Attorney-General in the forthcoming 
Parnellite inquiry. Seeing that the Government is to hold the scales, 
it certainly seems out of place that one of their own body should 
give either one a “ butterman’s touch,” 





“Here’s to Absent Friends !” 
(Robinson, not present, is the subject of conversation between Brown 
and Jones.) 

Brown.—I should not, myself, say that 
coward,” 

Joncs.—‘ Nor should I. What I should say of Robinson’s courage 
is, that he has about as much of it as a fellow of his weight would 
need to throw a stone at a dead lion,” 


tobinson is altogether a 





A “TIME SERVER.—Mr, O'Donnell. 
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1, It will be invaluable to barristers wishing 


SOME UNCONTEMPLATED POSSIBILITIES OF THE PHONOGRAPH. 


to be in several different courts at once. The Phonograph for the defendant is now, say, addressing the 
jury._——2. Speeches will, of course, come by “ special cylinder” straight from the House.——3. The bashful lover will be able to declare his passion in the quiet of 
his own sanctum.——4. But he must take care to see that his “ phono.” does not get into the hands of the wrong party——5. YOUTHFUL PRIMA DONNA.—“ These 
terms, of course, Mr. Impressario, do not include phonographing. In that case, I shall have to charge for the copyright of my voice.” 








More Irish Stew. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WERE we asked to decide 
If we'd choose to confide 

In a quorum of judges to have a case tried, 
Very probably we 
Should want firstly to see 

What the case and the judges were likely to be, 
Before we'd consent 
To risk the event 

By a compact whereof we might quickly 

repent, 

And when Mr. Parnell 
Is requested to tell 

Toa waiter, who serves him so doubtfully|well, 
Which particular dish 
Of soup, flesh, fowl], or fish, 

Is the one that just now he may happen to wish, 
One would surely not guess 
That he’s A double 8 

Enough to unthinkingly answer him “ Yes” 
To “A Pig in a Poke” — 
Since a practical joke 

It might prove, and he then would be sorry 

he spoke. 


** Coached.” 


OF the “ good old times”’ we’re often told— 
The saying is a trite ’un— 
But the good “ Old Times ” of Selby bold 
Has proved itself a Bright ’un. 
Selby’s commended for the scheme, 
And praised that “whip” may well be ; 
But not also to praise his team 
Would something of a Sell-be, 





An Aspiring People. 

WE are nothing if not genteel now-a-days. 
“The lady who calls for the washing” has 
stepped into the shoes of the laundress of 
our youthful days, and we have heard a 
beggar described as “a gentleman who had 
called for a piece of bread.” As this sort of 
humbug grows—and it does grow, and flourish, 
like most kinds of humbug—we shall have 
shopmen and shopgirls no longer “ appren- 
ticed,” but “serving ‘their articles” with 
Messrs. So-&-So and So-&-So.” 





A STROLLING PLAYER.—A walking gen- 
tleman. 








OUR own special pessimist bewails that the 
good times are all past and gone, and that 
Shakespeare hit the right nail on the head 
when he wrote, “There is a tide in the 
affairs of men which, taken at the flood, 
leads on to fortune.” He says this might 
have been so at the time of the flood, but 
that now-a-days it is hard work for a fellow 
to make both ends meet. 


NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 


The TITLE-PAGE anp INDEX for 
“FUN,” VoL. XLVII can be obtained gratis 
by application at the Office. 











Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 





Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, Is. 2d. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 158 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 











_ WHAT IS LIMB JUICE? | 


(TRADE MARK) 


PURE LIME-FRUIT JUICE, 
AND TAKE NO OTHER 
can be had everywhere, im lm perial Vwarts and Pints, can 








& om the capsule and label of cach bottle 


The answe} is that tt should be THE JUICE of the LIME 
FRUIT without admizture. | 
in Montserrat alone ts the Lime Tree cultivated for this 
rrtaner rie canta puerto C adh 
Soapaned Line flea he Aaa an, Line Juice Condials ce | 
PURE AND 
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SOLUBLE. 





SEVEN FRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


tN lm all, ln ln tll, ll 


C.BRANDAUER &C°S 


POINTED LIND 


Sg ne ee ea a 


Vrite as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch 
ior spurt, the points being rounded by a new process 
Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BrRaNDAUVER and Co.’s 
Pew Works, BIRMINGHAM: or to their Wholesale 





Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London. E.¢ 





























“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) The Queen's Indian servants display | (3) The two-coloured gloves which | (5) The house-painter's art seized by ; (7) Here Russia and Germany (as per 
such assurance, | Parisians affect now, girls ien't fair, so each journal) 
That her English ones can't view | To parti-hued garments will lead, It makes the males “let go the | Pledge each other with friendship 
these blacks with Hindoo-rance. | we expect now. painter,” and swear so! | nee Share Serb) SOARES 
(2) Re Free Libraries Lambeth hath set (4) On music's bright future the | (6) At Blackburn a bold burglar-bobby (8) A Militia camp pitched near the 
an example, Speaker hath spoken was “ buckled” Avon grew dampish, 
fs six- At Peel d e | He now wish he bain t by “Jem "Cause the Clerk of the Weathers 
tok y -ni chuckied behaviour was (s)campis 








- ON ce a ce 


lice! > 2B hacia Manes LUE STRATE OM 














44 HUN. 


AvuGustT 1, 1888, 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


FAIRSEAT, HIGHGATE.—I have seen several specimens of the out- 
door, or commen garden play, but it has been left to Mr. Ernest E. 





FAIRSEAT, HIGHGATE.—KING RAINY'S DAUGHTER. 


Norris and his companions and fellow-workers to hit the happiest 
vein of appropriateness in that connection. Having a mind to the 
gentle humidity of the weather—though, indeed, I have xo mind to 
it—which has been our constant and loving companion for these so 
many days and weeks, there is something of grim humour in the se- 
lection of King Itainy’s—I beg pardon—Rene's Daughter. There 
was something said on the other side, however, by the selection, as 
the site of performance, of the grounds of Sir Sidney Waterlow. 


HAVING eased ourselves of our right merry quips, proceed -we 
fairly to our hoped business of appraisement of effort. And first, let 
us give a word of encouragement to the weather, which was, relatively 
speaking, exceptionally brilliant, and only towards the close of the 
performance reminded us by the eager nip of the air that we were 
still in the middle of an English July. Then for the performance of 
the play. Thepretty idyl was more than kindly treated by Miss Edith 
Jordan and Mr. Norris. The pretty gentleness of the former, as the 
blind girl—unconscious of her deprivation until her lover’s words 
unwittingly reveal it—had all the pathos and poetry of her subject. 
Mr. Norris, too, must be credited with a note of manly tenderness 
and a bearing well in keeping with romance. So that the picture 
was a very pretty one indeed, and, sooth to say, was much appreciated. 


Mr. H. ANDERSON made a goodly king, and all the rest were hearty 
in their work. The proceeds of the show were intended for the coffers 
of the Great Northern Central Hospital, recently opened by the Prince 
and Princess of Wales. It is to be—nay, is by me—most fondly 
hoped that the result was better than the partially unoccupied state 
of the seats would suggest—but, no doubt, many more seats were paid 
for than had occupants. Rie 

I MusTN’T, forget that a new one-act piece of an unoffending, if un- 
original, nature was played on the same occasion and received with 
much applause. It was the work of Messrs, B. Lancdeck and Ernest E. 
Norris, and I bear them no ill will for it. 


THE ADELPHI.—I've not very ‘much reason for commencing a 
paragraph with the name of this theatre, as I’ve not yet had an oppor- 
tunity of seeing the new piece, The Union Jack, It has been pro- 
duced with every accompaniment of success, however, according to 
the gentlemen of the press, and also of others who are not of that 
genus. I don't gather that it displays anything more startling in the 
way of originality than might have been expected by the most un- 
exacting, but I refrain from passing any dictum on that, or any other, 
point until I have placed myself in a position—the best I can induce 
the management to place at my disposal—to doso. Then look for 
points and “ picters.” 


NODS AND WINKS.— Some heart-rending farewells have taken 
place during the week, and the prevailing dampness of the atmos- 
phere has been materially increased by the flow of regretful tears. 
Those signalising the departure of Mrs. Bernard-Beere and Mrs. 
Kendal—the one till next season, and the other for a season in another 
sense—have been the most copious and important. I shed several im- 


rran? ?f Yr "; s ) + ey 7 4 ’ . 
portant tears myself, principally in consequence of my inabi ity to be 








present at either of the touching scenes, but no little for that I must 
miss for a while, and (in respect of one of them) it may be for ever, 
the enjoyment of their pleasant art. With Mrs. Kendal in retirement 
(for I don’t count a provincial tour as aught of satisfaction), Miss 
Ellen Terry “resting,” and Nelly—that is tosay Miss Ellen Farren— 
at the Antipodes, what I want to knowis, “Is life (I say life) worth 


living?” 


WELL, perhaps there are one or two things left to us. There’s 
Mrs. Nye Chart’s capitally conducted theatre at Brighton, for one 
thing. (My Editor happens to be at Brighton just now, that’s how 
I come to think of it specially at the present moment.) They gave 
Mrs. Brereton’s not altogether bad, but not particularly deep, inter- 
pretation of the Princess in 7he Red Lamp, last week (as | write), 
and Robertson’s inimitable comedies, more than respectably acted, 
last week (as you read). Whatever of good is on the road, anyway, 
inevitably turns up at Mrs. Chart’s establishment, at one time or 
another. Then we have Mr. W. Morton’s theatre at Greenwich. 
(I’m spending a month on the Continent in the neighbourhood of 
Gravesend, that’s how I come to think of it at this moment.) The 
proprietor has now got it into capital running form, and there, too, 
all the best things out are to be found in succession. 


It is not unlikely that Mr. and Mrs, Kendal will cross the broad 
Atlantic in the autumn. This should delight our cousins.—There has 
been a struggle (not justified by the value of the stakes, in my 
opinion, ) to be first in the field with a stage version of “ Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde.” It was mainly between Messrs. Mansfield and Band- 
mann. The former meant producing it at the Lyceum on the 26th of 
September, but, hearing the latter intended stealing a march upon 
him, and presenting a version at the Opera Comique on the 6th of 
August, he accelerated his arrival on the scene, and is now announced 
to appear on Saturday next. Mr. M. is also credited with the smart 
move of having taken a tenancy of the Opera Comique from Mrs. 
Beere’s relinquishment thereof till the 4th inst. Meantime Mr. W. 
Howell Poole would have produced his idea) of the thing at Croydon, 
last Thursday, but was prevented by an injunction obtained by 
Messrs. Longman.—At Christmas, which is not yet, Mr. Sedger pro- 

to revive Mr. Savile Clarke’s version of Alice in Wonderland at 
the Prince of Wales’s Theatre (with Mr. Walter Slaughter’s character- 
istic music, of course.)—Mr. Chas. L. Carson, the able editor of The 
Stage, has been telling some home truths about theatrical charities 
to an interviewer, apropos of an Actors’ Orphanage scheme, which 
well deserves attention — The Ticket of Leave Man, with Miss 
Jennie Lee as Sam Willoughby, and Mr. Henry Neville, the only 
“Bob,” as the hero, will be re-revived at the Olympic on the 8th of 
September.—Mr. W. Freeman Thomas recommences his Promenade 
Concerts at Covent Garden on the 11th inst. Several good engage- 
ments have been made.—I considerably sympathise with the unfor- 
tunate party who preferred to relinquish his seat at the opera rather 
than yield his trusty “gamp.” Not that I desire dampness to the 
knees of others (supposing that the protective instrument was wet), 
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THE ADELPHI.—THE UNION JACK. 


but that I object with all the strength of my mighty soul to cloak-room 
charges of every description, and would fain do my little bit to abolish 
them root and branch from off the face of the offended earth. I have 
said. NESTOR. 
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A SCALY TRANSACTION.—Skinning a sole. 
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HOOKWINCH MAKES THE ACQUAINTANCE OF PUDDLER~—ALSO OF MRS. P. 
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h acumen. omen este at <a if : “By Jove hg = Hookwinch, “this berth would be the very An interview, highly satisfactory to both, resulted 
~ rivate secretary, sald Puddler; “ thing forme! I'll go and see Mr. Puddler.” i cwi aj mime his duties the 
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They finished one of port too, ard When Mrs. P. entered. “Mr. P.,” said ehe, “ ht 
Mr. Hookwinch, before we begin?” said Puddler. So Puddler was just informing Hookwinch to be ashamed of yourself! As for that nate beac 














And he duly attended. “ Will you take a glass of sherry, 


that he was sure they would get on enter this house again.” 


good was the sherry that they finished the decanter. 
exsheedingly well togesher 








Poor and Blind. The Blind who in South London courts and alleys sigh and long 
Just for one day to scent the flowers, to hear the wild birds’ song. 
Though full of joy your lot may be, another bliss you'll find 


ONCE again Mr. FUN calls his readers’ attention to the fact that the 
In recollecting you have won the Blessing of the Blind. 


South London Association for Assisting the Blind are anxious to give 
their poor afflicted members, men and women, one day’s outing. 
Contributions will be thankfully received by the Hon. Sec., J. T. | = 
Edmonds, Esq., Carlton Villa, Brixton Road, S8.W.; or, the Hon. 
7 A Tobacco Stopper. 
| 
| 


—- 











Treasurer, R. D. Millett, Esq., London and Westminster Bank, West- 
minster Bridge Road, S.E. ON no point are Britons more unanimous than that their lot shall 
never be one of slavery. Deeply imbued with this glorious national 


The earth is gay in green and gold in forest and in field, aspiration, the gallant William Kirkland has fought and conquered 
The roses bloom in clustered wealth, their glory all revealed ; in the cause of all down-trodden lovers and husbands now and to 
The skies are bright with summer sun—on limpid summer seas, | come. Imperiously commanded by his fair inamorata to forego his 
The wavelets scarce are wakened by the gentle summer breeze. harmless Havana, his innocent Intimidad, and even his mild Manilla, 
= he has dared all things and turned rebel. So his marriage with the 
And far away from city din, how pleasant are the hours, gentle Maggie Watson has ended in what she least desired—smoke ; and 
So soft the song-birds’ lullaby, so sweet the breath of flowers ; now the law has severed what the church should have joined—two 
So calm the ripple of the tide, the drowsy hum of bees, loving hearts. Perish the thought that we should utter a syllable not 


One half forgets the haunts of men ’mid sounds and signs like these. | redolent of gallantry, but should Maggie's ideas on the subject of 
cigars undergo no change, we fear for her chance of ever wearing 


Almost, but yet not all; for howsoever bright and glad, | “ weeds,” 
The grateful heart must spare a thought for lives all dark and sad, 
And howsoever full this bliss, a sweeter yet remains . Suspended “ Animation”! 
For those who cheer a sadder life, who soothe another’s pains. ys, ae ; 

Mr. CONYBEARE’'S position is certainly an anomalous one—he 
Then ye who flee with eager feet afar from London town knows his fate, and yet he is kept in “suspense.” How long Con- 
To jasper seas, to gardens gay, to cornfields golden brown, (h)e-beare it? 
If ye would take a happy thought to cheer you on your way, 

, oer STAR-GAZING.—Staring at Mr. Toole 
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Take this one, ‘‘I have helped the blind to have a holiday. 
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“THE SYSTEM.”—(MORE OF IT.) 





The Ministry providentially stepped in, dragging an abstract form. “Pray don't punish the Contractor,” said the Ministry. “It isn't his fault that he swindles, 
poor fellow;!—it’s all the fault of this wicked, wicked SYSTEM here.” So they all set to work to kick the SYSTEM, especially the Contractor. 
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And then they shut it in a cupboard, and fed it on bread and water, and fetched all kinds of implements of torture; and the Contractor was set to watch over the 
SYSTEM with his back against the cupboard—for fear the SysTEM might get altered. 
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THE SUSPENSION OF CONYBEARE. 


ME!” 


ON 


FAUNTLEROY T0 SPEAKER.—‘ LEAN 


LITTLE LORD RANDY 


f See Cartoon Verses, Pp. 59. 
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THE SACRED BOY AND THE FUTURE. 


So the Sacred Boy has turned up again ! 

We found him in the newspaper as usual—he’s always in the news- 
papers, so are his 
victims, generally 
schoolmasters, often 









but he has put his 
victim, a school- 
master, to consider- 
able annoyance, and, 
no doubt, expense, 

It was thus :— 
‘‘ The head-master of 
a Board School at 
Hammersmith  ap- 
pealed against a con- 
viction by Mr. Paget 
and a fine of £10 and £3 15s. costs (or one month in default), for an 
assault upon a pupil named Arthur Lake. The Court quashed the 
conviction, and Mr. Edlin, Assistant Judge, said that, in the opinion 
'of the Bench, the child’s behaviour had deserved severe punishment, 
that the punishment he received was not excessive, and that the 
master had done nothing of which he need be ashamed.” 

Still, there is the Sacred Boy—the boy that must not be corrected 
in any way, whatever crimes he may commit—always hanging over 
us, and there are always Mr. Pagets ready to sentence us to execution 
for even looking at him, We have been wondering how it is all going 
to end—this Sacred Boy craze—so, to relieve our brain, we just sent 
our Special Second Sightist into the future, and here is his dreadful 
account of the future of the Sacred Boy craze :— 

“On looking round I perceived that I was in the early years of the 
twentieth century. I was observing a murmuring group of citizens 
assembled in a public place. There was an atmosphere as of some 
| stifled yet ever-festering discontent, that mysterious foreboding in the 
air which presages revolution—wild outbursts for liberty — the 
darkling thirst for gore. Let us draw near and listen to the low- 
murmured words of the assembled citizens. 

“** No wonder I do look thin!” murmurs a father of a family with 
white teeth firmly clenched, and wild revengeful eye gleaming beneath 
the brim of his city hat, ‘I am starving. My eldest Johnny, just 
nine, takes away my breakfast every morning to feed his white mice 
with. If I dare to say a word, he threatens to fetch Mr. Paget, who 
is always hiding in the sideboard cupboard in readiness, Only this 
morning Johnny kicked me downstairs and jumped on my best hat, 
One’s soul isn’t one’s own!’ 

‘‘ At these words there was a low murmur of ominous corroboration— 
a murmur of terrible and awful import, freezing the marrow within 
the veins. A hundred hands furtively gripped the hilt of the umbrella, 
while a hiss of baffled hate curdled the listening ear with a nameless 
fear. 

“*Z haven't a roof to my head now!’ muttered another parent, 
‘my boy Joe, seven years three months, took it into his head to burn 
the villa down last 
night at eight-thirty, 
and forbade me to 
have the fire-engines. 
Firemen came, but of 
course they didn’t 
dare to disobey my 
Joey when he ordered 
them to go away ; for 
they do say a citizen 
was sentenced to seven 
years’ with hard, last 





parents or guardians. 
iy This time the Sacred 
Vy, Boy has not scored 
Y/) his usual regulation 
Vy, demoniac triumph ; 
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SEE i die obvious effect upon the 
F 3 ae assembled malcon- 
tents; more than one 
muttered imprecation 
showed that some 
a smouldering spirit still 
ina remained unstifled in 
those apparently 

broken adults; a hoarse gurgle of discontent vibrated on the air. 
“*It is too much,’ said a fat grandfather, hoarsely. ‘The human 

bosom cannot bear it much longer! ’ ; 








“At this moment there was heard a trampling in the street, mingled 
with the grating murmur of tumultuous discontent. Slowly round 
the corner of the piazza lumbered the great black car of the con- 
demned, draped with sable cloth, and ornamented with skulls and 
cross-bones. Within it, bound and gagged, and with sheet-pale 
visage, stood the unfortunate fated for the dreadful gallows tree. 

“© Who is he?’ asked he who had first spoken, in a hollow voice. 

“*Board schoolmaster—tried last week by Mr. Paget,’ was the 
weird reply. 

“ A shudder shook the stalwart frames of those assembled. 

“* The crime?’ gasped another of the throng. 

“« Reproved a scholar, who had upset an express train and killed 
fifty passengers, with the words, “naughty boy!””’ 

‘In silence, as the deadly car lumbered by, the malcontents glared 
at each other. It passed. Then, with a wild yell, the victims of the 
Sacred Boy brandished high in air their umbrellas, now athirst for 
gore; with one accord they poured from the open space toward their 
revenge. 

“When the pink gleam of the setting sun tinged the westward- 
facing villa wall, the scarlet pillar-box, the stately minaret, there 
was not a boy left in existence—not a Mr. Paget—no, not one. It 
was a crime? Well, well—perchance—perchance. But it was 
natural. I awoke.” 

These were the words of our Second Sightist, and he has since 
signed them with his signature—not his old signature, which he 
ceased to employ in the year ’79, and with which all documents are 
spurious, but his this week’s signature, just home from the wash. 
We understand that the Mr. Pagets alluded to in his vision are a 
race of magistrates all descended from the learned and boy-adoring 
stipendiary now extant. 








Fifty “Sloper” Cartoons. 


WE have received a copy of a shilling book just published by our 
friend “Ally Sloper,” entitled “Fifty Sloper Cartoons, by the late 
W. G. Baxter.” It would be difficult to name any work of the kind 
to equal it for right-down screaming humour, combined with perfect 
drawing and minute detail. The book appears as a fitting sowvenir 
of one of the most popular caricaturists that ever lived, and will, 
we think, command an enormous sale. 
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“FUNS” FACTS OF NATURAL HISTORY. 
“THE WORM WILL TURN.” 
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THE DAME AND THE DEMOCRAT. 
The Duchess of Doddlekins.—“SO PLEASED TO SEE YOU AND YOUR HUSBAND AND DAUGHTER, TOO, MRS. BOGGINS; AND I DO 
HOPE YOU'LL ALL JOIN THE PRIMROSE LEAGUE CREAM, MR. BoGGINs.” 
Mrs. Boggins.—“ JES’ WHAT I WAS A-TELLIN’ BOGGINS, YER GRACE, YALLER ALLUS DID SUIT ME.” 
Brutus Boggins.—“ AN’ YER CAN RELY ON ME, YER GRACIOUSNESS. ITS ALL WERRY WELL FOR THEM FELLERS AT THE 
DEMOS CLUB TO TALK ABOUT EVERYBODY BEIN’ EKAL; I'M QUITE PREPARED TO ADMIT AS I’M EKAL TO HENNYBODY ELSE, 
BUT ARTER BEIN’ WAITED ON BY AN ’AUGHTY ARISTOCBATESS, I’M BUST IF I ADMIT AS HENNYBODY ELSE IS EKAL TO ME!” 

















THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


ON Monday Lord Greville advocated the acquisition by the State 
of Irish railways, and adduced some interesting facts—to wit, that 
these railways were controlled by three-hundred-and-three directors, 
ninety-seven secretaries, engineers and managers, and about sixty 
auditors and solicitors; whereas the London and North Western, 
with three times the capital and four times the receipts of the com- 
bined Irish lines, employed thirty directors and one general manager. 
Thirty of Paddy’s companies paid no dividend on ordinary shares, 
and five less than 3 per cent. Cadogan admitted Greville had good 
cause to rail in this way ; that there must be some sleepers on the 
line ; and that if matters could not be put more in train, the sooner 
the old buffers who managed them put on the brake and came toa 
terminus the better. 

Mr. Parnell was on Monday offered his tribunal. Hannen, who in 
the question of the letter will bring to bear a varied experience of 
co(r)respondents ; Day, who will throw light upon the subject ; and 
Smith, who will decide if charges (s)mythical ; and on Tuesday the 
uncrowned king was definitely informed that if he wanted to “ have 
it out,” he must come, not down, but before “our court.” 

On Wednesday the “ bhoys” were at boiling pitch on account of 
the committal of another of their number to durance vile. The de- 
tectives, careful on this occasion to avoid another Gilhooly fiasco, 
waited till Mr. O'Kelly was clear of the precincts of the House, and 
he being a man cf mark, arrested him in Mark Lane. 

On Thursday‘the Lords were terrified by Lord Milltown’s announce- 
ment of the “dangerous feat” proposed by Professor Baldwin, viz., 
of jumping out of a balloon 1,000 feet above ground, at ‘imminent 
risk of not falling on his feet. Mr. Smith sternly anneunced that 
pressure of business would necessitate an autumn sitting. 


| 








THE Mores’ EsTaTE.—Hyde Park. 


Un-Nappy News. 

(“ The custom of afternoon napping,” says the Lancet, “is so familiar to many by 
occasional indulgence, and appears to be so natural, that it does not readily occur 
to us to question what may be its influence on the simultaneous process of diges- 
tion. The habit is not entirely advantageous, but rather the reverse.”] 

To shatter old illusions is the spirit of the age, 

And not always do the shatt’rers our anxiety assuage ; 

Our ancient, cherished notions, like to skittles oft are floored, 
A state of things which (by your leave) is much to be deplored. 
In Literature and History, in Politics and Art, 

The Shatterer is always bidding good old plans depart. 

And now on our domestic hearth he comes and gives a rap, 

For the Lancet has been cutting at our after-dinner nap! 


The nap which we've indulged in for so many, many years, 
Now (according to the Lancet) with digestion interferes ; 

The nap we deemed so friendly seems a wolf in sheep's disguise, 
And (according to the medico) to woo it is not wise ; 

So let's not be caught napping, lest our livers should go wrong, 
Yea, as furty winks mean mischief, we awake must keep along. 
The doctors now denounce the doze as indigestion’s trap, 

And warn us to be wary of the after-diuner nap ! 


Card players please take notice—you must be upon your guard— 
“Going nap” (if after dinner) by the faculty is barred. 

And hatters also note, that on no fashion of head-gear, 

(lf for after-dinner wearing) must there any nap appear ; 

So, Morpheus, old pal, although among our best of boons, 

Don’t come near us after dinner, whether eves or afternoons, 

For look you—how the Lancet—for our benefit—mayhap— 


7 ” * 7 * 


Eh! beg pardon! just indulging in my after-dinner nap ! 


UNQUESTIONED A BILL 0’ TEA.—aA grocer’s undisputed account, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “Fun.” 


GLORIOUS (OR RAIN POURIOUS) GOODWOOD. 


§1z,—Did you ever in the course of your existence, from its source 
unto the point which, thanks to Fate, you have accomplished up to 
date—in fact, in all your blessed days—find any mortal thing, or 

hase of any mortal thing, as bad as weather we have lately had? 

‘ould ingenuity contrive a state of things more fit to drive its victims 
to the last degree of feeble imbecility? Can you, Sir, blessed with 
your immense resources of intelligence, your unexampled grasp of 
fact, and mind with knowledge “all compact,” withall that combina- 
tion brings, conceive of any state of things more fully calculated to 
completely wet a fellow through? And breathes there man with 
soul so dead who never to himself has said, “If this goes on I’m eff 
to bed ;” but took a whisky hot instead? To check these questions 
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in their flow, I confidently answer “No!” and ask, “ Who could of 
Goodwood gush, when evidence, enough to crush, that on the gallant 
steeds will rush through surging mud, and mush, and slush, is to the 
fore?”’ I give it up, and turn me to 


THE GOODWOOD CUP, 


THOUGH pelting rain pours down until you cannot see, 

My Timothee, 
On thee I do advise the placing of each hoard— 

Or Eiridspord 
Should carry all thy fortune on his honoured back, 

And you'll not lack ; 
Though for such souls as long to make all doubly sure, 

Split with Exmoor, 
Or on great Selby place half your divided store, 

And look for more, 
Yet will the wary one, and surely not in vain, 

Back fair Seléne ; 
While he will have not to digest a bitter pill 

Who backs Savile. 
Yet wholly otherwise, perhaps, the old man bets, 

And never frets ; 
And yet's who gets regrets—there sets sky threats, rain jets, 

And wets the pets. 


Of course I should not like to say but what the precious weather 
may, with one of its vagaries strange, make up its mind to go and 
change. If that should be, and things get dry, no one will be more 
pleased than I; but till I see the same, | shall continue rather 
sceptical. Still, it would be delightful fun if there should come a 
burst of sun—say just as they are putting up the numbers for 


THE STEWARDS’ Cup. 


SHOULD the flash and the roll of the storm be retreating, 
And mountains of water no longer descend ; 
Should Sol take a fancy to come to the meeting, 
A grace to the little affair it would lend. 
Then Prelude would gleefully make a beginning, 
And, maybe, Whitefriar would stay to the end, 
And Brighton would be, as it ever is, winning, 
As that’s what, at least, it’s supposed to intend, 


A Life’s Mistake then would engender no scandal, 
Or Deuce of Clubs fall very short of a win; 





While he who'd fare easy would go for the Sandal 

And stick to Mon Droit through the thick and the thin. 
Till fetched by the dainty attractions of Nora, 

Indulging in visions of gold you begin ; 
Belisarius, too, though may yield a plethura, 

And then you will softly retire from the din. 


But he in whom such hopes exist can only be an optimist (I mean 
the man who can opine that presently it may be fine). I look abroad 
and heave asigh. It does not promise to be dry—it’s raining hard, 
My heart it breaks ; but, dash it, here’s 


THE GooDWOOD STAKES. 


WHATE’ER may be his pedigree, 
That horse’s chance is dim 
Which lacks golosh or macintosh, 
And hasn't learned to swim. 
The mud and clay will weight the way 
For every horse but these :— 
That goer free, hight Timothee 
And swift Tissaphernes. 


But which will win the envied tin, 
And which is number two, 

I must decline to just define— 
I leave it all to you. 


And so I bid you “fair good-bye,” devoutly hoping, wet or dry, 
that you may have a merry, prime, and altogether high old time while 
you admiringly discuss the virtues of TROPHONIUS. 








The Irish Exhibition. 


ALL praise is due to the energetic management of this very in- 
teresting show. Not contented with the various exhibits of Irish 
industry, they have a fine collection of pictures, of antiquities, 
ancient charters, State MSS., and other relics of Irish history. To 
these are added entertainments of a different character, given in the 
new hippodrome: a dairy show of Kerry cows, bulls, and heifers; a 
horse m4 ta of hunters and hacks, some excellent leaping, single and 
double fence, wall, ditch, and water-jump ; some cleverly constructed 
rocks and ruins. There is a vigorous sham fight (but one must wink 
at the absurdity of an incident in the Indian Mutiny being enacted 
in an Irish park), a party of Sepoys defending “Blarney Castle” 
against an attacking party of English infantry, where, in spite of 
a heavy fire at close quarters, only one man had the misfortune to 
be “kilt.” The entire show, however, under the management of the 
ubiquitous Lord Arthur Hill, is well deserving of most liberal support. 





In speaking to one of his constituents the other evening, Mr. Cony- 
beare is reported to have said, ‘“ This Government, in their usual half- 
and-half way of doing business, have only grasped half the meaning 
of my name. They imagine that by coercive measures they can 
frighten the Cony, but they forget that the best half of me is beare, 
and I'll be true to it, if I once get hold of anything it will take better 
men than they to make me leave go.” 














YOUTH WILL HAVE ITS “FLING.” 
So Lucy and Tom celebrate the successful negotiation of a stiff 
“climb” with pipe and dance. She says it’s her holiday “ trip,” 
and he says he came for a good “ blow,” and he means to have it! 
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Their Holiday—and after ? 


By river, road, and rail 
Off they go, ho! ho! 
For a ride or a sail, 
Or a row, ho! ho! 
How they shout and how they 
sing! 
How they make the echoes ring! 
While the fun is in full swing, 
Ho! ho! 


With his head in the air 
Jack will stride, ho! ho! 
He is proud of the fair 
By his side, ho! ho! 
With his pockets full of cash 
He can always cut the dash, 
For to do the “ heavy mash” 
Is his pride, ho! ho! 


4 i// 
And to eat with a will if] ) I : 
He won't fail, ho! ho! ix \ ee | 
And be sure he will “swill” . \\ YB | x) 
b) 





Lots of ale, ho! ho! , Nt 
For the lads and the lasses Mh fp as tertinns t be 
Love to fill up their glasses \ ee a Bil 


Ad lib. with great Bass’s 
Foaming “pale,” ho! ho! 


When at last the stars peep 
In the sky, ho! ho! 
He goes home, and to sleep 
He will try, ho! ho! 
But his head it will ache, 
And his heart it will quake 
As for hours wide awake 
He will lie, ho! ho! 
For his reckoning he must make 
By-and-bye, ho! ho! 
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Currente Calamo. 


ONE spot of Greece has been 
melting. They have had it 104 
in the shade at Athens. The Pelo- 
ponnesians have hada blow—blows, 
in fact—for the hot winds have 
nearly ruined their currant crops. 
With their currants withered by 
scorching blasts they have no 
means of raisin’ the wind. 





THE economists would abolish 
everything if they had the chance. 
Sheerness Dockyard is an eyesore 
to them, and they itch to get rid | 
of it; but the Admiralty reso- | 
lutely cries, “ Hands off!” Quite | 
right too; its maintenance is a | 
matter of Sheer-ness-essity. | 





Parnell.—‘CAN YOU FIGHT?” 
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BOX AND THE HON. MEMBER FOR CORKS. 


Smith.—" No, I CAN'T.” Parnell,—“ THEN COME ON!” 
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KNICKNACKS. 


THE Rev. Robert Hall Baynes, Honorary Canon of Worcester, has 
been committed for trial on the charge of obtaining money by false 
pretences. This is an exception to the general rule, as cannons are 
usually discharged. But not being a big gun, perhaps, he was too 
heavily loaded to be let off with safety. 


Friend.—“ Well, Softiman, how are you?” 
Softiman.—* Oh, I’m somewhat worried ; my wife has the gout in 
both hands, and can’t use a finger ! ” 
Friend.— Poor fellow! I sympathise with you very deeply! 
Really, old man, I do feel for you! If I can do anything——” 
Softiman.—“ Oh! it’s not so bad as all that, you know; the doctor 
says it’s merely temporary : she'll get over it, you know, all right!” 
Friend.—“ Oh, yes, of course! but what I was sympathising with 
you for was, that all the time she is in the state you describe, i will 
be impossible for her to hold her tongue.” (Clears out hurriedly). 


"Arriet.—* I’m goin’ to buy you a shirt, ’Arry, on Saturday ; wot 
colour would yer like best? ” 
"Arry.—* Oh, I’m blowed if I care, so long as it don't show the dirt.’ 
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LAST week a wedding should have come off at a certain place not 
a hundred miles from London, but, alas, on the very morning when 
the sacrifice was to have been consummated, the wretched man was 
seized with a violent attack of measles, and closely confined to his 
room by order of the doctor. The bride was, naturally, somewhat 
upset, and, in the heat of the moment, she exclaimed, “ If he is subject 
to this sort of thing the match had better be broken off!" However, 
she has come to the conclusion that if he was not on the spot at the 
appointed time, the spots were on him, and, as the doctor says he can 
cure him easeley, she is going to give him another chance. 





Wife (reading paper).—“ Sir Edward Guinness has given £1,000 to 
the South London Polytechnic Institution,” 

Husband.—* Ah, Guinness’s Stout.” 

Wife.—“Ia he, indeed? I always thought he was a rather spare 
man.” 


She.—‘' Major Coyman is rather inclined to be shy, is he not?” 
He.—“ Shy is no name for it. He would infinitely prefer to walk 
up to a cannon’s mouth than toa young lady’s, and would any day 


; ’ 
r be covered WItf gunpowde! than poudare de ri: 








gm” 6 To OORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Coniribultons, in no case wii they be returned unless 
accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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IS THIS (S)IREN-Y ? 


























WHEN Old Ulysses ploughed the main, Well for those days, but what for these, And not the strongest chain we forge, 
Of sirens he'd the pull, sir ; The influence for curbing ? And test in every fraction, 
He strapped his sailors down, and stuffed For still the siren haunts the seas, Or all the bales of wool there are, 
His ears with cotton wool, sir. Siren-ity disturbing. Can cope with the attraction. 
The Suspension of Conybeare, | However that may be, ¢ | NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
i aiiie You’re now hung up yourse : 
(SEE CARTOON.) And. fer 0 suanen, Cealt Gecten | £ Ed ae: raae a Bh for 
AH, Mr. Conybeare’! Has laid you on the shelf. | mY OL, AL : a é obtained gratis 
You've got into disgrace, sean uiceiteside tad | by application at the Office. 
And can’t at Parliament appear — > ie ; | nt 
‘ athe tn att From working with your friends | hits endian tea oi 
ee a For one month by the calendar, | ‘ ng. Post-free, 1s. 
Assuredly you know Or till the Session ends, JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
That it was very wrong And little Randy's joy | By FRANK BARRETT. 
To libel Mr. Speaker so | Is probably immense, 
In terms unduly strong. | ee _ naughty boy Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 14. 2d. 
| us put into suspense, 
Perhaps—I oannot say— | . o “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
You don’t indeed desire By H. T. JOHN 
To hang up business by the way HoW TO GET RID OF A FLOATING DEBT. yu. i. SON. 
You talk whilst others tire, | —With a sinking fund, of course. “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.C. 
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(1) The Porte cant pay the Czar be- | (3) Lo, Bismarck still makes Ais inark | (5) A shower of trogs in Mantua has 





| q(7) Lue Shab of Persia bad a wok 
cause he’s “‘ short,” —shooting prime. been on— . | pulled out— 
But Czartainly the Czar don't Say His eagle eye takes “ bull’seyes” A theme for poet Virgil (“ Mantuan But you'll «ay “(P)Shah! that line’s 
“ N'im-Porte.” every time. Swan”). | too-(th) thin,” no dcubt. 
(2) With ‘oary skulls old watermen | (4) With respirator, mackintosh, and 6) An Indian magnate lately left his | (8) The G. O. M. while “ ehe pring,” met 
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|} actors and actresses concerned. it is 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


SOMETHING like a standstill has been reached in metropolitan 
matters theatriesl during the last week—which the reader will 


% 





HAMLET’S GRAVE. 


understand is the week before last by the time these lines reach his 
eye. At the moment of writing, F’rancillon has just been produced 
at the Lyceum, and rather coldly received, as was to be expected— 
even with the divine Sara in the part; but the Mansfield version of 
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, at the Lyceum, Marina (otherwise 
‘Mr. Barnes of New York,’ in yet another shape), with Miss Eyre, at 
the Gaiety, and 7he Still Alarm, at the Princess’s, are all things of 
the future. ~~ 

| NOTICE a remark by a brother scribe about the possible injunc- 
tion of Bandmann by Messrs, Longman, in respect of Dr. Jekyli, &c. 
He (the scribe) says: “No doubt copyright is a good thing in its 
way ’—in its way, ye gods !—*“ but if Stevenson's publishers manage 
to injunct Bandmann, they will curtail the entertainment of the 
public.” On the contrary, brother scribe, they will increase it, | 
should say! I know they will increase mine, besides save me an 
infliction, 1 shall have to stand one version. Thanks be if that is 
the extent of the torture. 


I COULDN'T screw my courage sufficiently near to the sticking point 
to see /'rou- Frou at the Globe, even in aid of so good a cause as the 
“Buttercups and Daisies Fund’’—which, however, managed to 
acquirea good and gratifying sum total without my assistance. The 
cast of the play was an uncommonly strong one tu look at on paper, 
but as nearly every individual of it was pretty completely unfitted 
for the part assumed, the result was weaker than a weaker might 





OPHELIA’S WELL. 


have made it. To those well acquainted with the “form” of the 
lite comical to read the distri- 
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good stretch, and because he has a good deal of versatility) as the 
morose and injured husband; and Miss Woodworth is only inade- 
quate in the requisite resource for Gilberte ; but fancy Miss Sophie 
Eyre asthe precise and prim Louise, Mr. Fred Terry as the dashing 
betrayer, and Mr, W. Farren as the selfish and mean-spirited Brigard | 


Go to! 


I SEE people are beginning to gas—I mean guess—about the new 
Savoy piece already. 


Mrs. PINERO distinguished herself the other day by appearing in 
court for the protection of a pony with broken knees, which a couple 
of boys were illtreating. The lady offered to be “at charges” for the 
board and lodging of the animal at the Home of Rest for Horses at 
Neasden—Broken Neasden, shouldn’t it be? 


RUNNING my eye down the Danish Exhibition programme the 
other day, I came across two statements; one undeniable, the other 
highly gratifying. ‘“ Hamlet's grave,” said one, and we know he is— 
always—sometimes quite dull. ‘ Ophelia’s well,” ran the other, and 
I was awfully glad to hear it, poor thing, she’s been bad such a long 
time, you know. Our artist has taken up both subjects with glee. 





THE long-deferred departure of Dorothy will occur in December, it 
is said, when Mr. Carl Rosa's company takes the place of the long- 
lived damsel. Whenand where Messrs. Dilley, Clifton and Slaughter’s | 
Marjorie is going to appear is what I (and a lot of other fellows) am 
(and are) anxious to know. 


Prince Otto is the book of Mr. Stevenson’s, says the Daily News, | 
which is being dramatised, under that title, for Miss Calhoun. And 
that it Otto succeed is the final remark for the present of the astute 

NESTOR. 








Joe’s Joe-viality. 

{Rumour hath it (according to the Star) that “the skill, dexterity, and agility 
displayed by Mr. Chamberlain in ‘ Hunt the Slipper’ and ‘ Post’ are the objects of 
universal admiration.”) 

O sAY, do you know that Brummagem Joe 
Hath developed a novel feature? 
For such talent he claims at drawing-room games 
That girls vote him a “ dear, dear creature.” 
At parties of late his skill was so great 
That many folk dub him a “ ripper,” 
And in various ways bold Joseph they praise 
At “ Post” and at “ Hunt the Slipper.” 


All this seems to show that “ Brummagem Joe” 
Is greater than most politicians ; 

For how many M.P.s, in such games as these, 
Could, like Joseph, so shift their positions ? 

They might frame you a Bill, or orate with such skill 
As to make you applaud with your “ flipper,” 

sut few, I opine, could so splendidly shine 

At “ Post” or at “ Hunt the Slipper ” ! 


Adoration then show for ‘‘ Brummagem Joe,” 
Who once was the hardware town’s idol ; 

Let's hope, though, that he, in these frolics so free, 
His habit of “turning” will bridle. 

In political schemes he more changeable seems 
Than e’en when he first left his skipper ; 

And this being thus, ’twere, perhaps, better for us, 
That he kept to mere “ Hunt the Slipper.” 





Palm(er)am qui meruit ferat. 


IT appears from the papers that Mr. J. W. Palmer, the stamp ex- 
pert, of 281 Strand, has discovered that a gigantic fraud is being 
carried on by some persons who chemically clean used stamps so suc- 
cessfully that they can be, and are, sold as new, the purchasers being 
“sold” as well as the stamps. This is not the first time this gentle- 
man has done the Government good service by detecting stamp 
forgeries, and the saying, ‘“ Be his the palm who hath the conquest 
gained,” is suggestively applicable, for apparently you cannot palm 
— off on Palmer; these washed stamps “won't wash” with 
iim. 





OUR hopeless ne’er-do-well always gives himself away. He applied 
recently to a tailor for a berth as a “ first-class cutter-out.” He said 
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he could “cut out,” and play billiards and drink bitters, with anyone | 
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in the trade. And now he wonders why he is still in the ranks of the 
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THE CORNER SEAT. 
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They were standing on the platform, and appeared some- And when the train came in they both wate a dash Some complications ensued at 
what excited as the train approached. An observant stranger for the one vacant corner seat in a smoking c.wpart- the docr. 
kept his eye upon them. ment. 
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Leading to a very animated discussion. 


So that the observant stranger Aud they were left still arguing the point as the train 
secured the corner seat. 


steamed out. (Next due in six hours time.) 








KNICKNACKS., 


SOME of our contemporaries seem to think that the abuse arising 
from German professional jealousy will taint Sir Morel Mackenzie's 
name, but we, on the contrary, are of the opinion that it is a Morel 
Sir taint-y that he could immediately clear his character from any 
and all aspersions if he were only permitted to speak out. 


SCENE —The drinking-fountain outside the British Museum. 
Thirsty journalist pouring out a libationto Aquarius. 

Friend.—* Hullo, old man! you drinking water! What does this 
mean—a case of hot coppers?” 

tg Journalist (with a groan).—* Ugh! a case of no coppers 
at all!” 


THERE is an old tale told of the young Englishman, who, on his 
return from a short visit to India, was asked how he liked tiger- 
hunting, and who replied, “ That it was all right while the man was 
hunting the tiger, but not so agreeable when the tiger began to hunt 
the man.” No doubt these are Mr. Cuthbert Frazer's sentiments ; 
for had it not been for the disorderly behaviour of his orderly, who 
ran away, and attracted the tiger after him, that gentleman would 
have helped to swell the “ bag” of the Amraote man-eater. 


Customer —“Tonly want credit until Saturday—I will pay you then.” 
Tradesman —“1 would rather not, sir, thank you.” 
_ Customer.—“ But won't you take my word—you know I always 
Keep it? 
rd 


j 7 . ‘UU? } . ; . 
d LILO RIL --— Well, sir. 1ts e tni , 


A Lorp MAYoR should be very circumspect in his actions, for 
there are always so many smaller lights who believe that imitation 
is the sincerest flattery, and who will take every opportunity of 
putting their belief into practice. So shortly we shall read that Mr. 
Councillor Bloggs, while addressing the boys belonging to the Cor- 
poration Charity School, followed the example set him by Mr. 
De Keyser on board the Warspite, and stated that he intended to 
give them a penny each, which he trusted they would keep among 
their choicest treasures in memory of his gracious visit that day, 
etc., etc. 


SCENE—A Cricket Match, TiImeE—Dusk. 


She.—“ Ah, good evening, Mr. Rufas. I recognised you in spite of 
the dusk directly you entered the field.” 

He (with great empressement). “ Did you indeed, Miss Flirtiller? 
And how did you recognise me? Was it by the sympathetic palpita- 
tion of two hearts that yearn to beat as one, or . 

She (hurriedly, perceiving Mr. Rightone approaching ).—“ Oh, no, 
Mr. Rufus. I think it must have been by the colour of your hair.” 





A MAN named Miller, better known as Money Miller, has lately 
died in Victoria, and is supposed to have been worth £5,000,000. We 
trust this Miller did not make this large sum by grinding the poor. 


IT is stated that the Princes of Thura and Taxis, owing to the 
manner in which they hold their lands as feudal lords, have to pay 
the sum of 1,000,000 marks upon the death of every King of Prussia. 
Vi er that this Zaris too heavy. But only think ho 
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A REALLY UNREASONABLE CRIMINAL! 
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One who signs himself “A MEMBER OF THE METROPOLITAN BOARD” writes us :—*I came downstairs one night lately aud found a burglar in my house. ‘What 


are you doing with my property ?’ I asked. ‘I'm a-goin’ to dispoge of it under its value to friends o’ mine—genelmin wot makes me little presents,’ he replied. 
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“Well, sir, I took him gently by the hand and made him sit down. Then I said,‘ Does it not strike you asa rather questionable thing to do?’ 


Would you 
believe it, sir? 


That fellow positively looked as innocent as any cherub, as he said :—‘ If you please, I didn’t know I was a-doin’ any harm—it never struck me in 


that way—lI've rever done anything I'm ashamed of—mammy never told me it was wicked—nursey didn't say I mustn't—I m a honourable genelman, / am.’ 
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“« UT, «i aif thy whe mone } TL aAbe , ‘pala re ’ ; » g aoa Wis . ® . 
Well sir—as if ‘hat wasn t enough— le actually proceeded to take up his ill-gotten gains and walk off with them—with my property, sir! 


sir! Now, sir, as he had 
Bi _— lag hirin.? T } } a inelin f . his ji i ; 
seemed so innocent and lambkin-like, I had been half inclined to let him go free; but when I perceived his intention to calmly epioy his booty, why, sir, I gave 
mis JOY hls y; ny, Slr, é 3 
him in charg and hes not ly had to disvorge everrthing. but WW , t twenty : l intr 1 } , 1 : } . 
i r : ] oniy i vO Gisgorge €veryvhning, | ' out we } years penai int e Dargalin. It's a bles: ng tbata lefrauded ratepayer 
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A THREE-CARD_ TRICK. 
THE LATEST SHUFFLE—NO DECEPTION, 


“7’'ma young man from the country, but you don't come over me.”"—OLD SONG, 
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THE TRIUMPH OF THE SHE. 


By ONE OF THEMSEZ%VES. 
HEY only show their want of sense 
And weakness of authority, 
Who bolster up the vain pretence 
Of male superiority. 


(Which lunacy’s the sequel to), 


A woman is not equal to. 


With “ easily assertable ”— 
It doesn’t call for proof at all, 
It’s quite incontrovertible. 


A task at times will try a:man, 





A pretty state of things indeed, 


If that should need replying to ; 


What if the lady don’t succeed ? 
Of course she wasn't trying to. 


No! Woman and the tyrant man, 
For private life or polity, 

Are modelled on the simple plan, 
Of absolute equality. 

Nor, when a lady holds aloof, 
Should she be judged abusively ; 
sut, just to prove it needs no proof, 

lil prove the thing conclusively. 


Eleven ladies challenged males, 
To meet them, at a wicket match, 

With bats and balls, and stumps and bails— 
In point of fact, a cricket match. 

They said, ‘‘ Proud man we’ll challenge at 
The game he knows the most about, 

And he will end by finding that 
He hasn't much to boast about.” 


But, sad to say (it made them pout), 
They didn’t get much fun at it ; 

They couldn’t bowl one fellow out, 
And didn't score a run at it. 

sut did they give themselves away, 

By yielding to despair at all? — 

No, they attacked the style of play, 
And said it wasn't fair at all. 


And:iso—this proves them far from fools, 
And their repute advances more, 


Their mental grasp we must pooh-pooh, 
Who hold that what a man can do 


For lovely woman will be found— 
In spite of how you treat them, too,— 
To meet with men on their own ground 
And promptly go and beat them, too, 
Nor need the sneerer vent his gall 


A woman can’t get through with it ; 
While, with his brutal strength, he can— 
But what has that to do with it? 


They organised a set of 
rules 
To equalise the 
chances more. 
They made the foe re- 
duce his field 
Till there was scarce a 
trace of it, 
Each player had his bat 
to yield 
And take a stick in 
place of it. 


They made them play 
left-handed wise 
They tied them with 
a tether, too, 
They put a bandage on 
their eyes 
And bound their legs 
together, too. 


Or when in any doubt it was, 
Or when he didn’t hit at all, 
(jr it was ‘ ie’ vnyv ‘ 




















And when the player struck the ball, 





And when the ladies took their bout 
(So tender, fair, and kissable !) 
To hit the wicket wasn’t “out,” 
And “catches” not permissible. 
They scored a six for ev'ry ball, 
Whatever they might do to them ; 
And, if they made the wicket fall, 
That was a further “two” to them. 


Then to man’s boastfulness they sang 
A rapid valedictory, 
Its final knell we loudly rang, 
And gained a mighty victory, 
And proved to “ boss the show ” that they 
Possess no kind of rightfulness, 
And if you say we didn’t play 
At cricket—that’s your spitefulness ! 








An Im-penny-trable Mystery. 


THIS must be the “silly season,” as we read that a mushroom has 
been gathered which was found, on being opened, to contain a penny 
piece! Mushrooms are luxuries, to be sure; but we didn’t know that 
they “ran away” with the money like that. Money from the mint 
is natural enough, but coins from mushrooms—well, we give it up. 
Unless—happy thought !—the “ mould” has anything to do with it. 


Srr CHARLES HALLE has taken Madame Norman-Neruda unto him 
as wife. For the marriage of two such distinguished “ pros.” what 
better place could have been selected than the Pro-Cathedral! All 
happiness to them! From such a union harmony is assured. It 
will be only natural for the lady to play “ first fiddle” on the honey- 
moon, for will she not be accompanied by a gifted pianist ? 


Str JOHN MILLAIS says that he should not grieve were half of his 
works to go to the bottom of the Atlantic—if he might choose the half. 
Sir John Millais is evidently a sound man of business, and is quite 
aware that decrease of supply usually means increase of demand. 











AN ANTHROPOLOGIST. 


“Philanthropic Female.—* Then you think, Professor, that we are 
nearing the time when we shall be able to converse with the lower 
animals? ”’ 

p Professor.—“ Undoubtedly.” 

'P. F— I'm so glad; for then we may be erabled to convert 
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Miss P._—‘* You MAY SMOKE IF YOU LIKE.” 
Spooner.—* THANKS; I DO 80 ENJOY A WEED.” 


THOSE TERRIBLE SMALL CHILDREN. 


Miss Prettypert.—“ HOW EVERYBODY IS STARING AT Us, M&. SPOONER.” 
Spooner.—* AH | THEY KNOW IT’S ANOTHER VERSION OF THE OLD, OLD TALE.” 
small brother and sister had fastened a string of sca-weed to his blazer.) 


(But when he observed his back elevatim a little later, he altered his opinion.) 


(But it was a new version, for her terrible 








A Curious Creed. 

[Miss Marie Corelli, the novelist, has, it would appear, founded a new religion 
called “The Electric Creed.” Its miraculous powers would seem to include (ac- 
cording to one of her romances), the power of remaining young and beaytiful for 
ever, of electrically knocking down gentlemen who try to suatch kisses, and of 
extemporising on the pianoforte.) 
To-DAY is the day of the fad and the faddist, 

And curious oft are both faddist and fad ; 
Yet they’re not wholly useless, for when we are saddest, 

Their projects so mad often make our hearts glad. 
For not altogether devoid of humour 

Are some of the fads of which we read ; 
But one of the funniest (as per rumour) 

Is Miss Corelli's “ Electric Creed.” 


This Corellian creed seems fraught with blisses, 
It will give a girl pow'r (if she acts as she ought) 
To knock down (or to “shock ” down) a man who steals kisses, 
And he, by the current, is courtesy taught. 
The piano ’twill teach you, without any learning, 
That’s good news (at least to your neighbours, indeed), 
And is in itself an excuse for yearning 
That “ learners ’’ may try the “ Electric Creed.” 


It also is claimed for this creed that ’twill make you 





Youthful and beautiful evermore ; 
The sweetness of youth will ne’er forsake you— 
In fact, you'll grow younger than ever bzfore. 





Now,'if FON weren’t perennially sweat, young, a2d active, 
He'd soon be a convert—he would, indeed, 

And if all of his readers weren't just as attractive, 
He’d advise them to try the “ Electric Creed.” 


But in order to render this creed more taking, 
Miss C. should a few other attributes add ; 
For instance, it ought to be good for making 
A gentleman out of a sad, bad cad. 
And of sow’s-ear materials make silk purses, 
And cure Board of Works-men from golden greed ; 
And if all by itself it could write a bard’s verses, 
This poet would try the “ Electric Creed.” 


If twill teach the piano without any learning, 
And “shock” a man who would snatch a kiss, 
Let it give, say, to novelist-ladies discerning, 
Then haply they'd not print such schemes as this. 
Let it shock M.P.s into prating less vainly, 
At present they mostly all business impede ; 
Let it force our faddists to fad less insanely, 
Then, perhaps, we'll adopt the “ Electric Creed.” 





a 





Mr. ALBERTINI, a notorious bandit of Cassamicciola, Corsica, after 
an exciting career, has at length “handed in his checks.” There 
were several grave charges hanging over his head, but th: last charge 
lodged in his body by the gendarmes settled his business, and he 
breathes the mountain air no more. 
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A VERY AFFECTING STORY. 
LATEST HARROWING DETAILS. 


7 ROM the moment the ter- 
. | rible news was commu- 
: ==  nicated to him, the vic- 
tim has borne himself 
most heroically, display- 
ing in the sterling man- 
liness of his bearing not 
the slightest sign of 
weakness or faltering. 
He eats and sleeps as 
usual ; and a slight but 
4 unchanging _ paleness, 
_ perceptible only to the 
ea - most observant eye, 
y= ae affords the only intima- 
és 5 Oy tion of the awful blow 
which has fallen upon 

him. 
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* . * * * * 

After having arrived at the decision to sacrifice the unfortunate 
official, the Admiralty were confronted by the difficulty of finding 
the gentlest means of communicating the sentence to the doomed 
man. It is understood that this question occupied the Board a whole 
night in discussion ; and it was towards breakfast-time that the final 
resolution was come to that the delicate and heartrending task should 
be undertaken by three members of the Admiralty. These three, 
disguised in black masks and great cloaks covering the entire figure 
down to the ground, were to proceed to the victim’s bedroom door 
precisely at midnight, and awake him with three loud bangs, the 
sentence being then communicated through a speaking trumpet ; 
after which the Dead March in “ Saul” would be performed under his 
window by a brass band. It is considered that this method of com- 
municating the sentence will diminish the shock to a considerable 
extent. 

* . oe — - om 

We learn from the latest accounts that the unfortunate man, 
awakened from a profound and peaceful slumber by the three bangs, 
heard the sentence without moving a muscle, merely remarking in a 
hollow tone, “I am prepared! I desire that, when all is over, my 
diamond pin shall be given to the charwoman, and my best hat to 
the crossing-sweeper at the corner.” After that he slept again. 

* 7” 7 * * * 

Forgot to say who the unfortunate man was, did we? Haven't 
explained what it’s all about,eh? Oh, dear, a very stupid omission ! 
Why, to be sure, the condemned victim is Mr, White, the Director of 
Naval Construction. 

“ The bold step is to be taken of sending the gentleman who builds 
our ships out to tea in one of them. Mr. White, the Director of 
Naval Construction, is to embark in the Benbow for the coming 
cruise of the mobilised squadron, in order that the Constructive 
Department may be able to judge of the actual performance of a 
ship of war at sea.” This magnificently new, but terribly cruel, idea 
originated entirely in the combined brains of the Admiralty Board, 
and is to be patented ; and it is also rumoured that it is under dis- 
cussion whether the gentlemen who design our guns shall be allowed 
to see one fired. Other 
new and startling ideas 
are also said to be in 
course of evolution. 

* . * * 

The scene between the 
unfortunate victim and 
his favourite aunt was 
most touching. Having 
firmly resolved not to 
breathe a word of the 
dreadful doom _ that 
awaits him to the poor 
old lady, the condemned 
gentleman continued 
during the whole inter- 
view of two hours to 
maintain a complete si- 
lence, merely glaring 
into space and firmly 
clenching his _ teeth, 
while his hand remained 
firmly pressed on his waistcoat. It has been deemed necessary to 
place heavy irons on the victim to prevent any attempt to escape 
which desperation may suggest. 


* a * - + . 








To-day the Director of Naval Construction made the desperate 
attempt anticipated. Having broken from and slain the nine Admi- 
ralty Lords who held him, he jumped from a third-floor window, but 
was quickly recaptured and hurried on board the Benbow. 

With a view of comforting him as much as possible it has been the 
custom to read to him daily, in his condemned cell, all the accounts 
of the mishaps which have occurred to our naval structures in the 
course of the last few years. The rammings, founderings, collisions, 
breakdowns, burstings of guns, running aground, and so forth, were 
listened to with keen attention, mingled with an occasional suppressed 
groan. 

* * * * * * 

The victim has at last broken down. On being conveyed aboard 
the Benbow he burst into sobs; but as soon as the vessel began to 
move (backwards, by accident) the interest due to the novelty of the 
situation seemed to banish for the moment the anticipation of doom. 
The victim was much surprised and delighted at the motion of the 
vessel, repeatedly enquiring “ Do ships always bob up and down like 
this?” and “ What is that man doing with that wheel?” Aftera 
time he turned greenish and lay down for awhile. When the final 
crash occurred——but the scene is too painful. ~+* . * 

The Admiralty have decided not totry suchexperimentsagain. The 
victim's aunt is reported to have resolved never to smile again. 








Not sparing the (Black) Rod. 


[The Dispatch thinks the Commons have a right to complain that Black Rod is 
making himself a nuisance, by reason of not coming to business until after debates 
bave begun.] 

BLACK Rod! Black Rod! This charge is odd. 
O why dost come so late? 

To the House, Black Rod, thou dost_not plod, 
Till late in each debate. 

O fie, Black Rod! of yore thy nod 
K’er awestruck not a few; 

So (daring quod) we’ll name thee, Rod— 
Black Rod-erick over-Dhu. 





Au-gusty. 
THE “Glorious Twelfth” is at hand 
When the blithesome and gun-banging bani 
With their gillies go forth after grouse. 
To the moors do they merrily flee 
To “pop” at ali birds they can see, 
And to “bag” the same—if they’ve the nows. 
This lasts till September—when fresh game allures, 
For (as mounseer would say), autre temps, autre moors. 





THERE is a probability of a tunnel being constructed under the 
Hooghly at Calcutta. Well this will be better than a Hooghly 
bridge, anyhow. 











TOO SUCCESSFUL. 
IT is always LANDSTOP'S notion to suggest, by costume and 
manner, that he is a regular nautical dog; but when it comes to 
& young party asking what he’ll charge to row her and her Ma 


ronna the hor . hrilli , f 7 1) tT 1 
round the Pier, the brilliancy of his success oppresses him 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


LORD HENNIKER announced, on Monday afternoon, that an 
anonymous public benefactor had proposed to beautify, at his own 
expense, the waste ground, so long an eyesore to Londoners, adjoining 
the Law Courts. Three cheers for the A.P.B., but three times the 





viewed in the light of Day? Parnell, like another Hamlet, makes a 
stab at Chamberlain. “‘ Tay Pay,” possibly with a view to “ Star ”’-ring, 
dubs Joseph “Judas.” Gentlemanly opponents, “Tay Pay and Co., 
Unlimited”! Joseph, whom the ‘“parthy” dislike none the less 
because he isn't afraid of them, appeals to Peel, and the hon, member 
for the Scotland division withdraws, 
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THE AUTUMN SESSION.---GUING TO THE HOUSE ON A GOUD OLD NOVEMBER Day. 


number of groans for the authoities who leave such necessary 
improvements to private philanthropy, while public funds are 
lavished upon providing pleasant places for royal and aristocratic 
paupers. 

In the Commons the Parnellites raised strenuous objections to the 
appointment of Mr. Justice Day to the Royal Commission on Par- 
nellism and Crime—surely they do not object to their actions being 





On Tuesday Parne!! returns to the attack upon Chamberlain. 
Insinuates sub ress overtures for negotiations, and that when Com- 
mission sits hair of L3.?. will stand. Nous verrons. 

Wednesday.— More wrangling debates, upon which the Government 
threatens to put the stopper (closure) on Friday morning, at one 
o'clock (Mr. Smith’s old-clo-sure), them the interested parties may 
“charge” for their “ commission.” » 


—_ | 
- 2 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 


S1R,—I suppose it demonstrates the contrariety of Fates; but never 
in my whole career upon this sublunary sphere have I seen such a 
state of things as day by day this season brings. ‘Twas not enough 
that we should get a summer simply wringing wet, that we should 
never see the sun, that Goodwood in a slough was run, that Rotten 
Row is churned to .‘ush, that all the fruit is tasteless mush, that all 
our joints have rusty “cricks” (in consequence of rheumatics), and 
must at intervals be oiled, that ladies dresses all are spoiled, that 
emperors should have to die, and that we should be tortured by an 
autumn session of the House, but Cowes must go and clash with 


grouse ! 
It’s true I do not shoot myself, through being slightly on the shelf 
| Whidthe. el 
| LUT So 





— 





(though not so much as some may think), and being rather apt to | 


wink whenever I| discharg2 a gun, and let the game fly off—or run. 
Sut still, although I am no shot, and think that tramping moors is 
“rot,” you will remember I possess a place not far from Inverness, 


© gee! UOKRES N DENTS The Edttor does not bind himseis 


to acknowileage, return, or pay for Coniribultons 





ordered all the food and drink the village could contain, I think, 


eA 


(which, in its way, cannot be matched), to which some shooting is 
attached. Now l’ve invited to that house a lot of chaps to shoot the 
grouse, and somehow do not see the fun, of letting them enjoy the 
run of my cigars and drinks each night, while I am in the Isle of 
Wight! [do not say that they would steal, but still this fact I can't 
conceal—housekeeping bills would be much Jess if I were on the spot 
I guess. And yet I know how they would scoff should I attempt to 
put them off. 

I wouldn't go to Cowes at all, although it is at duty's call, but 
one of those young girls who tout for me to come and take them out 
—you know the artful things I mean, they always come upon the 
scene us 04 the eve of some great race, that I may take them to the 
place—has seen my pitiful complaint about their absence of restraint 
and says, to make me some amends, she’ll take me round among her 
friends and freely show me “all the lot” of the attractions of the 
spot—I think she’s something of a swell—and pay her cost and mine 
as well. 

7 » - io * 

She's been as good, sir, as her word! (It’s just a little bit absurd ! ) 
She’s taken rooms at the hotel and does the thing uncommon well 
She has a lot of friends, I find, who’re, all of them, extremely kind 
and take us out to charming spots in what I thought were private 
yachts, until, at dinner time one night, I said I thought them most 
polite, when she remarked, “ Well, [ declare! of course we have to 
pay our share.” Still it was very kind, I said, to let us join them 
though we paid. She seems unknown to very few—she knows the 
folks at “ Egypt,” too—and every time there comes a race we're certain 
of a splendid place ; we have among our little rounds the run of all 
the castle grounds ; of telescopes and rooms we're free (belonging to 
the R.Y.C.), and near the Prince we take our stand when firework 
time is close at hand. In short I’m having, so to speak, a rather 
interesting week. It’s over now though, I'd explain, we're leaving 
by the early train, I go to town, she seeks the sea. 

*. * * * * ” 

They’ve sent in all the bills to me! 


7 * * * * * 


A letter from my gillie now! He's writing to inform me how the 
friends whom I invited north have all arrived and issued forth and 


Their system also seems to be to have it all putdowntome. And they 
will—here with rage I foam—bag heaps of grouse and take them 
home. Now can you wonder if a cuss proceeds from 

Yours, TROPHONIUS? 
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LESS THAN KINE-D. 
Her Parents’ Pride.—“ WHERE ARE WE GOING, Papa?” Papa.— To CowEs REGATTA, MY DEAR.” 
H. P. P.—“ Cowes! DON'T THE BAA-LAMBS EVER HAVE A REGATTA, PAPA?” 
Mamma,—‘ How CLEVER OF THE DARLING, ISN’T IT?” Papa,—“ BAH !—LAMB-ENTABLE!”’ 
[But H, P. P. unmoved, sings, “ Cows and horses walk on four legs,” ete. 
A Three-Card Trick. And now his wide experience AN ILL-LEAGUE-ANT IDEA.—Th2 Irish 
, : ; , a a ied 
(SEE CARTOON.) Has made his mind 80 quick, problem an insoluble one? Not a bit of it! 
That none can catch him napping Ireland is being drawn closer to England 
WHEN Parnell first came Membering _ With any three-card trick ; every day. What is it now separates the 
A backward seat he took, Shuffle the pasteboards how they may two countries? Why, only a League. 
And on the House's movements _In this all must agree— EE PLESSIS e 
In silence did he look; lor @ young man from the country, a ai 
So many things were new to him, Uncommon cute is he! Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
And curious, that he a a a 
Like a young man from the country OvuR spendthrift went out the other day JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
Was feeling, don't you see! with a pocketfal of money, and returned By FRANK BARRETT. 
But soon he learned his way about, without . halfpenny. He said his pockets | a e \ es 
And then he set to work must have been “rifled,” that was the only ) i 
a pen no ee pe tinreneiPe way he could account for every shot in his Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
locker “ going so quickly.” ; ; 
A regular young Turk ; oe ene “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!’ 
. He scored off them decidedly, - 
Whilst, in effect, said he, Alexander (to William).—“You come By H. T. JOHNSON. 
“ I'm a young man from the country, down our court.” And hedid. Let us hope 
But you don't get over me!” the peace was not broken. “FUN” OFFICR 153 FLEET STREET. LONDON, B 
; (Uy SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. | 
The Specific for NEURALGIA. Ci INTED ABSOLUTELY ) 
“Tonga maintains its reputation inthetreatment See 
of ae» a me ‘a vile baer Write as — as a ‘ead pencil, and neither scratch PURE AND 
valuable in facial Neuralgia. no B : 
| cctv inal thon. caeh in witch we have pe: | Ack Your Seales er ntsromnaes bys aer pre — SOLUBLE. 
, £ scribed it Medical Press. 30x, or send 7 stamps to C. Branpau d Co.'s 
£ | 2s. Od. 4s. 6d., & lis. Of all Chemists. Paw Works, BirmMINGHAM ‘gy > Wholesale BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 








Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 163 Fleet Stre :t, E.O. 
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(1) To Kaiser Will Munir Pasha brings | (3) A wild Yankee, for scouring the 
| 


“ Row,” we are told, 


Like his Sultan, for re-Munir-ation | Ly a patrol was chased till he over, 


pat, rolled. 


(2) A snake down in Bern ey lately | (4) “ Grouse-shooting begins,” and with 
as scot ‘he 1. fir ’ > 
sir-pent r 
~ 


(5) Bold Baldwin still para-shoots down | (7) Note the rush of our railways up 


from the skies— KdAinbro’ way 
If he made a bald-lose he would A “rale-way of racin,’ 
not seem so wise. would gay. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE GAIETY.—Yet another stage 
version of “Mr. Barnes of New 
York”! Mr. John Coleman is the 
culprit on this occasion. He 
names his crime (if he'll allow 
me to call it so), Marina, and 
spoils the story, for some mys- 
terious reason, by turning the 
successful duellist into a twin 
brother of Gerard Anstruther ! 


THE time cannot be far distant 
when we shall pave our streets 
with Mr. Barnes ; build our houses 
with him, lay our tram-lines with 
him; make him into bonnets for 
our wives, and gum-soothers for 
our infants; fight with him, wash 
with him, grind coffee with him, 
and pay our taxes with him. 
Till that happy time arrives, and 
until the heaven above us bent 
is one broad canopy of New 
Yorkian Barnes, life will yet 
have one note of deficiency in it, and the heart be conscious of an 
unsatisfied longing. 





THE GAIETY.—AN ABLE MARINA. 


MEANTIME, if excuse were needed for yet another version of a very 
dramatic story, it is to be effectually found in Miss Sophie Kyre’s very 
complete impersonation of the heroine. Insome respects the perform- 
ance is the most striking thing the stage has given us for some time. 
[t is not exactly a towr de force—and none the less welcome therefor 
—but the character of the beautiful Corsican spitfire calls for the 
expression of a wide range of varying emotions, and it is not too much 
to say that Miss Kyre depicts them every one with a truth and 
certainty, the skill of which is as charming as the result is convincing. 
The power exhibited in the rapid changes of strong feeling shown in 
the last act} is such as most of us have credited Miss Eyre with 
possessing, but it has hitherto been with us rather a matter of faith 
than of demonstration. It is a most delightful piece of acting from 
beginning to end, and, though Miss Eyre is essentially an actress of the 
broadly “rsaeee. 6 school, she is no less happy in the delicacy of some 
of its lighter touches than in the force and power of its stronger phases. 


ALL the same fancy marrying that Marina! Fancy laying yourself 
open to such a wigging as she gives Danella in the third act! To 
come home late from the club, and meet the imperious flash of those 
magnificent eyes blazing with wrath! To tremble lest that grandly 
moulded arm should be raised aloft, and the shapely fist descend with 
inimitable grace and crushing force upon your devoted caput! Con- 
ceive the opulent possibilities of an angry, shake-the-life-out-of-you 
embrace! Imagine her scorning you—sneering at you—sitting on 
you! Could you bear it? 


ON the whole, I don't think much of the company, though “ I’ve 








NOT THE GAIETY.—ANOTHER ABLE MARINER, 


seen wuss." Mr. Barnes, who, curiously enough, has always occupied 
a very back seat in the story, is well enough cared for by Mr. Herbert 
Waring, and Mr. Fred Terry is an acceptable Gerard Anstruther. 








captandum point, 


Miss Enid Leslie makes herself legitimately a favourite with the part 
of Maud Charteris, and Miss Carlotta Leclercq needs no “speaking 
for;” but they could one and all be easily improved upon. Mr, 
Julian Cross is perhaps the only wholly satisfactory member of the 
cast. The wily Danella is quite beyond Mr. Ward’s cheery powers ; 
and Miss Lucy Buckstone showed few qualifications, beyond the 


looks, for Enid. 


THE PRINCESS'S.—I feel myself guilty of unpardonable lenience 
in electing to treat the story of The Still Alarm with silent contempt. 
I know that in the interests of my readers I ought to lavish all the 
scathing satirical humour, which makes me so justly unpopular on all 
sides, upon this remarkably fatuous work, but (no less in the interests of 
my readers, perhaps) I refrain. The fact is nobody—author, manager, 
actors and audience included—care two straws about the story. All 
they care about is the realistic representation of the New York Central 
Fire Station,and the method of almost instantaneously harnessing the 
fire-engine horses on the receipt of a “call.” 


THE incident is a marvel of realism, and we grasp at a glance 
the New York method of dashing to the rescue with an engine having 
no single fireman aboard, and waving a glowing tail of red fire! It 
is only in this act that, what might up to that point have been 
mistaken for a play is found to be a circus. And the two performing 
horses are properly permitted to accept the first recognition of a “call,” 
an intelligent greyhound of tolerant aspect drawing the line of his 
tolerance before the acceptance of a similar compliment. 


IT was difficult—under the play misapprehension—to understand 
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THE CRY IS, “STILL THEY COME!” 
Miss Her Majesty's (to Misses Alhambra and Empire).—* Glad to see you're doing 
so well, dears; I’m thinking of joining you.” 


why such a thoroughly inefficient performer as Mr. Harry Lacy should 
have been selected for a prominent part, even in so poor a thing as 
The Still Alarm, until his “act” with the trained steeds revealed all. 
But, even if his presence was necessary for the proper control of the 
horses, the rest of the part might have been “doubled” by an actor. 
[t was awfully comical, however. 


IT seems a pity, when such a capital company were engaged, 
that something in the shape of a decent play wasn’t tacked on to 
that fire-engine. As it is, Mr. Abingdon’s finish, Mr. Bassett Roe’s 
unexaggerated picture of mental distress, Miss Mary Rorke’s ten- 
derness and truth, the real humour of Mr. Harry Nicholls and Miss 
Fanny Leslie, the assured touch of Miss Cicely Richards, and Mr. 
Parker's clever sense of character are all—all thrown away. The 
fire-engine scene is, however, one of real interest, and may prove a big 
draw in spite of the discount of its surroundings. 


THE LycEuM.—Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde has duly—I might say 
dually—been produced here. It is a nice, curdley, cold-water-down- 
the-back, children’s Christmas-treat-y sort of thing—an arrangement 
in nightmares calculated to make you wake up at night with a jump 
for several years to come. It is, besides, a weirdly impressive piece 
of acting on the part of Mr. Richard Mansfield, more, perhaps, from 
the uncanny nature of the idea than from anything special in the 
performance, though it is to the actor's credit that he manages to be 
grotesquely devilish without sacrificing the tragic dignity of the 
situation. The “quick change” is clever, but of course, only an ad 
NESTOR. 
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HER PARENTS ANO HERSELF TO PLACES OF INTEREST ON THE COAST. 


By AP NEXT TW 
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KNICKNACKS. 


A DEPUTATION from Manchester waited upon Sir M. Hicks-Beach 
recently to protest against the sale of horseflesh, and the speaker 
observed that large quantities of it were sold in Manchester, and the 
poor people did not know it from ox-meat. This is certainly a case 
of ignorance being bliss when it would indeed be folly to be wise. 
If the Manchester people like the horse beef better than the horse- 
tralian mutton, surely it would be wrong to stirr-up strife on that 
account, or attempt to put a curb upon their inclinations. 


“LAST week Mrs, Tibby bought a new drawing-room carpet, and 
when friends called it was quite a treat for a few days to watch the 
effect of the conflicting emotions of pride in the possession of the 
Turkish work of art, and terror of the possible injury that might be 
committed by the visitors’ dirty boots.” (Hztract from letter of Mr. 
Libby to his bachelor friend.) 


Young Lady (opening door).—“ Well, my good woman, what do 
you want?” 

Elderly Woman.—“ Please, Miss, I’ve come for the pieces.” 

Young Lady.—“ The pieces? What do you mean?” 

Elderly Woman.—“ Why, wot you used to give to Mrs. Baker, Miss. 
She’s gone away, Miss, and I’ve bought her goodwill.” 


WE are rejoiced to understand that the unused piece of ground near 
the Law Courts is to be turned into a garden. We trust that plenty 
of lawn will be laid down in order that the gentlemen of the legal 
profession may be able to enjoy themselves in their favourite style 
by taking advantage of the green. 

















A NEW American invention is a stick of portable gas, about six 
inches in length, which, when lighted, will burn with a clear and 
odourless light for half an hour. We always thought that our trans- 
atlantic cousins evolved sufficient gas from their own inner con- 
sciousness, without requiring to carry it about in their pockets; but 
possibly the Yankee gas is too liable to escape at any and every 
opportunity to be made use of in this manner. 








First Irish M.P. stopping a London Road Car bus which is flying 
the usual distinguishing pennant in front.— Here, you, O'Pathrick ! 
this will take us down to Westminster.” 

Second Irish M.P.— What, sor, are you a thrue Oirish Pathriot 
and ask me to roide beneath the Union Jack! Niver,sor! Oi’d rather 
have a cab, sure!” 


Seaport Beauty.—‘' Papa, dear, I’ve been invited to attend the 
launch next week, and to christen the ship. May I go?” 

Stern Parent.—‘ No, my dear, I would rather you did not. That 
christening business is the remnant of an old Pagan rite, and I do not 


approve of it.” 
S. Beauty.— But, pa dear, if it is a rite, how can it be wrong!” 








Now and Then. 


WE do not envy the lot of our disgraced officials of the Board of 
Works. Their reflections of the past must be sorrowfully tinged by 
many thoughts of the “ present.” 


CouLD Bank Holiday be described as Lub-bock’s-ing Day? 
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HOW TO INCREASE ONE’S INCOME, 


(BEING HINTS TO PERSONS OF A RETIRING DISPOSITION.) 


“T'm tired of a salary of two hundred a year; sol shall just take advantage of my 
* Now, Mr. Snough’s employer was a good and liberal man : he had, 
he instantly granted the pension. 


“Tellee what, my dear,” said Mr. Upter Snough, the clerk, one morning. 
corn being bad to retire—for to-day—on a pension of one hundred and ninety-nine perannum. 
in fact, formerly been a member of a Justly Renowned Public Board ; so, from force of habit, 
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And the next day Mr. Upter Snough appeared at the office, and said, “If you please, sir, my corn'’s better to-day ; so I can resume my occupation on my salary 
~with the pension thrown in—tbat will make £399 per annum.” “Oh, certainly,” replied his liberal employer. Well, the day after that, Mr. Snough, having a 
cold, retired again on a pension of £398; and the day after that, his cold being better, he resumed work on his previous salary of £399 plus pension of £398— 
L797 per —_— And when Mr. Snough had proceeded on this plan for a week or two, his employer suddenly found that his accounts were somehow on the 
wrong side. 
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‘ ns prea eager te employer —— with . shock to all the curdling horror of the situation——he had been DEALING WITH HIS OWN Moxgy! He had 
orgotten that he was no lounger a member of the Metropol——ahem !-—ah !—we mean that Justly Re rned Public ling with monet aioe 
the ratepay hate tctinactiah tm aneihan. I a it Justly Renowned Public Board, and dealing with money belonging to 























‘ 





ew ve van, 








2 he RAY on 


|| 


cussit 
numt 
of th 
the s 
on th 


| becon 


Th 
keep 
imme 
one si 
In 1 





| 





readir 
Fri 
& rapi 








at 
4 
sit 
.: 
cy 

4 
¥ 

+ 











AUGUST 15, 1888, 


HUN. 





67 








THY CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWFR. 
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sgt MN | ARNELLISM versus 

| \\ Times, 

\ Changes rung upon the 
chimes, 

And Walter Buckle-ing 
to with crimes. 


The Lords naturally 
have a good deal to say 
regarding Local Govern- 
ment, seeing that, as a 
rule, especially in rural 
districts, they have ar- 
rogated to themselves, 
possibly asa relic of their 
former feudal privileges, 
the right of interfering 
with everything and everybody. It is strange, however, to behold 
them contending, per Lord Salisbury, for qualifications to be elected 
aldermen. Hitherto it has been the other way about, and the dream 
of the alderman or mayor has been to some day exchange his civic 
robe for a parliamentary one, but in this age many positions are re- 
garded as ultimate which were formerly looked upon as points of 
departure. 

Sir Wilfrid, hide your discomfitted head in humiliation ; Sir Vernon, 
haul down your colours ;—the position of champion jokist has been 
wrested from your competing grasps. And, henceforth, tell it not in 
Gath, or anywhere else, that a surgical operation is necessary to get a 
joke into, or at any rate out of, a Scotchman’s head. Scots nowadays 
need not bleed with Wallace, it will suffice to die with him of laugh- 
ing. In short, on Monday night the member for East Edinburgh, and 
worthy successor of Alexander Russell in the editorial chair of the 
Scotsman, made one of the wittiest speeches ever heard in the House 
of Commons, or anywhere else outside the pale of F UN’s own editorial 
sanctum, and the subject of the running tire of merriment—what a 
suggestive one! Scotch business ! 

Wednesday.—Allegations Bill passed third reading. So much dis- 
cussion having preceded the choice of ground, dimensions of ring and 
number of seconds, public curiosity is on tiptoe to behold the result 
of the fight. If Printing House Square proved not to have acted on 
the square, ther the 7hunderer will be re-named the Blunderer. If, 
on the contrary, the charges are proved, then the “uncrowned ” will 
become the “ discrowned King of Ireland.” 

Thursday.—The Lords were determined not to let Mr. Parnell 
keep them from the grouse, so when his Allegations Bill came up 
immediately suspended Standing Order against taking two stages in 
one sitting ; in Grouse v. House, verdict for plaintiff. 

In the Commons, Oaths Bill read once more—sort of third time of 











reading the Ban(n)s. 
Friday and Saturday Lords went through Allegations Bill at 
a rapid rate. 








A Question Answered. 


WHAT are the wild waves saying 
Down at each holiday spot, 

Where shoals of FUN’s readers are staying 
(Or ought to be if they are not)? 

They are saying—lI’ll lay you a wager— 
“What a rumpus appears on the beach, 

For there Life’s old and young stager 
Take all pleasures within their reach.” 


What are the wild waves saying? 
Why, they say, “ Out on yonder marge, 
The busker his deep schemes is laying, 
And he looms very fine and large. 
And imps with their cheeks red as roses 
Toil gaily with spade and with pail— 
And in odd nooks young Strephon discloses 


] Chloe an old, old tale. 








THAT “ Two Roses” tale, “ The Black Arrow," 


What are the wild waves saying? 


(* Mild” waves they might sometimes be called), 
Why, that by the brass bands that are braying, 


And by organs they oft are appalled, 
And bathers come daily to wallow 

In their wide wealth of waters around, 
And that they (sly waves!) prefer to follow 


Where sweet-formed young ladies are found. 


What are the wild waves saying ? 

Why, they say, “On our bosom so clear 
The excursionist voyages, ‘ hooraying,’ 

Till we make the poor fellow feel queer. 
Then he changes his tune and complexion, 


And his ma wouldn’t know him again—— 


Yes, the wild waves, by Neptune's direction 
Hold converse, you bet, in this strain. 








Awfully ’Arrowing ! 


Which Stevenson recently wrote, 


Is able to freeze up your marrow 


By reciting of deeds of dark note. 


He goes to the root of each matter that’s vital— 
So “ Black-Arrowroot’”’ were a more fitting title. 


OuR Nelly’s Farrenough away now. 


podes. 








Frankenstein at the Anti- 
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Dealer.—“ What's wrong with the bay mare? 
lame. Has she cast a plate? 
Groom.—* Cast a plate! 
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She seems a bit 


I was drivin’ her in dawg-cart this 


mornin’, and she bolted and pitched into a cartload o’ crockery ; 
and talk about castin’ a plate, blow me if she didn’t cast a whole 
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THE HOLIDAY TASK—TO LOOK AFTER ERIN ANMANNI 
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NPANNIA WITH THAT GLADSTONE HANGING ABOUT. 
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A STRONG CASE. 


Some COMMUNICATIONS FROM OUR FRIEND, PRIVATE SMITH, 
1,000TH MIDDLESEX. 

EAR MR. FUN,—In the 
D matter of the objection of 
the inhabitants of Wimble- 
don to have the National 
Rifle Meeting any more on 
their common, I must ad- 
mit that they are not alto- 
gether unreasonable in 
their views. I must say 
that if I lived close to the 
common J should not care 
to have the grass ruined 
once a year for the rest of 
the twelve months, not to 
speak of row, and the crowd 
of roughs attracted round, 
and the other annoyances. 
Although I certainly do 
enjoy my yearly picnic, 
and my champagne-cup in 
a tent with a flower-garden 
in front, and a piano inside, and a lot of ladies all about, not to speak 
of the nice little sum in prizes 

Please don’t read any of the above, Mr. Editor. One of the big 
guns of the N.R.A. has just been in to talk to me, and he has shown 
me clearly that my former views were quite erroneous — quite 
erroneous. I now find that it is a spirit of self-sacrificing patriotism 
alone which prompts me to go and camp out, and that the picnic and 
the champagne-cup, and the flower garden, and the piano, and all 
those things are merely the necessary accompaniments—in fact, priva- 
tions—of the system of self-sacrifice. [| am now firmly convinced 
that when a volunteer is ready to come forward and cheerfully sacrifice 
for a whole fortnight together, the stuffy darkness of a city office, the 
second-hand mustiness and cold meat of a bachelor’s lodgings, and all 
the joys of daily work—when he is ready to do all this for the sake of 
enjoymen——-no, no—of his native land, the least that the public, 
which owes him so much, can do, is to gladly lend him, for five 
minutes every hundred years, one little square foot of ground (this is 
how the N.R.A. big gun puts it. I confess [ don't quite follow his 
figures, but he must be right), which he really rather improves than 
injures, and which, but for him—but I forget how the big gun con- 
tinued, and must get him to repeat it. 

Yours truly, 
* * * . * ” 

DEAR Mr. Fun,—I have been trying to instil reason into the 
public in the matter of Richmond Park. I really fancied at first that 
I perceived some sign of reason in him. I began by explaining that 
the volunteer camp would rather improve the grass in the park than 
otherwise, besides adding extra quiet and tranquility, extra purity to 
the air, greater protection to the game, and greater security to the 
trees. Then all of a sudden the idiot went and sprang upon me these 
absurd and brutal questions :— 

“Shall you have to dig trenches round the tents?” 
“Shall you have to make paths?” 
“ Will the grass be trampled into uniform mud?” 

“ Will a crowd of roughs 
be attracted, and find them- 
selves near the game pre- 
serves and the deer?” 

“ Do roughs like to amuse 
themselves by tearing down 
trees?” 

“ Will there be any sound 
of firing?” and a lot of 
other insane queries. Well, 
sir, then I assvred him that 
the portion of the park we 
should require is so ridicu- 
lously small—hardly worth 
mentioning, and that the 
public would be free to use 
the rest as usual. And then, 
Sir, if the fellow didn’t in- 
sist on looking at a plan of 
the park I had made with 
the camp portions coloured 
red, and if he didn't exclaim, 
on seeing it, “Why, you've coloured nineteen-twentieths of it!” I 








PRIVATE SMITH. 














couldn't bring him to reason, Sir, he has no patriotism. Yours truly. 


DEAR Mz. FuN,—I'm glad to tell you that the Volunteers have got 
the park in spite of the public. We went under canvas this morning. 
Every moment I am more and more impressed with the sacrifices I 
am making for the good of that very public which has been so mean 
and grudging in the matter of the park. Why, sir, the bill for cham- 
pagne and cigars for my tent, which I have just received, is sacrifice 
enough in itself, isn’t it? I am, at this moment, devoting myself to 
the task of impressing the public, by optical proof, of my devotion. 
I am lying in a hammock at the entrance of my tent, and consuming 
a big Havannah and a bottle of fizz. Why, the public, who ean't get 
in, is leaning over the fence (which has much improved the grass in 


putting up) and glaring at me! Yours. 
* * +r 


7. * + 
DEAR Mr. Fun,—More self-sacrifice! I am abstaining entirely 


from champagne to-day, with a view to the fifty-pound prize I am 
going to shoot for to-morrow. Still the public remains unreasonable ! 
Yours etcetera. 


* * * * * 


DEAR Mr. Fun,—The self-sacrificial camp is over. As I was 
about to depart with the three silver cups, ten pounds of best candles, 
a case of soda-water, a cradle, a diamond ring, two hundred pounds 
cash, and the other prizes I have won under my arm, I paused for a 
moment to ask the public whether he was convinced now. He said 
he wasn’t! He gazed at the ground I was leaving, and I told him he 
was at liberty to relay it with turf if he liked, as [ shouldn't require 
it again till next year; in fact, I said that his best plan would be, if 
he really preferred turf to mud, and if the Crown didn’t object, to 
contract with somebody to relay with turf yearly, after we had done 
with it. Then he took to staring at the limbs of trees which the 
roughs had torn down, and at the dead bodies of deer here and there 
with a lot of big stones round them; so, seeing he wasn’t to be 
reasoned with, I left him, Yours ever. 

* * o * * * 

DEAR MR. Fun,—I hear it whispered that I am to receive a 
baronetcy, or be canonized, or something, for my self-sacrifice and 
devotion to my country. Yours, SMITH. 








Morphe-useful. 
IF you cannot go to “ bye-bye,” howsoever soft your bed— 
If you find all sorts of fidgets all a-dancing round your head, 
And sleeplessness is having larks inside it— 
Ratti’s mixture, christened Meuphrosine, would seem to be au /fuit 
At driving that dread demon called Insomnia away— 
This is Ratti-fied by all who ever tried it. 


Really! 
“ Do you know why the Dickens that fellow over there is always 


called ‘ Weller’?” 
‘‘ Yes, because it’s his name, of course.” 
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SO VERY TRUE! 

Mr. A, Donis.— Given up wearing blazers, old man! ” 

Mr. Strate.—*“ Yes ; | go in now for the useful—not the orna- 
mental, you know.” 

Mr. A. Donis.—“ Ah! it’s the misfortune of so many fellows not 
to know just what they're best fitted to go in for.” 
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H SCARCELY ANY PERMANENT tNjJURy To HIS MIND OR B00y. 





HOLIDAY HEPOISM. 
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THINGS in China seem to be tending towards a general smash 
Washed out by devastating floods, and cracked by earthquakes, it 
has fallen on hard times. Sad news for all lovers of “old China.” 


THE Servian Chancellor of the Exchequer wished tolevy a tax of 20 
francs on bustles. He thought his figures wanted improving. A sagacious 
statesman, he saw his Lalance goiny, and f-ll back uvon the bustle, 
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O FUNNITES, I pray you beware, 

Be warned by yours truly the bard ; 
A demon now lurks in the air, 

A demon worth little regard. 

I don’t say entirely discard 
This fiend, who doth flit here and 

there ; 

I but say, lest your senses be jarre:|, 

O beware! O beware! O beware! 


For lo! in our pathway doth come 
The Demon Adapter again ; 

And, armed with his scissors and gum, 
He'll zealously labour amain. 
Certain novels he brings in his train, 





A Warning. 


[The craze for adaptations of * Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” threatens to be as overwhelming as that 
recently for dramatieations of “ Mr. Barnes of New York.”) 





CHARITABLE FETE (BUT NOT FOR HIM). 
Stately Dame —“ HAVE YOUR CHARACTER TOLD? ONLY ONE SHIL- 


Smart Young Man.—“ MY CHABACTER? O48, IT’S MUCH TOO BAD!” 
Stately Dame.—“ I AM SORRY I CANNOT CONTRADICT YOU.” 


| Collapse of Smart Young Man, 


Which have roused the B.P.’s praise- 

ful hum ; | plain, 

These he'll cut into plays, which,’ tis 
Will mostly be “ rum "—O so “rum”! 


The demon, ’tis fair p'raps to say, 
From the filched bits of books of re- 
Cooks at times a pasticcio play [nown, 
Which the public contrives to gulp 
down. 
But the fiend,asa rule, floodsthe town 
With stuff that\is far, far from gay— 
Stuff that makes you exclaim, with a 
frown, 
“O take it—O take it away!” 





OUR THAMES DIARY. 


(THIRD SERIES EXTRACTS,—MRs, FITZLOB’s DIARY.) 


Thursday.—I knew it—I knew something wrong was 
going to happen, I felt it coming on. I have been stung 
on the nose with a Thames midge. I am a positive 
sight to look at, and a positive sight I shall remain for 
a week. I positively screamed when I woke John up. 
“ John,” I said, “for goodness gracious sake don’t lie 
there snoring like a pig thing. Get up and look at my 
nose., Oh, it’s dreadful! It’s stung and it’s turned red, 
that it has—oh, what shall I do!” I do believe he was 
grinning when I told this to him. I'd have thrown 
my hair-brush at him if I had thought so at the time, I 
would indeed. ‘“ What shall I do?” I shrieked. “ Well, 
grin and bear it,” he said; “ Zdon’t mind. It’s a pity, 
though,” he went on, just to aggravate me and drive 
me nearly raving mad, “ because you won’t show up 
so well at the garden party to-morrow, and yours is 
one of those skins that inflame a great deal. That 
comes of using that confounded violet powder every 
day of your life.” I could have fainted with rage. “I 
tell you what,” the creature went on, “I know a man 
up in town near the New Cut who’s capital at painting 
black eyes, | might ask Thomas to wire him ‘ Wanted 
to paint a lady’s nose that’s gone red and wrong,’ | 
daresay he’d run down for half-a-sovereign and a rail- 
way fare.” I turned my back on John. I'll make 
him smart for his nonsense when my nose gets right, 
you see if I don’t. “I daresay,” said John, “the 
beggar could tinker up your nose somehow or the other.” 
Fancy! “tinker up” my nose! 

When we got down to breakfast I actually saw that 
Amelia glance at my nose with a look of absolutely 
fiendish triumph. And that’s the value of woman’s 
friendship. I never was insincere to another woman, 
or upset her, or abused her after being kind to me. No, 
that I’m sure I never did. The mean spiteful creature 
had actually had the breakfast set out on the lawn. I 
believe honestly she had heard something about my 
nose, and meant to show it off at its worst in the strong 
sunlight. If I can spill some coffee or strawberry jam 
over that hideous china silk gown of hers, that I will, 
you may be sure. A woman who can behave as meanly 
to me as she does deserves to be punished, and shall be. 

When we were seated at breakfast of course Amelia 
looked at my nose as hard as ever she could. “ You 
want a touch of the blue-bag, Ju, dear,” she said, 
“there’s nothing like indigo for stings, whether they’re 
on the nose or anywhere else. If you wore some blue 
spectacles, too, it would prevent your eyes getting so 
red in the strong sunlight.” I ask Amelia if there’s a 
chemist’s shop near the place. John says “ Follow 
your nose and you will see.” Very well again, Mr. 
John. I tell them I shall go there before going on the 
river. There is a chemist’s shop, and such a nice young 
man in the shop, quite above his station in life, and so 
sympathetic, I’m sure. | tell him about my nose. He’s 
quite soothing in his manner. He asks'me to sit in the 
chair where they take people’s teeth out in, and I do 
so. “ These stings are very easily got rid of,” he says, 
“if you know how to treat them. I shall put some- 
thing on your nose; then sit here in the shade for 
half-an-hour, and you will be all right, madam.” He 
puts something hot on my nose, which gets, however, 
gradually cooler and cooler. At the end of half-an- 
hour I look in the glass—my dear, darling nose is nearly 
quite right, there’s only the slightest bit of a blush that 
I can cover with powder where it was stung. I could 
have really embraced that young man, I felt so grateful 
to him. To support the business I bought the ugliest 
scent bottle in the shop to give Amelia as a present for 
her kindness. Kindness,indeed! There are some women 
that ought to be killed and burned, with a marigold— 
ugly marigold—grave over\them, and Amelia is one of 
them, that she is.. When I got back they were surprised, 
I can tell you. “ We shall have to call you‘ Nosey,’ like 
the boys did the great Duke of Wellington years ago.” 
But you should haveseen how mad.Amelia looked when 
she saw my nose. | have one of those pretty short French 
noses. Hers is flat. When she:holds her head up to look 
hypocritically good, she always reminds me of the hip- 
popotamus at the Zoo trying to breathe with his nose 
just out of his bath in the hot weather. 
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Pray Let Us Call a Spade | 
a Spade. 

OnE, Mr. R. L. Stevenson, | 
He wrote a small queer book, 

From which a Mr. Mansfield and | 
A Mr. Bandmann took | 

What no one else could find init, | 
The makings of a play— | 

Or, rather, of a character, 
Each in his own free way. 


And, now, each calls it Stevenson’s, 
Which I think far from right, 
And, I’m sure, is disappointing 
To a lot of folks each night, 
Who find, whatever else they see 
To praise or to deride, 
They’re not shown “ Dr. Jekyll,” | 
and 
They're not shown “ Mr. Hyde.” | 








A MayO-de. | 


[Lord Mayo has called for his rentsto | 
be paid at the end of August, “with all 
arrears due.” ] 

LorRD MAyYo has demanded pay- 
ment 

Of his large arrears of rent ; 
May-O may the lordly claimant 

Be recouped to his content. 


Perhaps his tenants May-o-bey | 
him, 

And what they May-owe him, pay 
him. 


A Pope-y Show. 
THE museum devoted to Twicken- | 
ham’s Bard— | 
By many who hold Alec Popein | 
regard— | 
Has many exhibits well worthy | 
inspection ; 
The manuscripts, bric-a-brac, por- | 
traits, and such, i 
You’re permitted to look on (but | © 
not, mind, to “ touch ’’)— 
Form really a splendid Po(pe)- | 
pourri collection. | 








Overheard in the Strand. 


“"ARRY, let’s get into the Vor- 
deville early, and ’ear Miss Vane . 
speak the profile.” 

[He must hare meant prologue. 


THE BouSIEsT J. P. OF THE DAY. 
—J. P-luvius. 


THE DOUBLE-BARRELLED GOVERNMENT GUN, WARRANTED TO KILL TWO BIRDS WITH 
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ONE SHOT. 











NEW LEAVES. 


THERE is always pleasurable reading in The Manchester Quarterly. 
The July issue has a pleasant paper on “The Homes of Sydney 
Smith,” and another on “ The Sensuousness of Keats.”—In Longman’s, 
“Eve” comes to rather a tragic conclusion. Considerable interest 
will be taken in Dr. Richardson’s article on “ The Storage of Life,” 
and “The High Tide by the Northern Sea” it would be well not to 
miss seeing.—From The English Illustrated we miss the “ Coaching 
Days and Coaching Ways,” but there are some good illustrations to 
“A Rugby Ramble,” worked in the same style and spirit as Mr. 
Herbert Railton’s in the former articles, though not so perfect. 
There is also an article descriptive of “ Post Office Parcels and Tele- 
graphs,” with a lot of characteristic illustrations by Mr. Harry 
Furniss.—“ American Locomotives and Cars” run over an important 
part of Scribner's, and a considerable space is traversed by “ Rivers 
and Valleys,” both articles teeming with illustrations —The three 
fine portraits in Men and Women of the Time are Admiral Sir William 
Hewett, Mrs. Gladstone, and Dr. Richter. We are “hats off” to the 
lady.—There is a capital portrait of the Twenty-five Miles Amateur 
Tricycle Champion in The Magazine of Sport, which, by the way, is 





gm” To CORRESPONDENTS. 








The Editor does not bind Atmaei/ te acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions 
accompanied by a shamped and direcied enorlose 


likely to become a favourite “ Record and Review.”—T7he Religious 
Tract Socicty’s serials deserve all we can say in their favour.—Our 
good word goes to the praise of The Nursing Record and to The 
Young Man. 


The Salon, a new monthly magazine, may be safely prescribed by 
reason of its large and striking pictures, and its stories and gossip 
The last-named feature is by “KE. A. M.”—the initials of a well-known 
and conscientious journalist who should one of these days become 
E.A.M.-inent. 


Charles A. Gillig’s ‘Tours and Excursions in Great Britain,” by } 
Stephen F. Smart (United States Exchange). This is, like most | 
books of its class, more or less comprehensive, accurate, and useful. 
We can, however, conscientiously echo its advice to go everywhere | 
and see everything, “a day here and a day there.”’—“The Great 
Eastern Railway Company's Tourists’ Guide to the Continent.” 
Edited by Percy Lindley (123-125 Fleet Street), We have here 
another opportunity of commending Mr. Lindley’s skill in compiling 
these well-known and useful guide books—this being, perhaps, the 


— 





most complete.—“ Saturdays to Mondays,” by Kenneth Harrington |! 
Bellairs (T. P. Chapman). This is as good as other books of the kind. |' 





————— 


in no case will they he returned unites 
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Mr. Dripoint (a “ first-rate sailor,” as he has just taken occasion to tell his travelling companion, not for the first time since they have 
been on the briny).—" YOU DON’T APPEAR TO BE QUITE ENJOYING YOUR SEA TRIP, Miss JOLIFFE?” 

Miss Joliffe (petite, but volcanic when provoked).—* WELL, I DON’T SUPPOSE YOU'D ENJOY IT 80 MUCH IF THE WIND HAD 
BLOWN THE LAST WAVEY-PIN OUT OF YOUR BACK-HAIR, AND YOUR MAMMA WERE TOO ILL TO BE SPOKEN TO, AND YOU’D 
NOTHING IN THE WORLD TO DO BUT HOLD YOUR FISHERMAN’S CAP ON YOUR HEAD WITH ONE HAND, AND MIND YOUR PAPA’S 
WALKING-#TICK WITH THE OTHBR; AND PEOPLE ONLY TAKING NOTICE OF YOU TO MAKE RUDE REMARKS!” 


FIRE AND WATER. 











The Holiday Task. 
(BEE CARTOON.) 


HAVE you ever seen two mashers 
(More presentable than others, 
Being veritable slashers 
At “cutting out” their brothers 
When they go upon the spree 
By the border of the sea)? 
Have you ever seen their features 
Wear a most engaging smile, 
As they ogle two fair creatures 
Whom they walk behind the while? 
And the girls glance coyly, shyly, 
Then more affably and slyly, 
And they give an indication 
That they'd not object to try 
To escape the observation 





Of their guardian’s sharp eye, 
Who looks horrid as a griffin, 
And in hunger for his tiffin! 
I weuld bet a little money 
That you've seen a case like this; 
If you haven't, it seems funny, 
And you'll find it not amiss 
To become acquainted with its aspect soon, 
Which you can do by consulting our cartoon. 


THE latest American notion is to carry 
pent-up gas in the pocket. Wonders will 
never cease! Is an era of modesty about to 
dawn upon our American cousins? We com- 
mend the idea to our native “ gassers,”” who 
consume thousands of feet in the vain en- 
deavour to make themselves “ shining lights.” 





Mrs. PODMORE, poor old soul! is in sore 
trouble. She has got the brokers in. She 
can’t “abide” the man in possession ; his 
presence gives her such a feeling of “dis- 
traint”’ as she never felt afore. 








jus pa Price One Shilling. Post-free, 18. 2d. 
JOCKEY CLUB’ STORIES. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 





Jus Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 

“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E C. 
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Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. | 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


Reckitts 
Blue 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 





IS MARRIAGE A FAILURE? 
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(1) To the rescue goes an American ten- 
year-old-er, 
Not the other Darling (Grace) could 
have been bolder. 


(2) Back to America goes Blaine, a 
gainer 
Of much applause, and therefore no 
com-Blaiue-r, 








(3) The suggested telephone communi- | (5) The M.P. Swinburne slept (says an 
cation informer) 


With guards of trains might cause | Through Sexton and the heat—now 
some consternation. which was warmer? 
(4) “‘ Marriage a failure!’ Sometimes | (6) Jules Ferry, who would fain abolish | 


"tis, one's life through,” clerics, . 
Thinks Brown—much damaged by Was by an Abbot driven to hyste- | 


the things his wife threw. rics. 


daring, 


Rises at three to stand more earthen- 


wearing. 


(8) The Fleet at Liverpool was nigh 


deleted, 


It seems to have been un-Mersey- 


(7) The Emperor of China, young, but 


fully treated. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE CRITERION.—The revival of Betsy here is announced as “ with 
the original cast,” whereas “ with some of the original cast ” would 














THE ORITERION.—“ BETSY” BACK IN HER OLD PLACE. 


be a phrase better calculated to represent the situation. It is a mole- 
hill unworthy of expansion into a mountain ; but, if memory holds 
its seat in this distracted globe of mine, only four of the original cast 
are on the scene—Messrs. H. Standing, Geo. Giddens, A. Maltby, and 
Miss Lottie Venne to wit. Mr. W. J. Hill, whose Birkett was one of 
the drollest of his many droll impersonations, and Mr. Lytton 
Sothern, whose valuable qualities were almost first recognised in Dolly, 
are lost to us, Their places are well filled, though in quite another 
style, by the unctuous Mr. W. Blakeley and the sprightly Mr. A. 
Boucicault, and Misses Rose Saker and F. Robertson are welcome 
enough substitutes for Miss Mary Rorke and Mrs. Stephens, but they were 
not in “ the original cast,” any more than that promising and pleasing 
young lady, Miss E. Terriss, whose welcome presence graces the revival. 


Betsy'iisian exceptionally good specimen of the genus “ farcical 
comedy.” The ‘“system of doors” is carried to great perfection, the 
dialogue is pretty funny—very funny sometimes—and the situations 
laughable. Enough to make you laugh all the evening. I can’t quite 
find the moral that some people talk about, though, unless it is that 
it is a virtuous and amusing thing to deceive your ma and pa—not 
that I really feel under any necessity to find a moral at all, mind 
you. Anyway, go and see if you can find one; the management won’t 
complain if you keep on going till you succeed. 


THE GAIETY.— Polly's Venture, a new comedietta by Mr. M. 
Watson, has just been put on in front of Marina, She is “in active 
preparation,” 


OLYMPIA.—They’ve put a “Royal Irish Theatre” on at the 
Exhibition here. Being Irish, it of course scorns to put itself under 
the law, and is unlicensed for the stage plays, but Mr. Paul Valentine, 
by a simple method of selection, has formulated an entertainment of 
“ Trish song and dance” and called it Paddy's Wedding. It is worked 
off with great spirit by Miss Brian, Misses Cramer and Clayton, 
Messrs. Tom Fancourt, W. Bottrilland G. Moore. Mr. Fancourt is 
especially nimble on his pins and the collyanes are mostly good 
lookun’. An Irish jig is danced by a quartette of ladies; I knew it 
was an Irish jig at once, because two of the bhoys were girrls, bedad! 


A “SECOND PART” consists of a Conjuring and Ventriloquial En- 
tertainment by a gentleman whose name is, of course, not Hercat— 
though he performs under that style and title. There is no novelty 
in Hercat’s tricks, and his “ patter” wants writing up dreadfully, but 
he is neat and expert in his manipulations, and has a very pleasant 
address. His piéce de résistance, “ The Mystery of She,” a variation 
of “the disappearing lady,” etc., seems to want overhauling a bit. 
I don’t think 1 should let Ayesha recite. She looked nice all the 
time, but I liked her much better when she was waiting on Hercat as 
“Little Lord Fauntleroy.” You can't think how pleased I was when 
I thought she was going to bring round some of the magic coffee—I'd 
have had some if she had. Perhaps I shouldn't have liked it. 


Apropos of She, it is in active preparation at the Gaiety. 








THE MARYLEBONE.—Mr. Goahead Gascoigne (if he’ll allow me to 
call him so) presented his Bank Holiday week patrons with Siberia 
(from the Princess’s), he and “the missis” scoring like anything 
as Nikolai and Sara. This week New Babylon holds the fort. 





BANK Howrpay “at the Halls” was celebrated with “entire 
change” of programmes, though the result is little more than a shuff- 
ling of the cards. There was a special point here and there, though. 
The Alhambra has gone in for about as complete a change of company 
as possible. The ballets—Antiope and Enchantment remain, but 
for the rest all is change, and now “here may you see” Mr, J. 
Fawn, Lieut. Cole, Misses Minnie Mario, and Billee Barlow, the beau- 
tiful Geraldine and many another. The Empire;shows us, among 
others, Signor Cinquevalli, La Belle Amoros, the Sisters Leamar, Tom 
Squire, and a brand-new dancer in Dilara—Signorina Maria Guiri— 
from—where do you think ?—La Scala, Milan! Messrs. Arthur Corney, 
Henri Clark, A. G. V.,Sam Redfern, and G. H. Macdermott, Misses 
Katie Seymour, Harriet Vernon and the irrepressible Bessie Bellwood 
are to be found at the “ Pav.,” where, by the way, the earliest part of 
the entertainment contains no female figure. Mr. A. G. Vance is also 
to be found at the Trevor, where Signor Aldo Martini illusions as he 
is wont to illusion to the “ Court of Italy.” Misses May Livingstone, 
Eunice Irving, Newham, Nina Engel, and Violet Evelyn, the Sisters 
Collins, and La Petite Bertoto—all clever girls, and most of them 
“nice,” likewise take part in a show which, in contradistinction to 
that of the “ Pav.” is particularly “girlish.” That is what I like, so 
I shall go often. 


You will be glad to hear that She is in active preparation at the Gaiety. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Sweet 'Lavender reached the 150th perform- 
ance, high water mark, last Tuesday, (14th) and Mr. Brickwell 
informs me that it is still growing. On the same authority I am ina 
position to state that Mr. T. C. Valentine, Mr. Terry’s stage manager, 
is off across the briny ocean next month to produce the piece at the 
Lyceum Theatre, New York, U.S.A. I therefore state it—Mr, W. F. 
Glover has just started once more on his wild career, otherwise his 
new tour, with Olivette. Misses Ivy Warner, Marion Erle (high in 
provincial favour for many performances of Serpolette, serpolettively 
good, in Les Cloches de Corneville) and Ethel Murray, and Messrs. 
John H.: Rogers, W. G. Bedford, Hilton St. John, and Lloyd Townrow 
(who, I am informed, are not “ messers”’ at all), are included in the 
“strong” company he has enlisted.—Mr. Lionel Brough’s season at 
Toole’s, having resulted in very little paper indeed, he will continue 
The Paper Chase at the Royalty. The run commenced on Monday 
last.—TZhe Monk’s Room will be played at the Globe in October with 
Miss Alma Murray in her original part, and I hear that the lady 
contemplates management; at present she only lacks the trifling 
items, a play and a theatre. Theatres are as plentiful as blackberries, 





COVENT GARDEN.—“* AT THE ‘PROMS,’” 


Inquiring Mind.—“ Why do they call them Prommynard Concerts, I wonder?” 
Informing Tongue.—* Oh, because we keep going backwards and forwards to 
and from the bar all the evening, you know.” 
but a really good play—but pray excuse me a moment—where did I 
put those tragedies of mine? I must just go and hunt them up. 
Good-bye. NESTOR. 


P.S.—I just stop the press to say that She is in active preparation 
at the Gaiety. 
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KNICKNACKS. 


Military Examiner.—“ Presuming that you should require a meat 
tender, what steps would you take?” 

Young Officer.—“ Haw—why, I—haw—suppose I should—haw— 
have it boiled !” [ Receives Commissariat appointment at once. 


WE learn from a contemporary that last week a deputation from 
the London Fish Trade Association waited on Sir Michael Hicks 
Beach. In the absence of sufficient accommodation in Billingsgate 
Market, we presume that the beach is the best place for those con- 
nected with the fishing industry to wait upon. 


we Jor the Prosecution.—* Do you know the prisoner at the 
T ” 

Witness.—“ Yes, wuss luck! ” 

Teg the P.—“ Would you feel disposed to believe him upon his 
oa 7 ” 

Witness.—“ Well, that depends, yer see. If so be as he were that 
ee oo he didn’t know what he was a-sayin’ on, p’r’aps I might, 

ut not else, 





IT is strange how different the same thing will appear when seen 
from different aspects. For instance, a procession of working men 
on their way to the Park to protest against some real or fancied in- 
jury or injustice, is, from their point of view, a demonstration ; from 
that of the old-fashioned Tory, it is a demon’s-tration ; while from 
the standpoint of the nervous and nearly obsolete Whig, it becomes 
& de-monster-ation. 





—— 





Son.— What is the meaning, dad, of ‘a storm is brewing’?” 

Father.—“ It is an expression chiefly used at sea,my boy, when the 
water begins to boil, the clouds to rise in the yeast, when the wind 
becomes so strong as to make them malt-er their eourse, and the sea- 
men begin to look forward to a watery bier,” 


THE Chinese are ruled by what is essentially a “ bamboo”’ govern- 
ment, while our American cousins assert that theirs is a “ bamboozle” 
government; but it is left to the Government of our disunited little 
kingdom to combine the two, with a strong emphasis on the doozle, 


She (reading from newspaper).— Some ruins have been discovered 


at Chersonese, in the neighbourhood of Sevastopol.” 

He (an old soldier, and deaf ).— Cursin’ easy in the neighbourhood 
of Sebastopol? Ah, I can remember, during the Russian War, when 
there was some pretty hard cursin’ near there. In fact, pretty near 
everything was hard out there, hard frosts, hard work, hard biscuit 
hard fighting, everything except hard cash—we didn’t get much of 
that.” 





ScENE—Leicester Square. 
First Frenchman,—“ Ah, my dear Alphonse, is it you? And how do 
you carry yourself, my friend?” 
Second Frenchman.—“I carry myself well, thank you! That is, as 
well as is ible in this terrible country. What a climate, my 


friend! What an execrable climate!” 
First Frenchman.—“ My friend, it is all for the best, for if it were 


not for their thrice-accursed climate these thickheaded pigs of English 
would have nothing to talk about.” 
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Is Marriage a Failure? 


THs highly important question is just now attracting 
so much public attention that (on this account alone, and 


to open a correspondence of his own upon the subject. 
The following letters have already arrived :— 

Squalor Court, Sloper’s Island, 8.E.E. 

To THE EDITOR oF Fon.—S1R,—Is marriage a failure? 
Is it not? OuT-OF-WORK FATHER OF FIFTEEN. 
Vinegar Gardens, N.E. 

S1r,—Marriage is a failure. I have studied the question 
for thirty years, and I ought to know. SPINSTER, 
Millbank. 

Mr. Fun,—I certainly consider marriage a failure. I 

speak from experience. I marriedjthree ladies, all of whom 

are living—in consequence am compelled for some years 
to reside at above address. TRIGAMNIST. 
Pig and Whistle, 

S1r,—Marriage is worse than a failure, it isa fraud. I 

married a young person some time ago, and she actually 

expects me to keep her and our children; and, what's 


more, the law compels me todo so, This ought to be seen 
into. BRITON. 


Sor,—I hear they’re axin’ if wedlock’s a failure. Bedad, 
an’ itis! My man Dennis gave me the cross word a month 
back, an’ I tapped him over the “I suppose” wid a flat- 
iron; and the owld divvle of a magisthrate bound me over 
to kape the pace. Failure, sor! It’s bankruptcy, bedad ! 

HIBERNIA. 


DEAR FuN,—Marriage a failure? Yes, for failures, 
For manly men and womanly women it’s a blessing and 
a success. My better half and I have proved it; so I’m 
sure have yourself and Mrs, FUN, to whom united regards. 

CONSTANT READER, 





TURNING OVER A NEW LEAF. 


Smith.—“ HULLO, MAJOR! WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH YOUR 
TABLE? THE CLOTH SEEMS TOO SMALL FOR IT.” 





without the slightest regard to the fact that Parliament |) 
and the Law Courts have risen), Mr. FUN has determined |. 


Major.—“ SUMMER TIME, MY Boy, SUMMER TIME. THE TABLE IS 
MADE OF GRBEN WOOD, AND IS THROWING OUT NEW LEAVES—TWIG?” 
[ Up to going to press, we have been unable to ascertain whether 

that little dinner terminated fatally or not. 


HE prided himself on being a“sharp” man. Well, he 
was ; we give him that in. He was so sharp, in fact, that 
he frequently got made a tool of. You see one can be too 
sharp, even for this wicked world. 











Mrs. Mona Caird’s Craze, 
WRITTEN IN A MONA-TONE, 
Al1R—“ The Miller of Dee.” 
THERE was a lady-writer once whose name began with C., 


OvR good old crusted British grumbler and confirmed bachelor has 

_ made a heavy consignment of spleen just lately against “such rub- 
_ bish” (as he calls them) “as Schools of Art for Girls.” He says 
| there are plenty of designing young women in the world without 
bringing them up to it. 





Who wrote an essay which supplied much stuff for the D. 7. ; 


== 





Her essay sneered at the nuptial knot, “Let the sexes,” she says, | 


“be free,” 
For she Caird for no mere married folk, and nobody Caird for she! 


In the Westminster Review she wrote, “ Let marriage abolished be,” 
And being the silly season, there appeared in the said D. 7. 

No end of letters, good, bad, and mad from the much amused B. P., 
But Mona Caird for none of the lot, and none of 'em Caird for she. 


Marriage a failure she pronounced, and declared she'd like to see 
The sexes living just how they liked, with a fig for matrimonee ; 
But a lot said “ Nay,” and a few cried “ Yea,” in epistolary glee, 
But they cared not for Mona Caird, nor even for the D, 7, 


The i old custom, as we know, can't always successful be, 

For husbands and wives, whatever their lives, from faults aren't 
entirely free ; 

But these “strong-minded " fools with their “ free-love" rules, are all 
of them at sea— 

“Good for woman and man is the regular plan,” says the strong 
common-sense B, P. 





Fly! 
THE Hessian fiy that Miss Ormerod writes of 
In Thanet still stops and gorges crops ; 
This strange (Ormer)-od-dity greedily bites 
The growing grain and the hop-portune hops. 

















We must catch them, and fill these fierce fly-tolk with awe— 
For, remember, “ pos-Hessian's nine points of the law.” 


A POST-MORTEM ENQUIRY. 


Customer.—“I say, waiter, this venison hasn’t been hung.” 


A WIGGED Man.—He who wears a toupee. 


believe i 


Waiter (new to the line).—‘’Ung, sir? In course not, sir. I 


was shot 
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The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde. 
In A MINIM-GLAss. 
Sarip Dr. Jekyll to his patients kind, 
“I’ve diagnosed—conceiv'd a perfect plan of you ; 


Take this prescription, and, dear sir, you'll find 
It speedily will make another man of you.” 





But, scorning a well-known professional rule, 
Good Dr. Jekyll did a thing was rash of him— | 
Physic'd himself, like any other fool, | 
And very quickly found it made a hash of him. 


“ Another man of him” it made, no doubt, 
A second self, for ever cheeking him, 
Who from his laboratory ne’er stirr’d out, _ 
But somebody at once went Hyde-and-seeking him ; 








A second self, but painfully unlike— | 
A monster charg’d with humours reprehensible, | 
Who went about just like a soul on strike, 
Committing acts that were quite indefensible. | 


These doings Dr. Jekyll saw with grief 
Were ruination to the good repute of him, 
And wildly sought in chemicals relief 
From drugs that had made such a fearful brute of him. 


But all in vain; for ugly Mr. Hyde, 

His “ other self,” pursued, to earth was run at last, 
And poor self-doctored Dr. Jekyll died, 

So ending Mr. Hyde’s (his double’s) fun at last. 





THE City “pots” vote ’gainst the “ constant supply,” 

For its “exes.,” they say, are so awfully high ; 

A “fiver” for each set of fittings they’d claim, | 

Which no doubt would make many exclaim, “Fi-ver | 
shame!” | 

A great Corporation, no man can deny— 

Of “‘fat-headed cheek” has a “ constant supply.” - 


Wat-er Shame! | 
} 
| 

















The Descent of Man. 


WE do derive satisfaction from the contemplation of the 
misfortunes of others. Look at the thousands who flock 
to see the “fall” of Professor Baldwin at the Alexandra 
Palace. To see him shoot up and parachute down is a new 
sensation to the many-headed, and not the less enjoyable 
from the risk incurred—by someone else. 





YOUTH IS SO INGENUOUS! 





The Hon. Mr, Cadet.—‘M ay I, MY DEAR MISS ANGENU, HAVE THE 
PLEASURE OF THE NEXT VALSE WITH you?” 

Miss Angenu.—‘ THANKS—N-NO. 
FOR YOUR ELDER BROTHER, LORD GOOZEBILL, WHOM MAMMA I8 
MAN(EUVRING—I MEAN INTENDING—TO BRING OVER TO ME PRE- 
SENTLY. THE NEXT QUADRILLE BUT ONE AFTER THAT—IF YOU VERY 
MUCH WISH FOR IT.” 


I THINK I MUST RESERVE THAT 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “Fun,” 


S1R,—I’m alive to tell the tale! But, if I were not strong and 
hale and hadn't kept my courage up by taking, from the friendly 
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cup that does inebriate, a pull and wrapped myself in cotton wool, 
| and fixed myself inside a thing that's not a hammock or a swing (of 














that I'll take my solemn oath) but very much resembles both—had I 
not done all this, I say, I'd not most like been here to-day. In short, 
I came to Inverness on board the East-West-Coast Express that takes 
a minute to a mile, and though I left it at Carlisle, it shook me up to 
that degree as, on my word, you never see. You see—no doubt 
you've heard the same—the Co.s are having quite a game, and ev'ry 
day they have a burst to see who'll reach Auld Reekie first (which is 
the name, I may depone, by which fair Edinbro’ is known). And 


| now the train of the East-West will up and score a level best; anon 
| the train of the West-East, will have two seconds in at least, and folks, 
| meantime, exclaim in doubt, “What are the plaguy things 


about ?”’ 

Well, sir, I say I do not smile about that run to fair Carlisle. We 
whizzed along as arrows go projected from a Tartar’s bow, we flashed 
through tunnels, dashed up hills (1 thought foreboding thoughts of 
spills), passed things before we'd time to think, (the biggest stations 
seemed to wink, and ere we'd realized them quite were far behind us, 
out of sight), we swayed and swung and roared along to one long 
puff-and-rumble song, and apprehension filled my mind until to all 
things I was blind. My face grew pale, I clenched my teeth, my 
knees collided underneath, the perspiration started forth, upon that 
journey to the north, and as we rattled onward so, a-oscillating to and 
fro, comparisons I'd institute to Baldwin in his parachute, and with 
anxiety and fright my hair was turned completely white (or would 
have done, I may explain, had any chanced to now remain). 

However, I’ve recovered now (but “never more” I firmly vow), 
and am ensconced within my house with parties who are at my 
grouse. I think I told you once before I never venture o'er the door 


| on any errand so absurd as squelshing lithe bits of birds, but latterly 


I’ve been inclined to venture on a change of mind; if “why” you 


ask, you'll ask in vain, but p’r’aps the picture may explain. At any 


rate I'll leave you thus, yours faithfully, TROPHONIUS. 
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OUR GUVVERNIN’ BODDYY. 


(TOLD BY A VILLAGER.) 


“WELL, I dunno, but I caan’t bellup a-thinkin’ as we made a mistake in a-tryin’ for to immitate big cities when we chose a guvvernin’ body for our village. 
‘Big cities knows best,’ was what our people sayed. 





—_ 


“ And then they up an’ elected Amos, the gipsy as was so well knowed— 
specially by the poultry and linen—about the neighbrood, 













































“And Mister Litefinger, a friend o° Mister Sikes’s, as Mister Picdder, our constable, said he knowed so well be sight. Well, and some’ow—nobboddy couldn't seem 
to tell "ow—this 'ere guvvernin’ boddy all got as rich as you like in the course o’ three weeks, 
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“And some'ow we all got a sort of a habit in our village of a-burryin’ of our spoons, and watches, and odd things, into a box, and a-settin’ on it w’enever one o’ 
they guvvernin’ boddy gents appeared reund the corner. I dunno if they do that sort o' thing in the big city as we wanted to immitate!” 
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A SWORD DANCE OF JUSTICE. 
THE MACPARNELL HAVING HIS 








“FLING.” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 86. 
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THE WAVE OF AEORTIVE INQUIRY. 


E came and 
woke us up out 
of our sweet 
tranquil sleep, 
in the middle 
of the night. 
“T can't help 
it—it’s all joy! 
Things have 
taken a turn!” 
he shouted. 
Then he hop- 
ped seven 
distinct times 
over the bed, 
and stood on 






his head, waving his feet in the air. 
“I’m a made man—no more swindles—the day of reformation has 
arrived! Suchacleansweep! Such departments I shall have—proud 
of ’em isn’t the word! Admiration of the whole universe!” 

We knew him well enough. He was not given to be thus jubilant ; 
on the contrary ; he was the British Taxpayer. 

“ Cleaning out the Augean stables, that’s what they’re doing. No 
more incompetent, overpaid, redundant, effete officials! Nota bit of 
it—wave of revolution set in—every British departmental official 
suddenly become honest—think of that!” 

We tried to; but it didn’t seem to be a graspable subject. We 
begged him to give us something a bit easier to begin on. 

“ Haven't you read about it in the papers?” he said, “ one depart- 
ment after another! Commission of enquiry—all sorts of awful 
scandals dragged out—system condemned root and branch—thorough 
reformation recommended 1. 

“ Ha—humph—ye-es—just so,” we said enthusiastically. 

“ Yes—to begin with here’s this searching enquiry into the doings 
of the London Long Firm. That body’s to be done away with right 
out—not a trace left of it. No more of its officials’ little underhanded 
games at my expense. They’re going to make a clean sweep of it, 
and save me thousands and thousands a year. Then there’s the 
Superfluous Department of the Redundancy Office : do you see they’ve 
been enquiring into the working of that too? Oh yes. They find 
that it is unnecessary to have three heads to the department, each 
drawing ten thousand a year for holding the same office as the other 
two, and they find it inadvisable to have nine deputy heads, and 
twenty-seven sub-deputy heads, and eighty-one vice sub-deputy heads, 
and a hundred and seventy-nine clerks to add up one column of 
figures, and seventeen messengers to fetch one cab. Oh, I assure you 
the Commissioners don't spare the department a bit—it’s most pecu- 
liar, it really is! 

“Then there’s the Mental Deficiency Office. In this case the Com- 
missioners are of 6; -nion that it is inconsistent with the public interest 
to pay princely salaries to twenty idiots from Earlswood who happen 
to be the nephews of influential officials, and to require keeping. 
They recommend a vast change there, y'know. Then there’s the 
Naval Blunders Office, and the Military Blunders Office: here the 
Commissioners consider that it is inadvisable to continue the system 
of choosing the officials by tossing a penny among a crowd provided 
with Special Disqualification Certificates. 

“Then there are no end of other enquiries, 





They recommend the 
introduction of 
a few gentle- 
men into the 
House of Com- 
mons te im- 
prove the tone. 
I’m sure [ can't 
calculate how 
much I[ owe to 
these honest 
Commissioners, 
they show such 
a sturdy deter- 
mination to 
crush out every 
form of dis- 
honesty. Tra- 
la-la! isn't it 
comforting? 
Ta-ta ! 
“Really seems to be quite a wave of reformation come over the 
official spirit of Britain, doesn't there? Quite an awakening of 
ministerial and administrative conscience of this great country ! 
Come and tell you more soon,” : 











With that he skipped jubilantly off, and in a few days, as he did 
not return, we looked him up. =a 

He did not seem quite so lightsome and gay; he was biting his 
thumb-nail. 

“ Well” we said, “about these great reformations—the London Long 
Firm—the Superfluous Department of the Redundancy Office, 
the——”” : 

“Eh? Oh-ah. Well, in the case of the London Long Firm, 
the Commissioners recommend that the whole body shall be 
abolished " . 

“ Ah—serve ‘em jolly well right!” we said, “that'll teach the dis- 
honest members that roguery never prospers. And what happy day 
is the Firm to breathe its last?” 

“ Well—some time towards the end of the next century—after the 
death of the heirs of the present members: so that the rogues in it 
may be able to enjoy their little gains to the utmost. But there are 
the other departments yet—no doubt it’ll be very different with them.” 

In another little while we looked him up again. He was biting al/ 
his nails—tearing them limb from limb. 

“About those other departments,’ we said, “the Redundancy 
Office—the Mental Deficiency Office—the——”’ 

He emitted a long, long howl. 

“While condemning in the most emphatic manner the abuses, 
malpractices, blunders, dishonesty, and inefficiency of these various 
departments, and expressing their unqualified horror that such a state 
of things should be possible, the Commissioners cannot see their way 
to cast the blame on any particular official, and are of opinion that 
each official (taken personally) should be rather rewarded than 
punished for his roguery or incompetency, and they therefore recom- 
mend the thorough reorganisation of the department—one hundred 
years from the present date.” 

We bathed the Taxpayer’s temples, and presently he feebly opened 
his eyes. 

“ And when,” we asked, “is the other Commission to sit?” 

“The other?” he sobbed. 

“ Yes—the Commission to enquire into the Utility, Capacity, In- 
yvenuousness, and Cost of the other Commissions, and to discover how 
much money they are likely to save to the Taxpayer.” 

We put our ear close to his mouth, and faintly caught the words, 
“ Please—don’t—suggest—it |—I’m—poor--enough—now !” 











In-cradle-us. 


No, no; get away—we won't believe it. It is a base endeavour to 
calumniate a noble people struggling for freedom. Tell us that 
mothers in Ireland punish their refractory male infants by “ boy- 
cotting” them! No, you don’t father that upon us. 





CONSTITUTIONAL AGITATION.—Spasms. 
































A NEW USE FOR THE SUMMER HAT. 
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FoR a picnic off to the woods went | "Tis true that a frog made one nymph And that certain nicc damsels had , But all our couples in vale and 
we, near expire, (butter behind, brought along [cate — dell 
Those“ stand-off ” hats, the silly young (In spite of a stag and a gipsy hag), 








And in spite of the blights of two old And that someone unkind, left the 
‘ t ; } hlink.eve Rrown wer ary ; ‘ hil ar ; m thi ; 
We n irights And that blink-eyed Brown went and And that Phil and Flo zg (fromthe | To judge from our artist, got on very 
© Managed to join in a spree Dathed in the mire; throng. . well 
' 
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JAPANESE JUMPS. 


N Buckletho Brown were com- 
bined a mind 
And nature not over refined. In- 
clined 
To be antagonistic 
In matters artistic ; 
But fairly to such things resigned 
—or b — 
As long as he’d daintily dined. 


The wife he had chosen to court, 


report 
Described as a different sort—in 
short, 
Tear bottles, bulrushes, 
Enamelling brushes, 
And “drapings” she hungered to 
sport, a mort, 
With ardour that nothing could 
thwart. 


Now Brown was a little bitigay, 
they say, 
And “ business” would call him away—to stay 
With “ chappies” and royster 
mee ry 4 and oyster, 
With magnums of dry Perrier Jouét, 
And port for to moisten his clay). 


One day, on the usual plea (ah, me!) 
He started away on the spree,with glee 
And happy elation, 
For three weeks’ “ vacation,” 
With fellows as lively as he (N.B., 
They never came home to their tea). 


His wife, feeling dull, emits sighs, and cries, 
Till, all of a sudden, she dries her eyes. 
She's hit on a notion, 
With wifely devotion, 
To see if she can’t, if she tries, devise 
For Bucky a pleasant surprise. 


Her mind to the matter she brings, and sings, 
The knell of brass cornice, its rings and things, 
The old-fashioned clusters 
Of vases and “ lustres ” 
Of Philistine aspect that stings and clings— 
She forces them all to take 


She packs off “her sticks ” to some man’s in vans. 
Her rooms very carefully scans and plans 
Complete renovation 
And redecoration 
As bpm we by Japanese clans—with cans 
And brackets and saucers and fans. 





She put up the sort of a frieze one sees, 

With wall-papers “so Japanese,”—with fleas (!) 
And spider and lizard, 
And scenes where a blizzard— 





Or some such description of breeze—agrees 
To comb out the of the trees. 


_ 


2) 


\ 
ae 





OYA VAG aA Z 


Then mats that appear to be made to fade 
(So tender and neutral in shade) she laid, 
And, furthermore, got a 
Few plaques (terra-cotta), 
And these on the walls she displayed, arrayed 
With scraps from the Lowther Arcade— 


Wool, shaped to resemble May-bugs and slugs, 
Small representations of Thugs—and pugs, 
Mosquitoes (not real ’uns), 
. And monkeys (Chenille ’uns), 
And snaky decanters, and jugs like frugs, 
With open expressions and mugs. 


Then she spread in the middle “‘a bite,” at night, 
And when she considered it quite all right, 
Extremely complacent 
She sat down adjacent, 
Awaiting the rapture of bright delight 
Her husband should show at the sight. 


When Brown came along from his spree, howbe 
With biliousness his to a free degree, 

Instead of delighted, 

His looks were affrighted. 
“T’ve got ’em again!” muttered he, “I see 
Blue frogs and green crabs—it’s D. T,!” 
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But never a word did he say— | With horror to see him so bad 


nay! nay! (the cad !) 
For giving yourself right away | She sent for the doctor like mad, 
don’t pay— my lad— 
But cold perspiration A short conversation— 


And wild agitation A quick explanatio 
Sufficed the wretch Brown to | And—seeing the Way they'd been 
betray—oh, yea, had—egad ! 
He looked like a felon at bay. 





gad 
Both swore to abandon their fad | 
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CORPULENCE AND CLIM(B)ATE. 


[A new cure for corpulence is being largely written about in 
sundry journals. The chief prescription is that the sufferer should 
climb continually up hills and mountains, or even frequently up- 
stairs, by way of compulsory exercise.] 


O rE who suffer largely from obesity and so forth— 
O ye who daily wear more flesh than you have any 
Bal came 
O ye who ase so embonpoint that you can scarcely go 
forth— 
Take — of grace, and calmly to this recipe pay 
heed— 
Certain Continental doctors of tremendous reputation 
Now offer to the Unco’ Fat a cure thatis sublime ; 
It seems that if the corpulent design attenuation, 
The = for their complaint is “Climb, climb, 
imb!” 


(Singing ) 

“Some like this thing, some like that, 

For regaining decent figures and reducing fat— 
But this getting up heights will reduce you round the 
middle— 

And a getting upstairs with “ fattiest ” will agree. 


First catch your cliffs gnd mountains, either foreign- 
made or British, 

Then resolutely climb them and perspire and pant 
and puff, 

Mayhap at first they'll “ wind ” you—and you won't feel 
over skittish, 

Indeed, no doubt you'll quickly feel that you have had 
enough— 

But don’t despair, don’t waver, but, with spirit that’s 
unbending, 

Keep on trudging, trudging, trudging, mounting, 
mounting all the time, 

Let “Excelsior” be your motto when steep mountains 
you're ascending, 

And never cease to climb, climb, climb, 


(Singing ) 

Some like this cure, some like that, 

For keeping down the corpulence which some call 
“ fat,” 

Sucha getting up hills, though, to make a fellow thinner, 

Such a getting up heights you never did see ! ! 


If a scarcity of mountains where you're living should 
prevent you 

From sampling this prescription which possesses so 
much worth, 

Common or garden stairs, it seems, will easily content 
you— 

But you mnst climb them often if you’d fain reduce 
your girth. 

Of course, you'll choose your time to climb—from morn- 
ing, after “ tub’’-time 

Right down, say, untoevening—till ’tis just on dinner 
time— 

It would not be very wise perhaps to venture after club- 
time, 

Up your balustrade to climb, climb, climb. 


(Singing, maybe) 

“Shum shoose this cure, shum shoose that 

For reducin’ cor-cor-corpulence and keepin’ down fat, 
Such-a-getting-up-shtairs really tries an individdle. 
Such-a-getting-up-shtairs is awkward after three.” 





Ex-Stream ! 

THAMES water’s now purer, they say, 
So gratefully let us hooray, 

And make of the statement some mems. 
You'll own it was long enough bad, 
So, therefore, we ought to be glad 

If it is only better pro Tem.(s), 
So now let us drink a few doses 
To mark its Me-Thames-y-chosis. 





FLEET’s TREAT.—The Naval Manceuvres. 
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THE. PARA-CHUTING SEASON. 


AWFUL COME-DOWN OF A LIBERAL Unronist.—(See Chamberlain's Letter 
to the * Times” of the 13th inst.) 
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New Leaves. 


“ JoHN BULL’s Army ; from a French Point of View,” by capil Hector France 
(Whittaker & Co.). It is worth while to read this book attentively, and think over 
what the author thinks.—“ A Practicable Decimal System,” by R. T. Rohde (Effing- 











ham Wilson). The ultimate success of some such decimal system as is here 
propounded seems to be, sooner or later, about as certain as that there are ten 


tens in a hundred—at least, we are on the “ Rohde.” 
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CUTTING. 


(Uncle takes Tommy to Barber to have his hair cut.) 


Barber.—" WELL, TOMMY, HOW DO YOU WANT YOUR HAIR cur?” 
Tommy.—“ OH, SHORT, PLEASE, WITH A HOLE IN THE MIDDLE, LIKE UNCLE’S!” 








But then, you see, Charles Stewart P., 
Beset with legal crashes, O, 

Is much imbued with Scottish “ bluid,” 
So, bedad, he not so rash is, O. 


A Sword Dance of Justice. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE MacParnell, of the Home Rule clan, 


To have his fling now dashes, O, The Zimes at him still lashes, O, 
Although he is an Irish man, So he after Walter’s cash is, O, 
- To Scotland off he flashes, se And MacGladstone still 
is “green” coat now clashes, O, With bagpipes shrill 
With the plaid with which he mashes, O, Plays while MacParnell flashes, O. 
The sword-dance he 





Performs with glee, 
And thus the 7imes he “ fashes,” O. 


The Zimes and Tory claymores both 
Would on him deal great gashes, O, 
But he for London lawyers loth 
In Scotland makes big flashes, O. 
Say “ Green” folks, “ He rash is, O,” 
As through this dance he dashes, O, 
The Highland fling 
Of the Uncrowned King, 
Has startled his'‘attachés, O. 


THE nine days’ evolutions which were to 
have followed after the termination of the 
Naval Manceuvres have been abandoned, the 
reason being, so says a little bird, that the 
land-lords (of the Admiralty) won’t allow 
any ‘‘extras” for coal and firing. And yet 
we are a grate power | 











A DECIDED NOVELTIE.—A new cravat. 


Jleeting show.” 


Jones.—“ What is your opinion of the latest 
bit of nautical humbug that has been got up 
to hoodwink the British taxpayer—this so- 
called Mobilization of the Fleet?” 

Smith.—“ Judging by the way in which 
the ships are running one another down and 
otherwise coming to grief, I should call ita 
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JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 





Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, F.C. 








WHAT IS BIME JUICE 
The enswes te tas & howls bo THE 










" ee 
Ce Singha Pye 2 
“ an - = > ae - 
em 7 a <"o . = ote - 
* ‘ + ae a > + aera = 
en piven me ~ - : 


oe ae 
Pn Fy 
* ~ 








without 


tan VICE of te LIME 
alone is the Lime Tree cultivated for this | , 
ec eee= Cadbury 
ABSOLUTELY t 


| PURE AND 
ond Pints, can 
weeny BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 









SOLUBLE. 


‘s 
coa 





SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


ee el 


C.BRANDAUER &C?s 


IRCULAR 
POINTED 


et a i et a el el ee a 


Write as smoothly as a jead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new — 


Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted 

Box, or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co.'s 

Pax Works, BIRMINGHAM ; or to their Whol 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London, E.C. 








le A els a ET, Sali 














sesactyes 


eo Cpr «aca ee 

















“ FUN’S” 





TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) Egypt's dismayed, and with fear 
At Italy's taking the Zula cake, 


(2) A pwelve-year girl having 
slong,” 
The kiddies will Al(1)pine 


} 
Ong. 








doth quake (3) The Princess Christian inclines to Rome— 
Saysome, but her ma thinks she’d beet stay at 
home. 
climbed “Mong 
| (4) Among bonnie Scots is the Belgian King, 
to do it ere 


Sil 





“How happy coald I be with heather.’ he'll | 


(5) Some Civil List Pensioners reap golden fruit 
By giltily saying they’re “ destitute.” 


(6) Von Moltke retires—Wilhelm grasps his hand 
As von of the best of the German band. 
‘) No bathing in Regent's Canal or the Lea 
; is ruil ot | 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ANOTHER lull in the theatrical firmament—probably the last of 
the season, the calm that precedes the storm—for there are already 

















THE COoMEDY.—* UNCLES AND AUNTS.” 


signs of re-awakening. During the week just past, however, nothing 
of importance has thought proper to happen. Next week, so early as 
to be almost this week (speaking as a writer who is always a week 
behind his readers), we shall have Mr. Lestocq’s and Mr. Everard’s 
Uncles and Awnts at the Comedy, and a bit later on (“ last Satur- 
day,” from the reader’s point of view), there will be Mr. H. Bracy at 
the Avenue with Mr. Arthur Law's Gladys, over which we will be 
as Gladys we possibly can, and Messrs. Reece and Righton’s Don 
Juan Juanior, containing Miss Ada Beminster and a lot of nice girls, 
whom, if you do not “cotton” to, you deserve consignment to the 
deepest Don Juan beneath the castle moat—I don’t know why. 

On Saturday next Moy from the reader's point of view) Mr. Beer- 
bohm Tree re-opens theatre—which, you may remember, is the 
Haymarket—presenting Captain Swift, the play by Mr. Haddon 
Chambers, which was produced for a run of one afternoon a short 
time ago. Before that, however (to-morrow, in short), Pepita will 
put in her appearance at Toole’s, with Miss Wadman, the tuneful 
and taking, in the principal part. Jee-oy! Until these things come 
off, though, the poor critic’s life is a blank—adreary, empty blank. 


So (speaking for myself) he’s going ‘to borrow a pound, and 
for a week's holiday at the a 7 opp 3 





THESE are the times when, lying on your back on damp, uncom- 
fortable shingle, the sky threatening rain, and last week’s seaweed 
flavouring the ambient air, your imagination deluding you into the 
belief that you are laying ina huge stock of health when you are only 
gathering the materials for a good sturdy three-ply, copper-bottomed, 
same-all-through cold, that all sorts of small items of news and 
gossip, which at other times you would scarce regard with aught save 
scorn, en your pleased attention. Some such things catch my 
ears as I lie (please don’t misunderstand the latter expression), and 
you shall have the benefit. 


THE GAIETY (where, as I informed you last week,: She is in active 
preparation) has burst into poetry— 
“In and skie and sea 
Strange thynges ther be, 
So doubte notte ther is Shee.” 
I think this is\rightly quoted—nearly. We can't expect everything 
at once, but I nr suggest a little rhythm in the next effort; the 


spelling is simply disgraceful. 


Miss FANNY DEVONPORT says it is not true that she is married ; 
well, I’m very sorry for her, I’m sure—also for the feller that hasn't 
Tg along yet, but I don’t see how I can help it—I’m married my- 





IT was: weeping fit to break its little heart, it was, and nothing 
would console it. In vain the bystanders remarked “There! there, 
then!” and “ Did ums,” nor could they for ever so long discover the 
cause of its grief. Had it been writing strong little articles and 
apologising for fear of libel actions? Had another child-actress been 
announced toappear? Hadacontemporary paper been hitting it? No, 








it was none of these things. At last it waselicited that someone in a play 
had called an actress “ Tottie,” and the unmerited slur thus cast upon 
an honourable profession was more than the poor little thing could 
bear. Such was the heartrending tale sob into the ear of the 
sympathetic philanthropist who kindly saw it to its home in Welling- 
ton Street, where it dried its little eyes and wrote a beautiful and 
pathetic article, showing that there never was in all its career any- 
thing but good in the profession; and if actors and actresses are a 
little bit naughty, we’ve nothing whatever to do with their private 
lives, and that Mr. Jine Flats had gone to Norway, and Miss Cottonpad 
was at Llandudno, and little Spanglewink had gone to the dogs. 





A GRATIFYING whisper next. The Globe Theatre performance of | 


Frou-Frou, in aid of Miss Woodworth’s Buttercup and Daisy Fund, 
in conjunction with presents received in answer to that kindly lady’s 
appeal, has resulted in a fortnight’s holiday in the country for “over 
three hundred sick children collected from the poorest districts of 
London.” If in some things it seems better to be a sick child of the 
poor than a hard-worked and down-trodden journalist, it would 


appear that it is best of all to be a beautiful, successful, and kind- 
hearted actress, inasmuch as it is better to give (or cause to be given) | 


than to receive. 





AND now I think we'll have some Nods and Winks. 


Nops AND WINKS.—I’ve just received a cutting from the Barber- 
ton Herald by book post from South Africa—open at all the ends— 
on which our Postal Authorities have promptly surcharged me for 
letter post, of course. The cutting is about Charles Du Val, a mono- 
logue entertainer, who is touring the world, I think. He’s got as far 
as Barberton on the journey, and has been very successful in that 


town. This is rather gratifying, I should think, and draws the tear} 


of sympathy. Charles is a very good fellow, and has got Mrs. C., and 
Mr. F. Carter (late proprietor of the late Journalist) with him, and is. 
going on to India, China, and Japan, and I wish him every success, 
but there are much better entertainers around than he.—Mr. Wilson 
Barrett has got the lease of the Leeds Grand Theatre after all; this 
pleases me, though I can’t in the least say why.—Joseph’s Sweetheart, 


which was excellently played by the “ understudies’” during its last | 


week, will re-appear, with Mr. Thorne in his original part, on Sep- 
tember 24th. Messrs. Gillmore and Grove, and Misses Gladys Hom- 
frey and Grace Arnold gave really capital versions of Joseph, Parson 


Adam, Lady Booby, and Fanny respectively; quite pleased I was that} 


“T was there to see.”—Mr. P. C. Grant, of George Street, Edinburgh, 
sends me a song called “ The Packman,” seemingly descriptive of the: 


local tallyman. This gentleman’s expressed content and cheerful- } 
et to say, an abnormally dull conscience, on}. 


ness argue, [ 
which the “ besting” of auld wives and young lassies appear to lie with 


degrading lightness. I have notsufficient technical knowledge to justify | 
the expression of an opinion on the music, but I judge from the prepon- |, 
derance of short notes that it is of a lively, or at any rate a rapid, nature. | 
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T.R. SEVERAL PLACES. Manager (examining statement of receipts, loq.)j— 
“H’m! Not good enough. Principals will have to take a pL pen oy AR 
and give the understudies their chance for a week ; then we'll shut up for re- 
decoration and repairs.” 


It is from the pen (and brain) of Mr. C. D. Grant, L.R.C.P., L R.C.S., &c. 
I presume these letters are indicative of musical degrees.—Mr. Arthur’ 

ood has written a drama, they say, which Miss Calhoun will very 
likely produce before she returns to America, 
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OFF FOR THE HOLIDAYS.—BUT WHITHER? WHY, SEE ABOVE. 








KNICKNACKS. 
Mr. Parvenue,—“ That’s all settled about them carriages, then ; but 


‘em.” 

Coachbuilder,—“ Qh, certainly, sir. What is your crest?” 

Mr, P.—“ Well, I—er—that is, I—er—I s’pose I’ve forgotten it ; 
‘ut that don’t matter, do it? You can find me a crest, can’t yer, if 
I pay for it?” 

Coachbuilder.—* Oh yes, sir, by hall means. I’ve got a few ’ere as 
you could choose from, sir. ’Ere you are, sir, lions is popular, but 
elephants is wery peculiar.” 


SoME folks indulge in nasty sneers 
About our British Volunteers, 
Ridicule their ancient rifles, 
Discipline, or such-like trifles, 

And some of them will even say 

At Wimbledon they only play. 

But call it play or call it work, 

I’m sure they'll ne’er their duty shirk. 
Whene’er to see the camp I went, 
I’ve always found them all intent. 


|, MADAME Part! is about to give up her residence at Craig-y-nos, 

in Wales ; and it is stated that her reason for doing so is the preda- 
tory habits of her neighbours. “Taffy was a Welshman, Taffy was a 
thief,” &c., is a very old nursery 
truth as it ever did. Possibly Madame Patti is afraid that they will 
steal some of her high notes! 








rhyme, and seems to contain as much | 





| 
| 


A SHIFTLESS young fellow, whose only idea of hard work was that 
of lifting his little finger, called upon his wife’s father the other 


look ’ere, the missis said I was to be sure and have a crest painted on | day in the expectation of receiving some assistance; ‘and, Baving 


given a very dramatic description of his wife’s condition, he wound 


| up with, “And how, sir—how, I ask you—-am I to support her?” 


“ Humph!” replied the old gentleman drily, “if you would sup less 
whisky and be content to sup porter, you might be able to support 
her!” 


“TEN Pounds Bonus for getting me a permanent situation ; fair 
scholar; age 84; good references, and Guarantee Society's —_ 
S., 31 Jude Street, Mildmay Park.”—Daily Chronicle, August 20th. 
Fancy a child of his age going to work! No wonder he is only a fair 
scholar, he cannot have had time to finish his education! What 


_ kind of permanent situation does an infant of that age expect to find, 


and how long does he anticipate it lasting? This reminds one of the 
old story of the Irishman of some sixty odd years who was sentenced 
to twenty years’ penal servitude, and who thanked the judge with 
every expression of gratitude. “Forsure, yer honour,” he concluded, 
“] didn’t know I had so long to live.” 


‘He will want his clothes made for him,” observed a mother 
when she took her son into a cheap r's to be “for you 
see he is a growing boy.” “ Humph, yes,” replied the knight of the 
shears doubtfully, as he gazed at his ehredt wrists and ankles. 
“ But, really m’m, I should say look of him that he was a 
grown boy, and I’m afraid I must ¢ accordingly.” 


Wuy is a theatrical manager like an undertaker? Because he 
likes to fill all his boxes, and it pleases him to see the pit full. 
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“Left Speaking.” 

[The Standard describes the amount of public speaking in which 
Members of Parliament indulge during the recess, as the “ Oratorical: 
Treadmill.”} 

E’EN in the recess our sage M.P.s 
Are indulging in “jaw ”-matches, “ go-as-you-please,” 
Their larynxes all of them seem to grease, 
So glibly they jabber and jabber away ; 
They orate for hours when on the stump, 
Often giving their hearers the solid hump, 
And driving some sufferers off their ‘‘ chump,” 
With the Oratorical Treadmill lay. 


Long denunciations they pour, with pride, 
On all the things of the “other side ;” ' 
All views, but their own, with disgust they deride, 
And they always can tell you a better way. 
Lofty metaphors frequently forth they churn, 
And all thoughts of self of course they spurn, 
But doubts of both parties is all you learn 
From the Oratorical Treadmill lay. 


= =e One would think in the House they had talkedijenough. 
MeL Ln a AY ew Ir Of this rhodomontade and ridiculous stuff, 
BST Mae Misia ee a wa yy So continuing chattering’s rather rough 
si On hearers outside of the Commons, eh.? 
Just here and there an M.P. of sense | 
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Lights up the nonentity crowd so dense, 


The Oratorical Treadmill lay. 


Arranged for Hindoo-rance: 


ONE Miss Jagannadhan, a Hindoo girl— 
The first who ever studied medicine here, 
Is now plunged in the Academic whirl 
At Edinboro’, ’mid “ exams.” severe. 
She passed at first, though, in Madras, it seems, 
Which shows her mental calibre’s elastic ; 
| But when she really starts her doctor schemes, 
Let’s hope her method will not be Mad-dras-tic. 


























. 
ONE FOR HIS NOB. A(n Alco)-hollow Proceeding.. 


The Learned Professor.—“ YES, YES, MY GOOD MAN, I UNDERSTAND [The Uruguayan Government lately reduced the alcohol tax.] 
PERFECTLY Two DD. 18 TWOPENCE; BUT I CANNOT, FOR THE LIFE OF THE Uruguayan Government, ’twould seem, 
ME, SEE WHAT Two D. A, MAY MEAN,” Hath given the natives of those parts a jolly day ;: 
Coster.—“THEN IT'S ABOUT TIME YOU WENT TO SCHOOL AGIN. The tax on alcohol it thought extreme, 
Wuy, Two D. A, MEANS TUPPENCE 'APENNY, YER STUPID.” And so the people, joyous at the scheme, 
[ Utter collapse of the Professor. Kept up a general alco-holiday. : 





| 
| 
i 
} 
| 








TURF CUTTINGS. on; they set about their artful wiles, with nods, and becks, and} 

S1z,—It was but two years ago, at Henley’s Carnival you know, | wreathéd smiles ; and in a state of sweet content the rest of this fine day | 
that an audacious female girl, with witching eye and yellow curl, and | was spent by, yours anticipative, me. And now the sequel you shall 
small but pretty chin and lips, attempted wheedling me of tips. | 8€¢. AS shades of eve began to fall, my pals returnéd, one and all, 
You will remember, I've no doubt, the artful way I bowled her out | and each recited me a tale, summed up in one expression, “fail.” It 

by giving “wrong uns” to her, Sir, and sending pals to bet with her, | Seems, although they tried all day, there were no offers such as they, | 

| in view of that young girl’s effect, were led to gleefully expect; in: 


Well, Sir, in struggles after pelf that history repeats itself! Aglow | 
with joy to be from town, and pleased with sun to make me brown, | fact, to cut the story short, they didn’t have a bit of sport, for that 
: : ab \ a 


as buoyant as a happy cork lipaced the merry meads of York. I had 
not long, as you must know, been occupied in doing so, when up 
a little lady came intent upon the very game (to wheedle, swindle, 
dodge and do) which I have just alluded to. Well, Sir, she looked 
extremely nice.—I gave her—just the same advice! You call that 
wrong? Don't care a rap! 

Tip FOR THE EsoR HANDICAP. 


THERE'S calm in the valley and calm on the mountain, 
And calm on the meadow and calm on the lea, 

There’s calm on the moor and there's calm by the fountain. 
I'm also informed that there’s calm on the sea. 

But none of this calm, or the aggregate of it 
(Whate’er you may say in joke, cranklet or quip), 

Can equal the calm that envelopes the Prophet 
Who lays himself out to accomplish this tip. 


The Matin Bell rings, which we will not all rise to, 
Nor shall Tommy Tittlemouse bother us much ; 
Who backs Jersey Lily will give a surprise to MG , LATTA 
The backers of Treasurer, Jacob, and such. 1 \ eee 
You might do much worse than encourage Albertus, a 
. sm op even might land you the tin ; ' : 
That t ite F : cas tia 
Dut Altborpte the chap Tame ies tere us, oe ge little oe '—how low in estimation sinks the sex who; 
J : ' us In honour trips—had betted dead i i 
As soon as that young miss had gone, I sought my pals to put them | I shall no more discuss. I’m saute till inn ss "cums? 




















Who continue to work, on the least pretence, | 
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A Parisian “Tu Quoque.” 
[The ELvénement, in retaliation for English strictures upon Zola, makes a violent 
attack upon us, and charges us with being an immoral people.] 

OF course it’s most provoking 
That we will persist in poking 

Our noses into matters that concern us not at all, 
That we hurl the gage of quarrel 
At our neighbours with a moral 

Flood of indignation at the naughty Zola’d Gaul. 


That we won’t see how divorces 
Are the fashion here, of course, is 
A proof of the bat-blindness of our thickly-scaléd eyes ; 
And there’s no one but a Briton 
Fails to see that we are smitten 
With affection for false-swearing and a love of telling lies. 


As we go to church on Sunday, 
We can cheat, of course, on Monday, 
Is 2 precept we all practise, tho’ we may not dare to preach ; 
And our standard of fair-dealing 
Is a euphemistic stealing, 
While, if we are found out, ’tis our usual way to “ peach.” 


Our wives we sell like cattle, 
Or like other goods and chattel, 
But more often ’tis our custom another man’s to take ; 
If the husband then begrudges 
Us his wife, of course the judges 
To the virtue of a bribe have been always wide-awake. 


In fact, no place is smitten 
Like this island of Great Britain, 
With the taint of every vice that throughout the globe is found. 
There's but one cure for us—Hola ! 
Let us dose ourselves with Zola, 
And our land may be as clean as Lutetia’s moral ground. 








An Empty Triumph. 


Succi, the Italian faster and traveller, is “ off his feed” again, and 
is going to give his digestive organs another holiday of forty days. 
Barcelona is the gay and festive city he has pitched on for his ex- 
periment this time. Like other kinds of “fast’’ living, this is a very 
senseless one, and shows his head to be as empty as his stomach will 
be. Shouldn’t the Minister of the Interior interfere, and pack him 
off to his native country? Always best to return empties, 





The Lucky (Ca)nine! 


HAMLET volunteered the prophecy that the dog would have his 
day, and the champion St. Bernard, Plinlimmon, has certainly had 
his, having fetched the largest sum ever yet paid for a bow-wow— 
viz., a thousand pounds. The Plinlimmonaries having been settled, 
amount was paid a few days ago by Mr. J. K. Emmett, of Albany, 
New York. 





BOULANGER has got to the top of the poll again. If he sticks to 
it, he may realise his ambition yet, and get to the top of the tree. 
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HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF IN BLACK AND WHITE. 
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AMBITIOUS BEYOND HIS INCHES. 
Mr. Tippetts (Banker's son, and small at the price).—“ Yes, my 
“- Mrs. Kannonn, I have serious thoughts of going into the 
rmy.” 
Mrs. Kannonn (who is the better half of a Mojor inthe“ Blues"), 
—‘ Ah! I hope you'll readily find a vacancy—big enough,” 








After the Naval Mancouvres. 
(SPECIALLY CONTRIBUTED.) 


“THINK you we've hoodwinked | Would both our fleets have 
any one,” | fared,” 

Enquired Adm’ral Rowley, | 

‘“ With our battleships at anchor, | 

Or else steaming slowly? ”’ | 


“We have shewn that naught’'s 
of any use,” 
| Exclaimed Admiral Tryon, 
“Our engines all keep breaking | “ Our engines, boilers, ships, and 
down,” guns, 
Cried Admiral Fitzroy ; Are only worth old iron.” 
“Our finest ship is little more 


Than an expensive toy.” |“ Taxpayers’ money thrown 
| away, 
“This ought to teach us to be- | The Admirals four remarked, 
ware,” “We could have told what has 
Whispered Admiral Baird, occurred, 


“ How badly, had this been warfare,, Before we e’er embarked!” 





Not in Proper Train. 


Mr. BALFourR, on leaving Chester the other day, declined to make 
a speech, saying that he had a very strong objection to political 
speeches at railway stations. A good job too. We can do witha 
little peace and quietness; if he had turned the railway platform 
into a political one, he would have sure to have been “on the rail.” 





Enquiring Friend.—“ How do you manage to raise your rent, 


Hardup?” ; 
Hardup.—1 never do; my landlord keeps doing that, but my 


time is fully occupied in inventing excuses to avoid payment.” 
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“THE SYSTEM.”"—(MORE OF IT AGAIN.) 


“ 
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Well, the Government Contractor and the Innocent Government Approver of Contract Rubbish continued to do little bite of business together—couldn't help 
it, poor dears; it was all the fault of the “System,” y’know !—when a bright thought suddenly struck John Bull, the victim. ‘ Why not abolish the ‘ System,’” he 


said, “and set these poor unfortunate fellows free from the obligations to swindle me? How glad they will be!” 








YS aD 
tee 
"a | kee 
Mie ‘ rl: », 


"et 
a: 
‘ 


} 
} a) 
s 


an 





ae 


a ZB a 
LEE EE 





And, strange to say, no sooner had they regained consciousness than they and the Approver seized the first weapons they could lay hands on, and put their 
backs together in a most determined way, with the abstract “ System” in the midst of them! So the “System” is likely to flourish fora long time. One would 
really imagine that they had a personal interest in protecting it! 
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“IS MARRIAGE A FAILURE?” 


[Letter from a Liberal Unionist.| 
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“DEAR S1R,—I was divorced from a Party called Liberal, and am now united in the bonds of matrimony to a Tory Party. I do not like it 


quite so much as I expected. “ Yours, 


“MUCH-MARRIED MAN.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 98. 
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BY FALSE PRETENCES. 


ARE able to give particulars 
of a remarkable case of 
wholesale duplicity, prac- 
tised on a system which has 
extended over a number of 
years, and which has through- 
out been carried on in the 
most barefaced and syste- 
matic manner. 

For a long time past the 
detective office of Mr. FUN 
has had its eye upon the hero 
of these practices, and has 
kept a strict watch on all his 
movements; three printer's 
devils being constantly em- 
ployed in observing him 


\e iy 


\ 


} 


from the chimney, dark door- 
ways, the other side of key- 
noies, and other points of 


vantage. 

The subject of the investi- 
gations appeared in this 
country some years since, and has since then continued to impose 
upon the credulity of the British Public. ; 

By dint of cunning disguises, he is in the habit of assuming the 


appearance of a benevolent and respectable individual, eminently 





yvortny of confidence; bdbelng always adorned with a face remarzavdie 


for its amiable simplicity and kindliness of expression—this face 


being, in fact, a skilfully contrived mask designed to cover the male- 
factor’s real visage, which is remarkable for its cupidity and disin- 
genuousness. The attire of this person is equally benevolent-looking : 
he wears a semi-clerical suit of broadcloth, and has a habit of patting 
children’s heads, and enquiring kindly about the ailments and mis- 
fortunes of their elders, as if with the intention of relieving them. 

This, however, he never does, His pretended interest in the health 
of the community is put forward on all occasions as a cloak to his 
malpractices, and he has long been taken by the majority as a public 
benefactor. 

This person's name is Spiriteact; and he is more than suspected of 
being @ member of a long firm, of which Foodanddrugsact and Adul- 
terationact are notorious ornaments. 

The specific crime laid to his charge is that of obtaining money 
under false pretences. 

The account of one of his latest escapades, culled from the daily 
papers, will show this person's usual method of going to work :— 

“The case before the court was the prosecution by the Excise 
Authorities of a Spitalfields grocer, for having sold methylated spirit 
as a beverave for consumption, contrary to the Spirits Act. He was 
also prosecuted for selling wine without being licensed for the same. 
It appeared that Mr. Spiritsact called at the grocer’s shop and bought 
some ‘ brandy,’ which, on analysis, turned out to be methylated spirit 
flavoured with aniseed, and coloured ; while some ‘raisin wine’ was 
found to be above the strength allowed to be sold without a licence. 
In the vrocer’s cellar was found an apparatus for the manufacture of 

spirits, The grocer, there- 
fore, had to pay Mr. Spirits- 
act £70, Mr. Spiritsact re- 
marking that much disease 
vas disseminated, and 
lreadful evil wrought by 
, these wicked adulterations. 
and that his action was 
entirely prompted by con- 
sideration for the health of 
the community; and that 
it was with the greatest 
reluctance that he accepted 
the penalty. He then pock- 
eted the £70, and went off 
chuckling,” 
. * * * 
With a view to test the 
sincerity of the person 
Spiritsact’s professions, and 
to bring him to book, we 
disguised a private agent 
as an Unfortunate Member of the Public with a Pain, and sent him 
off with instructions to interview the malefactor. Our agent gives 
the following account :— 

“ After much difficulty I succeeded in finding the abode of the 

individual Spiritsact. I was led through many obscure passages to 














a dark cavern where, as soon as I was able to see in the dim light, I 
discovered that Spiritsact was not alone. He was seated carousing 
in the midst of a large company, among whom | feel convinced that 
I recognized Foodanddrugsact, Adulterationact, and many other 
questionable characters. All of them had thrown off their plausible 
disguises, and were dressed after the manner of brigands. As I[ 
entered, the individual Spiritsact pushed a goblet toward me, and 
said [ had better have a drink. - oe 

‘One sip was more than enough. ‘Why, its methylated spirit! 
I exclaimed. 

“ Spiritsact and his companions burst into a roar of laughter; and 
Spiritsact shouted, ‘ You’re a Member of the Public, arent you. very 
well, anything’s good enough for a Member of the Public. 7 

“+ But, [ remarked, ‘you, whose mission it is to protect the public 
health Here my voice was drowned by a burst of laughter 
more deafening than the first. _ 

“Public health be- '’ said the person Spiritsact. ‘My mission 
is to rake in fines for the Excise. Perhaps it hasn’t struck you why 
irugsact and Adulterationact, aren't quite 














my friends here, Foodand 
«9 energetic as 1 am—in fact, are mostly asleep? Why, you idiot, 
ecause there aren’t such splendid fines to be raked in in their cases. 

Ha, ha!’ ; 
“*Then,’ I said, ‘I suppose it is useless for me to mention the 
errand I came on! I came to ask your assistance against an adultera- 
tor wno has poisoned me with spirit Oo 
“*Yes, yes; pray command me; anything in the interest of the 
lic health! Where is the adulterator?’ exclaimed Mr. Spiritsact, 
eagerly, with an entire change of manner. 
‘! must mention oue thing,’ I said. making up a great falsehood | 


1, m g 
] c - . ; -_ 5 + . > 
on the spur of the moment, ‘the Excise fines have been totally 


hd 





abolished by an act just passed this morning; and now the penalty 
' 1 : s - ’ 
goes as damages to the person polsone:i—— 
i a . . “ ’ . 7 - 5 St. ~~ 
‘The party Spiritsact dropped into his seat like one shot. Then 
he gasped, ‘look here, pals, this games up: we must take up 


sa 


another iine. No doubt these benevolence ciotnes wili come In 
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‘“‘He fears no Pho”-nograph. 


THE phonograph retains the speech that's spoken, 
And keeps it safe until you set it free ; 

Which strange invention truly, by this token, 
Proves Edison a wondrous man to be. 

But when in future times, FUN’S wheezes merry 
Shall make our most remote descendants laugh, 

Men will remark, “ All this is startling, very,”’ 
And say tis owing to the Fun-ograph. 
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THE conversaziones in Trafalgar Square are not appreciated by the 
constables who are engaged upon those special occasions to circulate 
the crowd. Are these members of the force the exception to the 
rule, or are they representatives of the rule to which, of course, there 
must be some exceptions? We only want to harvest the truth, be- 
cause we have heard of bobbies who rather liked being squared. 











¢ : 
vY.. 
e ~ 





PRECAUTIONS. 


Aitty.— Do me a favour, George?” 

(reorge.—* Why, of course, Kit; what is it?” 

Aitty.—* Well, don't say ‘si jetty roi’ every time we go on the 
ty, and don’t call me ‘a girl of the pier-head’ whenever we take 
a walk on the pier, there's a dear boy.” 
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LOYSE, a young maiden as fair to see 
As any you’d find upon England’s coast, 
Could boast of more beauty than falls to me, 
But she wasn’t at all the girl to boast. 


This pretty Loyse was as good as gold, 
(And gold is a matter of some account), 

Her face was her fortune though, I’ve been told, 
(Which doesn't suggest any great amount). 


Yet many a gentleman came to woo, 
And on the young beauty attendance dance, 
But, out of them all there were only two, 
Who stood any sort of a kind of chance. 


These two were, Lord Algernon Toppe de Boots 
(So faultless in pedigree, cash, and clothes), 
And “ready made,” penniless Jacob Toots 
(A son of the people, as I suppose). 


Now Toots was the better young man, by far ; 
His manners in no way revealed a boor, 
And virtue was ever his guiding star,— 
jut he was so unmistakably poor. 


And Algernon’s treasury overflowed, 

He’d wealth and possessions in great excess, 
He'd title and land and a grand abode, 

But, oh! how he revelled in wickedness ! 




















While Jacob was burning the “ midnight” oil, 
And labouring hard to improve his mind, 
Lord A. would be spending a deal of toil 
In donning the clothing in which he dined. 











While Jacob was conning some gruesome lore 

Explaining how hardly the poor exist, e 

De Boots would be probably “making four 
For a threepenny game of club-room whist. 


In frivolous pastime Lord A. would spend 
His leisurely days amid maids and men, 

Or rove with a yachting or shooting friend 
And go to a theatre now and then. 


“To labour,” cried Jacob, “ was mankind born, 
And not for the party, the yacht, or play,” 
He looked on such pleasure with lofty scorn— 

For he hadn’t the wherewithal to pay. 


Two persons you never have seen, I’m sure, 
Who carried a contrast to such a pitch— 

The one so confoundedly good, and poor, 
The other so terribly bad, and rich. 


And gentle Loyse was a bit perplexed 

To settle which one should be blest, which trounced ; 
Each showed such advantages, so annexed 

To opposite elements so pronounced. 


“ To the good,” she observed, “I have always been 
Extremely affectionate all my life, 

But I'm co deficient, I long have seen 
I never should do for a poor man’s wife. 


“A couple of rooms in a dismal street, 

Where raucous itinerants baw] and strain, 
A rather occasional taste of meat, 

One dress that I turn and must turn again, 


“ A slipshod attendant of tender years, 
The second-hand sticks on the virgin floor. 
The fluttering heart as each dun appears, 
Are things I’ve no kind of vocation for. 


“ Luxurious wealth, on the other hand, 
Swell dresses, and jewels, and trappings gay, 
And nice little dinners I well could stand, 
(And so could Lord Algernon, J should say). 


“ But wickedness curdles the blood, and I 
The hideous blandishments must resist 

Of one (though his lineage may be high) 
Who dances at parties and plays at whist. 


‘How very much better a chance I’d had 
Upon the most suitable chap to pitch, 

If only the one had been poor and bad, 
If only the other were good and rich!” 


She hummed and she “ ha’d” in a doubtful voice, 
And knitted her delicate brows, the pet, 

And, some day, I'll tell you the maiden’s choice, 
But little Loyse hasn't made it yet. 








New Leaves. 


“ MADAME MIDAS,” by Fergus Hume (The Hansom Cab Publishing 
Company). This is a scarcely less clever book than “ The Mystery of 
« Hansom Cab,” by the same author; but it is a story of crime from 
beginning to end. It is a gold-mining story, though, perhaps, not 
quite “as good as gold,” as there is hardly a “ good” character in it ; 
vut it is a mine of sensationalism, and golden opinions may be formed 


_ of it—* The Voyage of the Ark,” by F. M. Allen (Ward and Downey). 





Burlesquing a Scripture subject may by pious people be considered 
irreverent, but we have great reverence for an author who can do so 
inoffensively, can put good-humour into every page of his book, and 
keep us laughing all the way through. 

“The North-british Railway Guide,” and “The Glasgow and 
South-Western Railway Guide,” both published by Mr. John Miller, 
116 Renfield Street, Glasgow, with their numerous maps, views, and 
descriptions of interesting places, are marvels of cheapness, efficiency, 
and utility. Possessed of these, off we go “over the hills and far 
away.”—‘ Murray's Penny Pocket Guide to Epping Forest” is both 
neat and complete. It is the first of a contemplated series embrac- 
ing Cambridge, Norfolk Broads, Harwich and Dovercourt, Yarmouth 
and Lowestoft, Sardringham and Cromer, Rotterdam and Antwerp 
&c.—“ Walks in the Ardennes,” by Percy Lindley. The “walks” 
are so well described and illustrated as to tempt us to “have a run 
over. 
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I. B.— DON’T BE FRIVOLOUS, DEAREST. 
KNOW ANY BOOKS UPON IT?” 













A CLOUD OVER THE (HONEY)MOON. 
Ingenuous Bride.—“ I DON’T CARE FOR THE SEA WHEN IT IS SO AWFULLY CALM,” 
Brutal Bridegroom.—“ WHICH MEANS YOU WOULD DO WITHOUT IT, OR RATHER WA(I)VE IT.” 
BY THE WAY, HOW FINE THE SEAWEED IS HERE; I’M 80 FOND OF IT. 


Do rou 


B. B.—“CAN’T EXACTLY SAY, DARLING; BUT WHY NOT SEE-OUID-A?” 
[ Then the poor young creature not unnaturally began to think that the honeymoon is not all honey. 








OUR THAMES DIARY. 


FOURTH SERIES EXTRACTS.—MRS. FITZLOB’S DIARY. 


Monday morning.—We paid a visit yesterday to the osier island 
just near up to the lock. I said to John, “I love the osier islands on 
the Thames, how lovely they look when the wind breathes on them 
and shows the silver lining of their leaves.” John said, “I don’t know 
much about silver linings, but 1 should like an inside lining for my 
breakfast in the way of some better salmon cutlets than we had yes- 
terday. I like my cutlets done——” I didn’t listen to him any 
more, but flung my hair-brush on the floor with disgust. “ You’re not 
throwing a bouquet to Patti,” he said, “ you don't look so lively—so 
don’t let’s have any more tantrums or you may get your nose stung 
again as a judgment.” There is no good talking to that man. He is 
the very acme of a coarse brandy-and-soda-drinking City man, Well, 
we rowed up to the island. It was a lovely morning, and I’m sure I 
looked my best. Black straws suit my fair skin. Don’t I remember 
poor Charley Steward writing about me in the album—“ Fair skin, 
blue eyes, sweet lips, faint sighs,” and Iam quite sure that I have 
not gone off a bit since then, whatever John may say. The sky was 
so blue, and the swallows were skimming over the river. “ Dear 
birds,” I said, ‘‘ how I love a swallow!” John laughed and said, ‘So 
do I like a swallow. I think I shall have a nip of sherry.” The 
coarseness of that man is enough to make a rhinoceros shiver, that it 
is. We passed a very smart steam launch being steered by & very 
pretty girl. “Ah,” I said, “Youth at the prow and Pleasure at the 
helm.” Amelia grinned (that wretched woman always grins, she never 
smiles), ‘It’s Susan Saunders, the fishmonger’s daughter that’s 
steering, and Pleasure in the prow is our dust contractor—ycu can’t 
exactly make any sentiment out of that, Clara.” 

We got to the osier island at last. I know I looked very nice as I 


stepped out on to the little wooden pier. Amelia snorted. 


They ought to have married each 
The man who looks 
“ Glad 


by day and John snores by night. 
other. They would have made a nice pair. 
after the island, and lives in a hut there, came down to us, 








ga” To CORRRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. in no case will they be returned uniess 
accompanied by a uamped and direcied envelope 





I can’t | 


help having pretty feet and slim ankles, so let her snort. She snorts | 
a ‘ | tough to tackle, and want to let the job out to someone who is used 


to see you, ladies and gentlemen,” he said. He touched his hat to me 
as if 1 were a duchess, and |’m sure I don't know why he shouldn't, 

“* How wonder- 
“1 wonder where 
“ He had three months’ 
We know the 
He takes a great deal of interest in these sort of 
The osier cutter’s hut is a 


for I look quite as well as a good many duchesses, 
fully well bred that man is,” I said to Matilda, 
he learnt his manners!" Amelia laughed. 
in the county gaol for poaching at the Colonel's. 
prison chaplain. 
people.” She thought this very clever. 
dear, sweet little place, with a dear little garden in front, Such 
sweet old-fashioned flowers in the garden. “John, I love sweet 
briar,” I said, “and southern wood, and London pride, and all the 
dear old flowers, There’s a lovely scent here.” John said, “I saw a 
dead dog floating down the river just now. These Thames Conser- 
vancy men don’t do their duty half properly.” The man has no soul 
whatever. I should think he was born in a kitchen where the cook 
was intoxicated and the nurse was smoking a short pipe. Vulgarity 
is in his very blood. The osier man’s kitchen was so pretty. A 
grandfather's clock in the corner and a Windsor chair by the fire, a 
red brick floor, and a big chimney. “Quite a model little home,” I 
said. ‘“ How I do delight in these brick floors.” Amelia said, “ The 
worst of them is that when they’re damp the slugs always get 
walking in. I’m quite sure this is a very sluggy place, from the look 
of it. One comfort is that I don’t suppose the man has either rent: 
or taxes to pay.” I turned my back on her. I sawa photograph 
over the mantel-shelf of a decent-looking woman. “That’s my 
missus,” said the poor fellow; “she’s gone to a better world, where 
there ain’t no worriting and no osier mending.” I felt sorry for 
him. Matilda whispered in my ear, “She u to do my ironing, 
only she would come up to the house with a black eye. They used 
to drink together and fight terribly. Gin killed her,” How I hate 
that Matilda! mn 


THE Burmese know what's what. They find the Britishers rathe 


ee 


to the game and knows the — So we read “the price of ‘ Paddy’ 
is high through Upper Burmah.” 
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SHUTTING-UP “SHOP.” 


Old Prozer (who will talk “ shop”).—“Now, 1 BELIEVE BUSINESS IS LOOKING UP. 
HAVE TURNED OUT CAPITALLY THIS YEAR, PARTICULARLY AS REGARDS THE LEDGER.” 

M. Alcide (who detests “ shop,” and behoids a counter-attraction in the Misses Prettypert).—“ AHA! AN EX-SPORTING MAN. 
HARDLY BELIEVED IT; AND YOU HAVE MADE YOUR BOOK ON YOUR LEGER? 


I’M AN EXPORTING MAN, AND MY BOOKS 


I HAD 


Now, VAT VILL BE YOUR PRICE OF ORBIT?” 


[ Prozer retircs, and all ends happi'y. 





A Marriage that Failed! 


(SEE CARTOON ) 





PRAY pity this poor noble lord, 
Who, clad in dressing-gown and slippers, 








Walks up and down intensely bored, 
Trying to calm two squalling “ nippers.” 


| Not long ago his mind was free— 


And he'd an appetite most hearty— 


} Till. in an evil moment, he 


W.6 wed to Mrs. Tory l’arty! 
And now as nurse, 
He breathes a curse, 
For wedding her for better or worse. 


; Alas! the worse is all he gets, 


He suffers snubs and sniffs in numbers ; 
And while he helps his wifey’s pets, 
That worthy dame but snores and slumbers. 








He brought this on himself. indeed, 
And made his once calm temper “ tarty,” 
Through jilting bright Miss Liberal Creed, 
And wedding Mrs. Tory Party. 
And though he “ pats,” 
Those squalling brats, 


They mule and pule likea couple of cats. 


A marriage that’s quite a failure this, 
And he has quite deserved the failure ; 
Ile might have had some joy and bliss 
Had he been proof against this gay lure, 
Ah, ‘tis, you'll own, a lesson sad, 
This henpecked life of poor old “ Harty,” 
And proves all so-called Liberals mad, 
Who'd fain espouse a Tory Party. 
Such a match, perforce, | 
Must bring remorse, 
And canse disgust, and then divorce. 


THOSE who hold that Socialism is either 
hideous or has many attractive features may 
be recommended to read “Socialism Made 
Plain” (Reeves, Fleet Street), written by a 
Wright-er—we should say writer—who has 
adopted the appropriate pen-name of “ Frank 
Fairman.” 








Just Out, Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
JOCKEY CLUB’ STORIES. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 





Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








~~ The Latest Novelties for House-Furnishing. — 


The LANGASTER 


WINDOW-BLIND CLOTH 


(In WIDTHS VARYING FROM 36 TO 72 INCHES.) 


PLAIN COLOURS. FANCY PATTERNS. ARTISTIC DESICKS, 
Requires no Washing. Rolls up Straight. No Hemming. 
Not iiable to Fade. Will stand Kough Wear 


THE VERANDAH BLIND (in various shades of stripes) for 
Comservatories, @c., and outdoor purposes generally. 
THE ORIENTAL BLINDS (a special make) harmonize with 
almost any style of furnishing 


OF ALL DRAPERS, UPHOLSTER RS, AND CABINETMAKERS. 





Cadbury’s 
Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 
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[Raa tiies 
Blue 


Seethat you get it! . 


As bad makes are often sold | 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) A butler near “Brum” sacks his governor's 


FUN’s wine-bin has ne’er yet bin tapped by such 





(2) A slavey pretended by sleep to be rooted, 
While a burglar took Time by the forelock and 








(3) The new pipe-clayed gloves worn) by girls cause 


no loathing, 


Except when the clay cometh off on your clothing. 


(4) A clown up in Bolton, of manners erratic, 
Bolted off with a damsel quite heiress-tucratic, 
(5) Some bees, needing honey-materials sadly, 


x a et +o) anna t+hare » higad haaAl« 
Invaded a sweetshop, and there bee-hived badly. 


(7) Chinese 





(6) ar es his donkey a brute was admon- 
With a fine of ten shillings, which made him ase- 


tonished. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
THE CoMEDY.—When it is to be observed that the young lady 
characters of a humorous play comport themselves, at a sort of high 
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THE COMEDY.—HE CAME TO “PoP,” BUT STAYS TO “ UNCLE.” 


pressure of sprightliness, with a hilarious and roguish self-apprecia- 
tion; when the comic gentleman has undignified accidents with the 
furniture ; when two young ladies become simultaneous of movement 
and utterance; when elderly gentlemen crawl about the floor, and 
cognate things occur, we say within ourselves—this piece will be 
wholly unoriginal (which is no very heavy matter in itself, however), 
its dialogue will be of the baldest, its incidents will be of the poorest, 
or will have little or no meaning, and the characters will move from 
no intelligible human motives, but even as the puppet moveth in the 
hands of the operator ; for have not the performers evidently deter- 
mined to “work up the ‘ business,’ and make it go?” And seldom 
have we proved ourselves wrong in these surmises. 


WHEN I found Miss Cissy Grahame and Miss Vane Featherston 
rapid of utterance and consumed with amusement at their own rather 
ordinary remarks at the opening of Uncles and Aunts, I felt we were 
in for this class of piece, and, though my worst fears were not realised, 
perhaps, | consider I was justified by the event as per usual. I mus’n’t 
be my mee to be placing blame upon the performers in this matter ; 
they know from experience, what | know from observation, that this 
is the best, if not only, way to treat works of the kind. Uncles and 
Aunts is a regular actors’ play in fact (I advance this opinion with 
some confidence, as | find two actors’ names on the bill as authors) it 
gives us a number of “situations” and “ points” well known from 
custom to be “safe laughs,” but clapped together without the natural 
evolvement from circumstances which is their life blood. 


» I've no wish to be unnecessarily hard on the piece, however. It 





Prospect of a press gentleman who has just discovered the plot of the Messrs. 
——— and Sullivan's next opera. His hurry to spread the valuable infor- 
in. 


has no merits as a work of art, but very many people will find it amply 
amusing, and it is uncommonly well acted. Mr. Vy S. Penley’s funny 








little old gentleman, a quaint exaggeration, all the funnier for the 
nature and reality underlying it, deserves every atom of the continued 
laughter and applause it obtains. Mr. Charles Groves is an actor 
whose hearty presence and cheery weight always keep our spirits up, 
and Mr. Lestocq is himself, happily, a much better actor than author ; 
he can be comically irascible with any man of his own size and weight 
in the profession. I mustn’t forget Mr. W. F. Hawtrey, either, who 
gives @ quietly artistic performance of a man-servant which is quite 
refreshing ; the half-laugh of respectful toleration with which he 
receives an elderly gentleman’s, well, elderly gentlemanly witticisms, 
pleased me much. Pleasant also to see Miss Katie Lee’s comely face 
once more, and the rest will kindly accept my complete approbation. 


TOOLE’s.—Of Pepita, produced here on the eve of our going to 
press, I hope to give a properly illustrated opinion next week. Mean- 
time, you may take it fron. me that the show is good; but if you 
never saw an opera-bouffe in a bandbox, now’s your chance, Pepita, 
I should think, was a very fivourable specimen of the genus opera- 
bouffe, with plenty of nice tunes, plenty of nice girls—you can easily 
pick out the nicest ones, the size of the place gives the less nice ones 
away so—and plenty of “go.” But why ever in the world Toole’s 


should have been chosen——-but there ! 


THERE are several rather remarkable things about this opera-bouffe 
which are worthy of record. It possesses no tenor! How's that “to 
go on with?” Then it has quite a remarkable set of long and short 
people in the cast—some desperately tall, some desperately short. 
The dresses, except in the first act (where they are crude and painful 
to look at) are very good, indeed ; but on the small stage they bear 
down on the audience until it can hardly breathe ! 


THE cast is good, however. Miss Wadman (in any amount of 
“changes” of costume) is simply delightful of voice, of style, of 
appearance. Miss Cutler is a very pleasing new acquaintance. She 
attitudinises in the quaintest of unconsciousness, and the music is at 
times too much for her, but she has a delicious piquancy of presence, 
and is always welcome. The “fun” of the piece falls upon Messrs. 
Horace Lingard and Louis Kelleher, and is very well kept: up, the 
latter making a good bit of ‘a scene in which Miss Alma Stanley ably 
seconds him. Messrs. F. Seymour, W. Marnock, Lytton Grey, and a 
lot of the “takingest”’ young ladies—headed by Miss B. Gordon— 
who had a pyrotechnic display with her hat at the wing, by-the-way 
—make up the sum with effect. Altogether a good show, and if it 
doesn’t rob Paul (whoever he may be) it will no doubt Pay-pita! 
(Drum.) 


THE AVENUE.—I purposed giving you my version of how the pro- 
duction of Gladys and Don Juan Junr. went off here last week, but 
when the calls to critical carnage were issued I seem to have been 
left out, so I am e’en forced to return the compliment and leave my 
views out likewise. I hope you don’t mind. 


NoDs AND WINKS.—It’s a splendid ballet, with a dreadfully awk- 
ward title, which they have just put on at the Alhambra, Next week 
expect further remarks from me on the subject.—An American paper 
gives a full account of the plot of the new Gilbert-cum-Sullivan opera. 
Lor |—The latest advices with regard to She at the moment of writing 
are that that weird lady will appear on Thursday next.—Mr. Gros- 
smith’s Hide and Seekel—a seekel to the Lyceum play—was to have 
started on Saturday. You know best whether it has or not. It ought 
to be funny.— Mr. John Coleman has written two melodramas. Miss 
Grace Hawthorne has accepted one of them, and Miss Hewett has 
accepted the other of them. The latter, they say, to be produced on 
Boxing Night, which is not so very far off either.— Hearts of Oak is 
what Messrs. Hamilton and Harris’s Drury Lane piece will be called 
very likely. NESTOR. 








A Sep-temberate Suggestion. 


PARTRIDGE shooting has begun— 

It started on September one ; 

And if you’d shoot with proper air, 
Part-ridge-imentals you should wear. 





Jos Moss was lately fined £4 for having over eighty boys and girls 
all more or less intoxicated on his premises, the “ Hope” public-house, 
York Road, Battersea, on the occasion of a “friendly lead.” We hope 
this will not occur again, for it is certainly not friendly towards the 
boys and girls, nor is it /ead-ing them in the right direction. In some 
of the American States, under similar circumstances, it would have 
been a case of Jinchin, or lynching, for this moss. 





THE RAILWAY RACE.—Men of iron. 
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*“Guying” the G.O.M., 


ENVY and malice, and such-like things 
Take curious ways of formation, | 
And the “snacks” which the snackers regard as 
stings 
Often need careful explanation. 
There's a numerous class in the British Isles 
Who consider themselves as “ flyers,” — 
Cravers for fame who, in various styles, 
Pose proudly as Gladstone-“ guyers.” 


Each of these (quite annoyed that the G.O.M. 
Has genius above his fellows, ) 

All his words and ways delights to condemn 
And blatantly bawls and bellows, 

Set on by each trivial Tory clique, 
(Which itself dreads derision’s briars,) 

Howls are spoken or put into print week by week, 
By these wiseacre Gladstone-“ guyers.” 











’Tis not, of course, likely that al/ can agree 
On political themes with Gladdy,— 
Not all of us, Liberals though we be, 
Can follow him wholly re “ Paddy.” — 
But no matter what subject the G.O.M, 
May touch on—upstart these outcriers,— 
All his words they with lunatic spleen condemn 
Do these gabbling Gladstone-“ guyers,” 


If on pottery, farming, or music he speaks, 
Or on literature or such like, 
They scoff at his speeches with maniac shrieks, 
And with humour exceeding Dutch-like. —— | oD 
Self-sufficient M.P.s of the Chaplin sort mummy / My 
Of his “memory ” are decryers,— ee: | As |; Sel 
In fact, the Great Statesman affords good sport |. Vii Y)) i 
For these chuckle-head Gladstone-“ guyers.”’ . 


wel, 
wf 
UA 
“¢ 
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Yet immovable still doth Gladstone remain, 
A dignified legislator,— 
A man of great vigour and mighty brain 
Though a mark for the merest prater. 
His fifty years’ record may have some flaws, 
(Of which his best friends aren’t denyers,) 
But his genius stands proof ’gainst the jackass hee- 


MAYBUD’s.” 


Of the mob of Gladstone-“ guyers.” 
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LETTING THE CAT OUT. 
Cousin Tom.—‘' HALLO, CARRIE! 


You’vE Got A HAT JOST LIKE MARY 


Cousin Carrie.—“ YES ; DO YOU LIKE IT?” 
Cousin Tom.—“ WELL, IT LOOKS NAILING PRETTY; BUT THE BEASTLY 
haws THINGS SCRAPE A FELLOW’S FOREHEAD S80,” 
(She had always thought that Mary Maybud a sly mine, 














Nota Bene. 


penny. After a day’s work at cutting them, he indiscreetly had a little beanfast all 
to himself, shelling and eating one dee’s worth. For this enormity he “got beans” 
from the Bench. A merry little fine of one shilling, one penny the damage, and ten 
shillings and tenpence costs, or seven days “ hard” in default. There being a tightness 


still we are a law-abiding people. 


ee 








A RIDICULOUS MUS-TY MOTTO. 


By the tripping and the skipping But each couple sleek and supple 

Of these merry mice at play, Of mice-sweethearts soon would fice 
You veracious, perspicacious | If the blinking puss, back slinking, 
Readers, know the cat’s away. Threatened a cat-astrophe. 





in the money market, William was removed to the shells—we mean the cells, And | 


AT Faversham, William Turner was charged with stealing beans to the value of a 


A Bad Hand of Clubs. 


_ THE rowdy form in certain clubs, they say, 
_ Is growing more apparent day by day. 


_ The members who swear, and “slog,” and “ punt,” 


| 


and play, 
Are heavy drinkers, when not “ heavy grubbers.”’ 
Small difference now 'twixt club life west and east, 
Each member's often less like man than beast ; 


| E’en when not evilly disposed, at least, 


— | 


These clubbers oftentimes behave like (c)lubbers, 





A Dressing Case. 
OCHSE vt. Price was a little action in which Madame 


| Ochse—literally a “Court” milliner in this case— 


sued Mrs. Price for £303, being balance of an 
account for dresses, &c., supplied. The parties 
eventually consented to judgment for the plaintiff 
for £175, which looks rather as if the Price was 
against Ochse. 


_— 


Ups and Downs. 


You want to know what “ Professor” Baldwin 
thinks of his own show? Well, don’t tell anyone, 
but it is this. He likes going up in the balloon be- 
cause he rises, not only in his own but in every spec- 
tator’s estimation by so doing ; but the gilt comes off 
the gingerbread in strips when he takes to the para- 
chute, for he feels that he lowers himself in the 





| sight of thousands, : 





THE Union Company's Steamship Tartar has 
“beaten the record” from Capetown to Plymouth, 
getting over the ground, or rather through the 
water, in seventeen days six hours, Catching a 
Tartar like this one would be a puzzler. 
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Ww BE LIKE ? | 
, ) 

LE=8LY¥ t a4 they are, ¢ nips taking part in the mancenvres represent the pick of the British Navy; those on tae foreign station Z ar more 
ant ated and inefEcient pattern.” —.Vewspaper | 
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THE FUTURE OF THE NORTHERN RACES. 


THE following very interesting account is culled from the pages of 
a scientific paper, dated 1898 :— 


} 











The experiments to ascertain the effect of the latest acceleration of 

travelling on the 

unfortified travel- 

ler were carried 

out last week with 

much success. The 

step has, of course, 

ioe yor as con- 

sequence of the re- 

cent reduction in 

the time required 

: for a journey from 

mm . ¥ London to Edin- 

‘I pip burgh to half-an- 

1 a oy of that 

Pe); | ms for the passage to 

is) a i yaar ne three- 

; ogi enone quarters, The re- 

(LA are duction of the du- 

ration of the jour- 

ney from London 

to Gravesend to seven hours and a half also had bearings upon the 
question. 

The first, and peener most difficult, step of the operations con- 
sisted in getting hold of a traveller to experiment upon; and for this 
purpose the scientific gentlemen engaged in the inquiry arose at an 
extremely early hour of the morning, and proceeded to business. 

Heavy bribes were tried in vain upon the first few citizens encoun- 
tered ; and it was then decided to resort to more decisive measures. 

Surrounding the house of one Jones, they succeeded in capturing 
ina net and binding him, as he emerged with the intention of pro- 
ceeding to the City. The captive at once inquired what it was 
intended to do with him; whereupon the captors, after a hasty 
consultation, slowly and gently broke it to him. On learning his 
fate, the unfortunate captive fainted thrice, and then became 
quiescent and resigned, 

The “subject ” being thus secured, the operators at once proceeded 
to attire themselves in Patent Swift-Travel Protective Armour, ren- 
dered indispensable by the rate of modern travel. This armour consists 
of a suit bearing some resemblance to that of a diver, but more 
elaborate and durable to resist the friction of the atmosphere and the 
heat generated in transit. 

The whole party then entered the ten o'clock train to the North, 
the captive Jones being freed from his bindings as soon as the train 
was in motion. Before starting the victim had been carefully 
examined with a view to gauging, as far as possible, his ability to 
survive the experiment, and it had been found that he was of un- 
usually robust constitution, and in a state of boisterous health. 

At Watford (reached in 2°36 minutes) the thermometer was applied 
to the subject, when it was ascertained that his temperature was 
decidedly rising ; and he also began to complain of a slight difficulty 
in breathing, and a sense of giddiness, At Rugby (5:3 minutes) the 
train was judged to be at full s or fifteen miles per minute ; 
and here the subject was observed to be visibly affected, having 
become purple all over and registering 254° Fahrenheit; he also 

complained of serious 

inconvenience, and ex- 

pressed a hope that there 

wasn't much more of it, 

Preston was passed in 

twelve minutes and an 

eighth ; and the subject 

was then observed to be 

smoking, while a piece 

of paper brought into 

contact with him was 

immediatelyignited. Af- 

ter this he repeatedly ex- 

ressed general dissatis- 

action and discomfort, 

desiring to be taken home 

and tempered in cold 

water. He now gradu- 

ally became red-hot and 

breathed flame. At Car- 

lisle (passed in 18°42 mi- 

nutes) he had attained a white heat, and his watch-chain, money, and 

keys melted. Some little inconvenience had been caused to the whole 
pd by the train making a flying leap from the top of the shar 

of the Shap-ridge into Carlisle Station ; but order was soon restored. 








At New Castleton the subject's temperature was observed to be 
2700000°7° Fahrenheit; and he asked for a glass of water and 
seemed to feel low ; and from this time he began to fuse and lose 
form in such a way that his own mother wouldn't have known him ; 
and it was found that no effort to amuse him with songs and anec- 
dotes availed to distract his attention from his sense of general 
discomfort—nay, he expressed’a desire to make his will. 

On looking at their watches, the company now perceived that the 
time for reaching Edinburgh—10.30 A.M.—had already expired, and 
some anxiety began to be felt lest some mishap had occurred : and 
it was then noticed that the train was passing over the top edge of 
Scotland and proceeding seaward, the engine, owing to the speed 
attained, failing to draw up at-Edinburgh. It was now found that 
the impetus attained was uncounteractable, and the train made its 
way at a speed of fifty miles per hour, always increasing at com und 
ratio, over the expanse of the North Sea and away into the ether of 
space ; and, at a certain point, the scientific party, being too much 
alarmed to care any more about the subject of their experiments, 
hove him out of the window. When last seen, the Edinburgh express 
was travelling, at a white heat, in the direction of Saturn. 








Dis-Cairded. 
{Mrs. Caird, in her late contribution to the long-drawn-out and tedious discussion 
she caused in the Daily Telegraph seems hurt because she did not gain the sympathy 
of the “candid, intelligent reader.”] 


Mrs. CAIRD, who has (s)Caird many folks with D.T.s 
(For she proved but the Telegraph's feeder), 

Has lately declared that she hoped, if you please, 
For some “ candid, intelligent reader.” 


Thus Mona should now rather “ Moaner” be named, 
Since it seems she in vain is a pleader, 

She, poor thing, was deprived of the favour she claimed— 
From the eandid, intelligent reader ! 


For all of the sensible letters, you see, 
Mocked at Mona, the would-be new leader, 
So, not one of these writers, she argues, can be 
A candid, intelligent reader. 


No, Mona, my dear, your pet notion won’t wash 
With any mere common-sense heeder, 

Your proposed “ free love” contract, forsooth, is but bosh, 
To the candid, intelligent reader. 





Very Forge-in-it. 

A GANG of Italian forgers has been detected in doing a little 
hanky-panky with 500-franc notes on the Bank of Greece. Well, 
what could they expect? If there was a bank they were likely to 
Bs up” upon, it would be a Bank of Greece. What do you 
t ? 





WHEN Les Surprises Du Divorce is produced at the new Court 
Theatre by Mrs. John Wood, will the building thenceforth be known 
as the Divorce Court? 























THE READER NOT INSULTED. 
WE will not insult the intelligence of our readers by explaining 
the meaning of this sketch. The Old Gentleman wanted an ex- 
planation afterwards, though. 
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Another Phase, 


(A New VIEW OF Two PROBLEMS—MARRIAGE AND 
THE IRISH QUESTION.) 

[A contributor to the mnever-more-to-be-named controversy me 
watt Toad to tnptinees's forall tienling tetapeeeaes | NL 
cnleot irish girls for their brides.) " rita = 

THE question of marriage, which lately 
Perplexed many worthy folk greatly, | 
Has within these few days 
Assumed a new phase— 
One declares it would brighten our dire land 
If we only wed girls born in Ireland ! 


If we would be happy in marriage, | 
We all should import (paying carriage, | 
He probably means) 
Sweet Irish colleens; 
Then no sorrow would leaven our laughter, 
For we all should live happy e’er after. 





The notion would work altogether ; 


Might cry “Come out o’ that,” 
Or whether Pat, arguing gaily, 
Might use the persuasive shillaly. 


He don’t tell us if Pat in his nation : A; 


Or if we should arrange 
A scheme of exchange 
By which we should ship to the green isle, 


Then again, e’en if Patrick was willing, 
And refrained from much English boy killing, 
Would the girls of each land 
Agree to withstand 
(Just to further the scheme) all temptations 
To “mash” in their separate nations? 


’Tis probable, though, that the notion, 
Though causing at times some commotion, 
Might really be found 
In some respects sound ; 


For if we adopt the suggestion, 
We should “ pop” the now vexed Irish Question ! | 





A SPLIT IN THE CABINET.—A B.-and-S, in the cup- 
board. 





He omits, though, to signify whether i 
And whether friend Pat, a 


Would stand this colleen exportation ; HH di 


The girls of our own (of course) mean isle, YY; 




















ee 


¥ 
i. 
+ 


it! ; | 
, Vy i] ; 
yy {) Ly 
fi 'y 3 
, Ae oe 
na 
i — ar 
/ “4 / ’ = = 
© 
/ . 
; f JS 
, j | YJ 
: Ti] jf tp ou j —” * 
AL 


ANOTHER CRIMINAL STORY. 


Dick the Ostler —“ WELL, I ALLUS BAYD 80, AN’ I SEZ IT AGIN, ’OssEs 
IS THE MOST INTELLIGENTEST OREATORES AS EVER WAS,” 

Tom the Porter.—“ P’R’'APS THOU WOULDN'T THINK 8O IF THOU'D BEEN 
SARVED AS I WUZ ONCET, WHEN THE SQUIRE'S MARE, AS I Woz a- 
HOLDIN’ ON, REARED ON HER HIND-QUARTERS AN’ BROUGHT HER FORE- 
FOOT REET ON TOP 0’ MY YED.” 

Dich.—“ THAT ON’Y BEARS OUT MY ARGIMENT, 
IN PLAY, LAD; AND THE MARE PICKED OUT THE THICKEST PART.” 


THAT WAS ON’Y DONE 








OUR THAMES DIARY. 
FIFTH SERIES EXTRACTS.—MRsS. FITZLOB’s DIARY, 


Wednesday.—We had a lovely evening on the lawn last night. 
That poor man, Amelia’s husband—lI shall call him A. H. in future— 
was quite delightful. I had on my terra-cotta, and I am sure I looked 
lovely. Several others told me so,:besides my looking-glass, <A. H. 
said I looked like a summer sunset-cloud. John said, “ If you go out 
into the village with that thing on they'll call you old Flanders 
Bricks.” The coarseness of some husbands is too deplorable to think 
upon. How lovely the Thames did look gliding by in the moonlight ! 
I said to John, “It’s like a river of molten silver, with diamond 
ripples set in it.” He said, “It looks like a few yards of tin sauce- 
pan, with a dead dog thrown in here and there to vary the mono- 
tony.” That’s what’s the good of getting married. Every tender 
feeling of sentiment nipped in the bud. I said (and I looked very 
nice with the light of an Algerine swinging-lamp on my face), “ Dear 
old Thames, how I love you!” John said, “Good old Thames ; good 
old Mary Ann.” Some of his horrid music-hall stuff, 1 suppose, that 
he thinks is a joke. I began talking about the river. ‘There's 
nothing,” I said, ‘like a Thames back-water—the sedges, the water- 
wagtails hopping to and fro, the ripple of the water on the pebbles, 
the wild geraniums, the*river cress.” That man said, “As far as 
cresses go, 1 like’em. I like watercress with my steak; I mean a 


‘ fiz,’ ’ 

I felt as if I should like to commit suicide—so I would if it wouldn't 
leave that man free to go and marry somebody else. Matilda said, 
“T won't have that houseboat my husband wants.” Jsaid “I think 
houseboats are lovely. I like to sit on the roof with the Chinese lan- 
terns shining on my face while somebody plays on the mandolin.” 





good porter-house steak, with plenty of horse-radish and a bottle of | 
| Strasburg sausage you were wolfing down.” I almost forgot the love- 





John said, “I always think those lanterns make people look like the 
costermongers in the Lower Marsh when all the lights are flaring on 
Saturday night. I always expect to see a barrel of fresh ngs 
somewhere or the other about.” That's the horrid way the man has, 


_ I believe that if he was taken up to the top of Mont Blanc to see the 


sunrise the first thing he would ask would be whether there was a 
shop he could buy a toothbrush at. But it wasa lovely evening all 
the same. One can enjoy oneself sometimes, even when one’s husband 
is with you, although it is rather hard to believe. I said, “ Have you 
ever noticed how lovely the weir looks when the sun is setting, and 
the moon is just rising. The water looks like an opal.” John grinned, 
“ Like an old pal,” he said, “there would have to be some whisky in 
it then.” That’s what comes of marrying a husband who gets his 
jokes from the music halls. I could have killed the man, that I could, 
“One always has a feeling of tender melancholy,” said I, “ when one 
watches the twilight deepening into night-time.” John grunted, 
“ Yes, it reminds me of how black you used to look pulling the first 
grey hair out before the cheval glass. What a long time ago that is, 
to be sure. We're getting on—we're getting on.” There’s somet 

about that man thing I have learnt to co y hate within the las 
fortnight. I be to talk of the Thames forget-me-nots. “How 
tall they grow,” I said, “beside the river. What a sweet blue it is, 
I once saw one at the top of the Gursenthal when I went Alpine 
climbing. It quite touched me.” John looked at me. “ That was 
the mule’s shoving itself against your back for a bit of that 


liness of the moonlight and the scent of the flowers. I could have 
poked my parasol in his left ear. 
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A Rarninc MonarcH.—Jupiter Pluvius, 
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CATCHING A CONGER. 








KNIOKNACKS. 
OVERHEARD IN A RESTAURANT. Fact !—Customer (pointing to 
a lovely piece of blue-mouldy Stilton on his plate).—‘ Here, waiter ! 
This cheese isn’t good. It isn’t fresh ; fetch me another piece ! ” 


ought.to call it milk and water instead of milk!” 
Milkman ( politely).—“ So I does, sir. I always says, ‘ Milk-eau,’ 


hi ou is a man of edercation you will know is foreign for | , 
which, as y y a | Kennedy and severely injured him. This reminds us of the old tale 


water. I always keeps within the law, sir.” 

AN American is advocating the passage of a law in Connecticut to 
compel railway refreshment room keepers to date their pies and sand- 
wiches. This information will no doubt delight the medical gentle- 
man who got into trouble a few weeks ago through libelling a certain 
refreshment contractor's sausage rolls, But then again, if they dated 
the crust there would be no possible way of making them date the 


sausage inside. 


SCENE—A Bodega. 
Wealthy Friend.—“ This is a decent wine—and what a large glass | 
Is this what you call a dock glass?” 
Poor Relation (suggestively ).—“ Yes ; and mine you might calla 
dry dock glass.” Jt is at once refilled, 


ARTHUR FOwNEsS, the driver of the “ Vivid” coach, will, no doubt, 
have a vivid recollection of the officer of the 8.P.C.A., who caused 
him to be fined £4 at Richmond last week. The officer fowned that 
two of the horses were suffering from sore withers, and we may expect 
this to be a sore point with Mr. Fowns for some time to come. 





Young Simple.—“I say, Briefless, they say in the paper that the 
legal harvest is now being gathered in. Of course, I know how you 
— rake in the money, but how do you cut the crop—with 
sickles?” 

Briefless—“ No, my boy ; it is cut with di//s, and the only sickle 


Customer.—*“ You don’t call this sky-blue stuff milk,do you? You | is the poor client, who is often sich ali over when he gets his account.” 


A MAN of the name of Kenny recently jumped from the Gallery at 
Dan Lowery’s music hall in Dublin, on a cornet player named 


of a dispute in the upper gallery of the theatre at Dublin, when two 
or three of “the boys” having seized the obnoxious party, were about 
to throw him into the pit. “ Hould hard!” cried somebody in the pit, 
“ Don’t waste him, bhoys! Kill a fiddler wid him.” Thus doth his- 
tory repeat itself, and if the cornet player had been playing false 
notes we could really sympathise with the man who jumped on him. 


Mr. De Masher (to pretty barmaid at refreshment counter ).—“ Aw, 
miss, would you—aw—give me—aw—one of those—aw—dog biscuits?” 
Pretty Barmaid (giving him oatmeal biscuit ).—“ Here's the dog- 
biscuit. Take it on the mat and eat it.” [ Collapse of De Masher. 


THE Sanitary Record informs us that at St. Gall every child takes 
a pair of slippers to school with him at the commencement of the term. 
Here is a hint for those who have taken a part in the late controversy 
respecting the necessity for corporal punishment in board schools. 
The ruler is cruel, the birch degrading, the pointer ineffectual, the 
hand or fist dangerous, the cane uncertain; but the wholesome old- 
fashioned slipper with a stout sole, applied in the wholesome old- 
fashioned way, is just the very thing to answer every purpose required. 
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The March of Science. 
her states that he can pho- 
nee te com organs in the act of 
singing.) 
O DEAR! this age so scientific, 
Whatever will it come to next! 
nis may cry “ Magni- 
ue 


But simple folk are sore per- 


plexed. 
With learned tongue the savants 
patter, 
And, as old Berkeley said, we 
find 


That if we but ask “ What is 
matter?” 

They only answer, 
mind,” 


“ Never 


Photographers are not contented 
Our plain exteriors “ to lens,” 
But think their art uncomple- 

mented 
Without internal specimens, 


And so experiments they’re making 
Upon our throats, inside and 
out, 


The words out of our mouth, no 
doubt. 


And then, with giant strides ad- 
vancing 
They'll make ;our very heart- 
beats plain, 
And show the world the quickly 
glancing 
Thoughts that torture mortal 
brain. 


And so, as eras take their title 

From acts or things for which 
they’re famed, 

Our sons, who of the present 
write, ‘ll 

Declare ’tis Cam-era well-named. 





COMPENSATION FOR DISTURB- 
ANCE.—Paying an organ-grinder 
to “ move on.” 





And very soon they may be taking | 











RECONCILIATION; OR, THE DUKE AND THE VOLUNTEER. 


GEORGEY-PORGEY, pudding and pie, 
Slapped his face and made him cry, 


Then he sweetly smole and he softly said, 
| ‘“‘T love you fondly,” and patted his head. 








ain’t it? 


STRANGE the two low comedians at the Adelphi should be so | 
closely connected—in name, at anyrate—Svmers and Shine, Cu’rous, 



































a teas WeAZe 
ON THE BALCONY. 


Coralie,“ Particular in his attentions? Not at all. 
contrary, he was so far from particular that I got quite alarmed.” 











On the 














ge” To OCOORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor docs not bind ‘himself to acknowledge, return, oT pay 
accompanted by a stamped and direcied envelope 


HOTOH POTOH. 


Jones.—“I say, Smith, do you know how many kinds of flowers 
there are in England?” 

Smith.—*“I have heard, Let’s see. Two thousand——” 

Jones.— No, no! Only five.” 

Smith.—“ Only five? How’s that?” 

Jones.—“ Why, sun- flower, passion-fluwer, wall-flower, corn-flower, 


| and cauli-flower, that’s all.” 


Johnson.—“ I say Spiffins, what do you think of the big crinolettes 


some of the girls wear now?” 


Spiffins.—“Think? I think it’s gammon,” 
Johnson.—“ Ah, I suppose you mean back-gammon.” 


In spite of a brill-iant speech by Mr. Morgan, who evidently smelt 


_@ rat, the American Senate have refused to rat-ify the Fisheries 


Treaty. The Democrats strained every mussel, but the Republicans 
crabbed the bill, and the Canadians were soled. America is evidently 
the plaice for politicians, and Uncle S2lm-on the eve of an e.ection 
would do a good ee/, in order to retain power. 


A Morwina CAtu.—Sounds from next room ascending. O! O!! 
O!!!—Visitor.—* Dear me, Mra, Muddleby, what is that? It must 


| be somebody in pain!” 


Mrs, Muddleby.—“ Oh, no; "tis only Mr. Maddleby, he’s trying to 
learn “‘Some day,” and as he has no ear for music he finds it difficult 
to pitch the right note. There he is again.” (O/ O!! only this!!! 
only this!!! this that once I loved thee, ete.) 
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AN UNFORTUNATE OCCURRENCE AT OUR LOCAL ENTERTAINMENT. 


“Ty was all through the carelessness of some of those scene-shifters that Mr. Latheremwell met with a sad misfortune. He hai 
just worked the audience into an excited state over The Road to Destruction, when he most unceremoniously disappeared below. Some 
of the audience thought it the ‘ Vanishing Trick,’ and applauded accordingly.”—-ME@ to FLO. 








Retaliation ! 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


AN untoward accident lately occurred 
To Joseph of Brum, 
Who has awkward become. 
He went out to bag the bold partridge 
bird, 
When a shot in the rear 
Made him feel very queer— 
And anon Joe C., 
Of Brummagem, he 
Gave vent to expressions exceedingly free. 


Joe had lately returned from a Treaty affair 
Which Canadians and Yanks 
Didn't hail with rich thanks— 
'Twas the Fishery feud he essayed to repair ; 
Then Joe C. 
Resumed with much glee 
His contempt for old chums who remained 
with Will G. 
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But alas! there came quickly, tostartle poor Joe, 
A report from a gun 
(An American one), 
Fired by Grover (whose back name is Cleve- 
land, you know); — 
And this rather rash shot 
Sent J.’s plans all to pot ; 
And Joe C, 
Was eager to flee— 
“T now always seem in the way,” said he. 


At the partridge that’s called “ Popularity ” 
they— 
Both greedy for fame— 
Had been anxious to aim. [ say. 
On this theme Joe now says he has no more to 
fe the President, he 
Is a8 mum as can be— 
And but says, ‘“‘the Yank’s temper all folk 
could foresee.” * 


*See Mr. Chamberlain's latest letter on the rejection 
of the Fisheries Treaty. 





A Deep Design. 


WE are glad to hear that the Dark Secret, 
with her plucky commander, has been spoken 
in mid-Atlantic, all well. To keep a secret, 
keep it to yourself, and the captain of the 
dark one keeps it to himself. He is alone 
with his secret ; he carries no crew ; if he did 


| they would be “all told” —crews always are, 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


POOLE’S.—I don’t know, after all, 
‘ that I have very much to add to 
what I said last week about Pepita. 
She seems to have grown pretty 
popular in spite of the stale ma- 
terials she is compounded of. Per- 
haps because her music is pretty, 
though I don’t think it rises much 
above a rather ordinary level. 
There is a spirited trio about pirate 
ladies in the first act, and in the 
second there is a most melodious 
en accompanying chorus, 
very delightful and very reminis- 
cent of the Captain Hudson chorus 
in Rip Van Winkle. In this act, 
also, there is a song for the soprano 
which I had to listen to attentively, 
it was so charming—but maybe it 
was Miss Wadman’s singing of it 
that did it. 





TOOLE’S.—THE DISGUISED PRINCE THOUGE, perhaps, the cast has 
OLE $.— 2 AE MISGUISED FRINCESS something to do with it too. Miss 
—HER POSTURE AND 'IM-POSTURE, Wadman has a large following, and 
it won’t be many minutes before this dainty Miss Kate Cutler, who 
has suddenly dawned—or shall I say sparkled—upon us has an equally 
comprehensive one, I should say. She has quite vanquished all my 
previous fancies, and Mrs. Nestor says it’s all right. Mr. Lingard 
gives off a good deal of unforced and unobtrusive fun, although 
neither he nor Mr. Kelleher are unmindful of the wheeze of humble 
Ethiopia—mayhap the author is alone responsible for that, however. 
Mr. F. Seymour is funny, too, to a certain extent, which he hasa 
tendency to impress upon the audience by facing it now and again 
with emphasis. He is short in stature, and makes some wearisome 
capital thereon (author's fault again, probably), several of the other 
characters being tall. One of the latter is Miss Alma Stanley, but, 
strange to say, in spite of her length, we were all agreed on the first 
night that there wasn’t enough of her. 


Ong of the long ones, by the way, is one Mr. Fritz Rimma, who is 
exceedingly and genuinely funny; he makes you laugh. M. Van 
Biene conducts with finish, just in the old sweet way. But there is 
no mashing to be done at the wings—there’s no room, which is rather 
exasperating, seeing there is such a plentiful supply of material. 


THE HAYMARKET.—Captain Swift, with which Mr. Tree has re- 
opened this theatre for the season, is a play which doesn’t come well 
out of anything like analysis. ‘“ The Jong arm of coincidence” must 
have run some danger of dislocation in the stretching it has received 
in order to collect all the characters in this play into one spot. “ The 
moral,” too, is sentimental to the 
verge of the maudlin. But I don't —— 
want analysis, and I don't suppose A am 
anybody else does, The play, with of S 
all ite faults, is a sturdy and firmly fie 2) 
handled piece of work, the outcome 7) | 
of a true dramatic sense and an : 
earnestness which makes itself felt 
in spite of the material! in hand. 


For the extremely successful ca- 
reer upon which the Captain has 
obviously started, however, it owes PEP: | 
not a little to the manner of its per- ~ 
formance. Mr. Tree's portrait of 
the gentleman bushranger — dear ! 
dear! how the outlaw has been y 
glorified from the days of the bold ~ 
Robin Hood, and earlier, I daresay 
—how well he holds his own in 3Y, 
the halls of splendour, unembar- * 
rassed by claw-hammer, and cor- 
rect in his method of pea-eating! aii 
And how he lords it among the TOOLE'’S.—Disgusted Fldneur—* What 
girls! Oh, he’s a dashing dog, is on} Why, theres no oom at. ai 
the merry criminal of literature, fora fellow at the wingst” 
and a right dashing end he makes 
of it! But let us get back to Mr. Tree’s version of him. 





IT's a delightfully finished bit of acting. A suggestion of power 
and dare-devilry pervades the man somehow in his most polished 





| and vigour. The variety show is “all there,” as usual. 





moments, while the glimpses of the brute, which he allows to be seen 
occasionally, heighten both the “nature” and effect of the picture. 
But there are other good things. A clever picture of dull revenge- 
fulness, sullen and saturnine, comes from Mr. Charles Brookfield. 
Mr. Fuller Mellish gives us one of his hearty and fiery boy-lovers. 
Mr. Kemble is truly “‘a sweet old gentleman,” a very winning picture 
of kindly gentleness. Mr. Macklin brings his own freshness and 
manly bearing to counteract the rather sentimental attributes of the 
Queensland squatter. Lady Monckton strengthened the performance 
of a very trying part as she went on and played the not altogether 
grateful character with some emotional truth. 


Miss Rose LECLERCQ quite excelled herself with a sketch of aris- 
tocratic good humour and common sense approaching the cynical, 
delicious and refreshing in its skilful art. Miss Cudmore isa pleasant 
Mabel, all the ‘pleasanter amid her ultra-soft-hearted surroundings, 
for her rather square way of looking at things; and the gentle ten- 
derness of Stella Darbisher is very winning in the hands of Mrs. 
Tree, who is at her best in such parts, The mounting of the piece is, 
of course, all that it should be. 


THE ALHAMBRA.—It’s really very difficult to say any hing original 
about an Alhambra ballet. If they would only deve'vp something 
faulty now, one might have a chance; but when they }ersist in going 
on an ascending scale of splendour and effect, the chance for smart 





HAYMARKET.—Captain Swift (log.) -* HE MAY BE A SQUATTER, BUT HE SHAN’T 
SIT ON me.” 


writing is not. The only fault I can find in Jdeala is that it comes 
on too late in the evening for a critic who has to catch a distant train 
to — concentrate his attention upon it. It deals with fairies 
and fauns, shepherds and shepherdesses, all with the inestimable 
quality of saltatorial skill. Its story shows forth how the fairies con- 
duct a sort of marriage bureau arrangement for the shepherds and 
their female equivalents which seems to have been attended with 
happy consequences. One Mdlle. Lorenzi, Mdlle. Marie, and Miss 
Thurgate sustain the principal characters with grace, sprightliness, 


Nops AND WINK8.—Mr. Gilbert's theatre—the Garrick, which Mr. 
Hall will manage—which is expected to be ready for business by 
February next, will very likely open with the English version of La 
Tosca, with Mrs. Bernard-Beere in her celebrated imitation of Sara 
Bernhardt.— Hearts of Oak being, among other things, the title of an 
old play by Mr. H. A. Jones, will not be the title of the Drury Lane 
autumn drama, as I erroneously said it would last week. The 
Armada is the title finally decided upon. On Saturday the Strand 
re-opens with K/eptomania, and a new edition of H. J. Byron’s 
Aladdin. In the latter I suppose we may expect to become re-ac- 
quainted with “the Heathen Chinee” who was wont to set the 








benches in a roar at the Folly when—ah, when it wasn’t Toole’s.— 
To-morrow (Thursday) there will be a notable performance of Zhe | 
Merry Wives of Windsor at the Crystal Palace. Mr. and Mrz. Beer- | 
bohm-Tree, and an uncommonly strong cast, including Messrs. Lionel | 
Brough, Blakeley, Righton, and Brookfield; and Lady Monckton, | 
and Misses Rose Leclercq and Kate Phillips. A sort of “ prelimi- | 
nary run,” I suppose, for the days wken Mr. Tree may give us a taste | 
of it in town. NESTOR. 
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“OH DEAR! WHAT CAN THE MATTER BE?” 

















KNICKNAOKESS. 


Father (reading ).—“And, as Shakespeare so beautifully expresses 
it, ‘use strengthens habit.’ ”’ 

Daughter.— I don’t think that’s altogether right, papa.” 
Father.—* Why, my dear; how is it wrong?”’ 

Daughter.—‘ Why, goodness knows, my riding habit has had ‘use’ 
enough, and instead of being strengthened by it, it is nearly worn out.” 


SOME controversy has arisen lately as to whether a clergyman can 
marry himself or not. We beg to suggest that the question is whether 
the verdict would be felo de se or temporary insanity. 


ON THE PIER.—Mr. Fussiboy.—“Ah, excuse me, but I think—er— 
I’ve seen your face before.”’ 


certain, you never saw it behind.” 





THE Lord of the Manor has been using his influence to do away 
with Barnet Fair. We do not consider that it is fair of him thus to 


may be possessed of manors, he is certainly deficient in manners. 
Spoffins.—“ 1 say, old Schweinficish, why is your present Empress 


Victoria Frederick ?” 

Schweinfleish.—“ Ach Himmel! I vas not guessin’ to-day. 

guv him oop.” 

Spoffins.—“ Why, because she is Augusta. Don’t you see’—auguster, 

more august.” 

Schweinfleish.—“I know dot she vas Augusta, bud vot has dot do 
’ ' But Spoffins fled. 


I vas 


do vith ’ 








—_—__ 
ee 


Self-possessed Stranger.—“ Very possibly, sir; one thing is very | jealousy. 


try and interfere with the amusement of the people, and though he | 





of Germany more imposing and majestic than the Dowager Empress | : 
y posing J age | cow, but if we were friendly with a New York belle we should object 


Customer.—‘ That was splendid insect powder you sold me the 
other day, Mr. Oilman.” 

Mr. Oilman (with justifiable pride).—“ Yes, I think it’s pretty 
good—the best in the trade.” 

Customer.— I'll take another couple of pounds of it, please.” 

Mr. Oilman.—“ Two pounds ?”’ 

Customer.—* Yes, please. 1 gave the quarter of a pound that I 
bought before to a black beetle, and it made him so ill that I think 
if 1 keep up the treatment for about a week I may manage to kill 
him.” 


A tale comes from Vienna that an astronomer has seen the head of 
the Enk Comet. We trust this astronomer is not trying to comet too 
strong over us, for our astronomer will vie(with)enna one in seeing 
comets, and a matter of this kind is apt to “nkendle a good deal of 


Son.—“I say, dad, what does it mean when people say: that a 
certain wine is full of body?” 
Father.—“ They mean that it is full of spirit.” 


IT is now the fashion among New York belles to present their gen- 
tlemen friends with plaster casts of their faces. There is certainly 
no accounting for taste, as the old woman said when she kissed her 


to receiving a cast-off face, 


Liberal Unionist.—“ You cannot deny that the Government are 
exercising great moderation in Ireland, Mr. O'Patrick.” 

Mr. O' Patrick.—“ Moderation do ye call it? Sure and if yon said 
murderation ye'd be nearer the mark.” 
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REPAIRS NEATLY EXECUTED. 


that we are seventy-eight guns short. The Government confessed many things—that the Woolwich factory is constantly 


LORD C. BERESFORD lately pointed out 
| én eed of repair are always Woolwich guns? ”—Newspaper.] 


checked by the return of guns for repair, and soon. How is it that the guns in n 
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At last came the critical moment. It had to be fired at an enemy’s ship. The gunner did his best; he held it round as tightly as he could to prevent its 
swelling too mueh ; but it had him; it went off at the wrong end—just where the brown paper patch had been put on with sealing-wax. It must have been con- 


tract sealing-wax. 





SJ) 





Then the enemy took a mean advantage, and entered the fort. But Our Authorities were equal to the occasion. They put it to the enemy this way :—“ Look 
here, don't you know ; that gun's supposed to have sunk your fleet ; we didn't calculate for bursting in Our Manceuvres; so you oughtn't to take a mean advan- 


tage of that.” The enemy was reasonable, and retired. 
MORAL.—As we have to deal with reasonable nations in a European war, what's the use of bothering about guns ? 





















































[See Cartoon Verses, p. 118, 
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REV. BOMBA BALFOUR.— D'YEOU KNOW, I DON’T LAIKE IRELAND,” 





THE IRISH SECRETARY AND THE PRIVATE SECRETARY 
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“THE SUBJECT OF AN INQUIRY.” 


(RELATED BY BILL THE FIREMAN.) 


(* There seems to be little prospect at present of any steps being taken to place 
London on « more satisfactory footing as regards its fire brigade arrangements. 
Mr. Matthews held out no hope of even a Committee of Inquiry on the subject. 
The Government, he said, fully recognired the importance of the subject, but they 
were not prepared to appoint a committee at this season of the year. Mr. Matthews 
might have added that no Committee of Inquiry is necessary. The fire brigade is 
notoriously undermanned, and urgent need of a thorough reform of existing fire- 
escape arrangements has been amply demonstrated.”—&. James's Gazette.) 

WANT to hear about how it all came to happen in 1889, do yer? 
Well, you see, it was this 
way. There was three 
on us in the brigade that 
year: you see, most o’ the 
men had died out and 
that, and it hadn’t been 
considered worth while 
to fill their places till the 
Commission of Inquiry 
found out exackly how 
many more men was 
wanted, becos everybody 
decided as it would be an 
awful thing if they hap- 
pened to engage one man 
more than was actually 
required. So there was 
three on us—the Cap- 
tain he was at head- 
quarters ; and the rest of 
us—me and my mate Joe 





—was distribbited over the metrolopus, 

Well, about midday a little boy come along and tells me as his 
mother had set the fly-paper in the parlour afire with a candle, and 
couldn't put it out. Sol jumps up and gets down the syringe—for 
you see the engine we used to have had bin allowed to git out o’ re- 
pair, a8 it was considered werry rash to spend money on patching the 
biler until the Commission sat and decided about it; and the old 
horse had died the year before; so I gets down the syringe—a little 
glass syringe it was, as bein’ cheaper than a pewter one, and it bein’ 
considered rash to buy such a big thing as a garden-syringe before 
the Commission decided—and I tries to make a new plunger to it out 
of a little cotton reel (for you see the plunger had got broke; and 
the authorities hadn't seen their way to supplyin’ a new ‘un before 
the Commission should give its verdict). But I couldn't git a reel 
little enough ; and by this time the fly-paper had set light to the 
winder curtins. 

So | rushes off to the captain—(for it was considered advisable not 
to spend any more money on keepin’ up telegraphic communication 
before the Commission sat)—to ask if | should borrow a squirt some- 
where ; and the captin he said, “ Look here, Bill; we can’t take any 
steps without communicatin’ with the ‘Ome Office while the question 
of a Commission of Inquiry is pendin’; so, while I try and mend that 
syringe, you jest go off to the Ome Secetary and ask him if we may 
borrow another syringe.” 

Well, off 1 goes to the ’Ome Secetary and asks; and he hummed 
and harred, and ses, “ Well, the Guverment is not prepared just at 
present with a skeem for a Commission of Inquiry into the Advizer- 
bility of Borrowin’ a 
Squirt; but if you'll 
lay the matter afore 
me in due form in the 
course o’ next month 
—doorin’ a moment 
wich the hole Imperial 
mashinery can spare 
from devotin’ itself to 
the private intrests o’ 
Mr. Parnell—we may 
be able to——” 

“But the house is 
afire by this time,” 
ses I, 

“I’m werry sorry,” 
ses the Ome Secetary, 
“but the public inte- 
rest must really give 

lace wen the private 
ntrests o' Mr. Par- 
nel]_——_"’ 

“Well, but,” ses I, lookin’ out o’ winder,§“ the hole street is afire.” 

" Can't hel it—werry sorry,”\ses the 'Ome Secetary ; “look here, 
come again this day next week, and in the meanwhile the Guver- 








ment may have seen its way to appinting a Commission of Inquiry to 
inquire whether Mr. Parnell would have any objection to our snatchin 
a@ moment or two from the consideration of his private intrests in 
favour of the safety o’ London.” * . - 

So that day week I goes agen, and I sees the ‘Ome Secetary, and 
I ses, “ Well, all the East End's afire now, and the amount o damage 
and sufferin’——” 7 

At that he pricks up his ears and seems to understand. “ Ah,” ses 
he, “yes. We might see our way toa Commission of Inquiry to in- 
quire whether any, and if so what extent of damage and sufferin’ has 
arisen from the consumption by fire of the East End——” 

“ But meanwhile the fire’s extendin’ to the West End,” ses I, kind 
of impatient, cos I was in a hurry to git back to the captin, who was 
a-tryin’ to put out the East End with a teacup as he had took upon 
himself to borrow without a Commission of Inquiry. 

Well, each time as something important had occurred, such as the 
burnin’ of St. Paul’s Cathedral and the Houses o’ Parliament, I went 
and reported it to the Ome Secetary, and each time he looked very 
grave and concerned like, and he ses, “Ah, the Guverment will no 
doubt soon be in a position to see its way to entertaina proposal for 
taking steps to consider the advisability of discussing the expediency 
of seriously facing the question of giving its attention to the subject 
of the possibility of deliberating upon the desirability or otherwise 
of instituting a Commission of Inquiry to inquire into——” 

“ But,” ses I “the fire is extendin to the subbubs!” I never see 
sich a change in my life as I see in the face of the ’Ome Secetary. 
He turned pale, and gasped, and ses—‘‘ Wot subbub? ” ses he. 

“ Sich and sich a subbub,” ses I. 

Then the Ome Secretary springs up onto his feet with a ’owl, and 
screams out, “Git ainjin! Quick! Put out the fire afore it spreads 
to that subbub! What are you a-starin’ and a-waitin’ for?” 

‘A Commission of Inquiry,” ses I. 

“What!” he yells, “ while the hole place is a-burnin! Wy, I live 
in that subbub! Fire! Pleece!” 

And with that he rushed out, a-knockin’ over and a-swearin’ at 
Mr. Parnell, and a-scatterin’ all over the place a bundle of his private 
intrests as he was a-carryin’ under his arm. 

All the other Ministers had villas in that subbub. They passed a 
Act in the next half-hour, and that subbub was saved. 








The Very Hyde-a! 

“* Raucous ;” that was the epithet trotted out and brought well to 
the front, and brought home the idea of the voice Mr. Mansfield 
endows his creation of Mr. Hyde with. Rather rough, we are in- 
clined to think, on two very sweet and musical ones we wot of, both 
a Pe which the possessors’ Christian names are respectively Mary 
and Kate. 





OF course all good and true Liberals, like ourselves, regard the Tories 
as old-fashioned, and look upon their ideas as just a bit out of date; 
but still they should—like ourselves once more—hold on and see 
which way the wind blows before they reckon it a certainty that the 
Government is “ behind the Times.” 














DOWN ON HIM. 
No. 1.—“ D'you know these cigarettes are slow poison? Opium, 
and that.” 

















No, 2.—“ Slow poison! Yes, beastly slow.” 
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Anti-Biliousness. | 

THERE'S something in the name of bill | 
Seems to torture men and twist ’em, | ft 

That acts just like a poison will men 
Over all the human system, Nf 


The tradesman’s bill's a bitter pill 
When promises will not avail ; 

And then there is a worse one still— 
And that is called a bill of sale. 


Then there’s the bill that’s overdue, 
That doth the breast with anguish fill ; 
But the worst is, twixt me and you, 
The Tory pet Coercion Bill. 





A Po-tater-téte. 

A SPIRIT of a potent kind 
Is now (say some) too handy ; 

Its strength makes many “ Hoodman Blin,” 
Its name’s Potato Brandy. 

The ‘‘ Regent,” “ Kidney,” and the “ Red ” 
(Quite harmless, fried, or mealy), 

In spirit form affect the head, 
And really make one “ reely.” 

Folks, therefore, on their guard must be, 
For, spite of all debaters, 

Against this “tater ”’-spirit we 
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Should all be agi-“ taters.” 





No Noose is Good News. 


BERRY, the executioner’s, profession is a precarious 
one. He is a specialist to whom people go as a last 
resource. Hissalary is not constant; he gets paid only 
for work done. It is a case of neck or nothing with 
him. | 





Mrs, Peltinglar.—“I ONLY REPEAT, MR, BLANDE, WHAT SHE SAID; 
AND, OF COURSE, I KNOW ONE MUST NOT GIVE ENTIRE CREDENCE TO 
EVERYTHING SHE SAYS.” 

Mr. Blande.—“ OH, MY DEAR MADAM, I 
NOT BELIEVE A WORD OF THE SCANDALOUS STORY—ALL 
WERE TELLING IT.” 


PERISH THE THOUGHT! 


FELT QUITE SURE YOU DID 
THE TIME YOU 








Morin Sorrow than in Anger. 


THE Italian Custom House authorities are down on the Parlez-voos. They 
made the corpse of poor M. Morin, which was en route to the Peninsula to be 


body be, and not show their duty to the dead in that way ? 





Hare! Hare! 


MR. GILBERT, in arranging his new theatre, the Garrick, has evidently been 
mindful of good old Mrs. Glasse’s advice, for he has first caught his Hare. 


sal 





























HAD THE DOCTOR THAT TIME. 
Alderman Porkoker.—“ There you are, doctor—ace of hearts! That settles 
you, he! he! You know you always said you were afraid of my heart—he! he! 
_ Dr. Beeswing.—“ Da-a-a-sh that ace!” 


7? 


Alderman P.— Steady, doctor! You nearly said a swear word 
Dr. Beeswing.—“ Not a bit of it!” 
Alderman P.—“ Well, anyway, you were within an ace of it!” 





cremated, pay duty of fourteen pounds, and the ashes on the return journey | 
down with the dust to the same tune. This is too much; why can’t they leta 


| 


| and their meanings understood by everybody. 


New Leaves. 


Longman’s has the beginning of a new story, “A Dan- 
gerous Cat’spaw,” by David Christie Murray and Henry 
Murray, besides many other things.—Scribner’s is still on 
the railway track—on with the Greeks, and with many 
more objects of interest.—Zhe English Illustrated is as 
bright as usual.—There is an even goodness of quality in 
the Religious Tract Society's serials which never fails.— 
The Young Man increases in strength.— Baby, an illustrated 
monthly, is considered a dear, darling magazine by 
mothers.— Zhe Camera seems to be an excellent helper for 
all who practise photography.— Men and Women of the Day 
is highly interesting, and the portraits excellent, the one of 
Lord Justice Cotton being a speaking likeness. 

“The Merchant’s Clerk,” by John Pearce (Effingham, 
Wilson, and Co.). This is a very clear exposition of “ the 
laws and customs that regulate the operations of the count- 
ing-house.” The examples of practice should be of service 
especially to young clerks in merchants’ offices. The author 
seems to have ‘ Pearce’d”’ the very marrow of the subject. 
—‘ His Last Passion,” by Martius (The Hansom Cab Pub- 
lishing Co.). A most unwholesome book. Such characters 
are doubtless to be found in society, too many of them, 
perhaps, and an author has a right to use them if he chose ; 
but society is none the better for them or for their por- 
trayal.—‘ The Loss of the Empire,” by Arthur Law (same 
publishers). Reasoning on the basis of the alarming con- 
dition of our national defences, the author does his best to 
expose to both friend and foe our weaknesses, and sees, 
maybe, our enemies’ strength through magnifying glasses. 
—“ A Profitable Vacation,’ by Beatrix F. Creswell (Thomas 
Laurie). Possibly a not unprofitable hour or so of “a 
summer holiday" may be spent over this little book.— 
“The Coach Horn: What to Blow, and How to Blow It.” 
Price one shilling (KGhler and Son, 116 Victoria Street, 
Westminster). This is an amusing little book by a well- 
known maker and tootler. Among the useful information 
given, all the various calls are set to music for the piano- 
forte as well as for the horn, so that they may be learnt 
All lovers 
of coaching should have this book.—Mr, Thomas Purnell’s 
new book, “ Dust and Diamonds,” will shortly be published 
by Ward and Downey. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “FUN,” 

S1z,—You bave often heard, l’m shoor, that all the Scotch ar: 
rather “ dour ;” I do not say but what they are, I know they’re most 
particular, In spite of that, though, I: must say, I was surprised the 
other day, when Jean the maid (our local “help,”) came in with 





-——_ 


a < 
ee 
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something like a yelp, and said, with many @ moan and groan, she'd 
not have come if she’d have known. It seems she'd just found out, 
(ye ken) that I had dealt with betting men, in fact, if truth were 
known, | still exhibited unholy skill, and pointed out the winning 
horse without a vestige of remorse. And then she said, with bitter 
phrase, she: couldn’t countenance such ways, and swerve so far from 
truth and right, and so she meant to leave that night. My temper 
isn't long, you know, I told her, dash it! she might go—or, as the 
Yankees call it, “skip,’—and then I went and wrote this tip. It’s all 
correct, | beg to state, 

THE LEGER, 1888. 


LET Benburb languish as it will, 
Our Orbit we at last must leave ; 
The Merry Andrew shows his skill, 
And who is he that cares to grieve ! 
With Ossory and Estafette 
You've ev ry chance to see the race, 
But if on Ayrshire you would bet— 
It is a very pleasant “place” ! 


Apollo, in his manly guise, 
To Love-in-Idleness may lead ; 
But I shall murmur in surprise, 
If either shows astounding speed. 
Now, many roads to wealth there are, 
If at the flood the tide you seize, 
And you may go to Zanzibar— 
But I shall seek the sweet Seabreeze. 


up, and hoped I would be wise, though late, and so escape the awful 
fate that comes, without mishap or slip, on those who go and bet and 
tip—and here she heaved a dreadful sigh—but, ere she said her last 
good-bye, and left the halls of guilt and sin, please would I tell her 
what will win! Was e’er ridiculouser mus / 

I’m yours, once more, TROPHONIUS. 








The New Craze in Plays. 
(WITH APOLOGIES TO THE LATE MASTER R. HERRICK.) 


(The “ Pastoral Play” craze is spreading largely. It has recently found its way 
to America. Here in England, however, the somewhat rainy weather bas this 
season interfered with its success.) 
RISE, and sort out your props, my Fairy Queen! 
Make ready to come forth upon the Green ; 
a time hath Flora had an air, 
As though she'd too much wet to wear 
But cheer up, for (‘tis true), 
The sky's now somewhat blue. 
Our shows have recently been backward kept 
Because J. Pluvius has so largely wept. 
But now, with spangles, “trunks,” and “ tights,” 
We must prepare al fresco sights. 








I'd just worked off this tour-de-force (1 think it is Al, of course), | 
when Jean came in (she'd stayed to sup) to say she'd finished packing | 


| 
| 





We have full many a taking bill 

To offer if it keeps fine still. 
So hurry up, let’s have no more delaying— 
Come, my Titania, let’s go Pastoral-playing. 


Ah, this al fresco acting is a lark 
(If you’re on good terms with the weather’s clerk). 
’Neath yonder oak we make our bow 
In Bakespeare’s fay-play, I and thou. 
But ere you start, remember this— 
Mind your goloshes you don’t miss ; 
Yea, don’t forget your pattens in your rusb, 
Remember, too, your mackintosh and “ mush.” 
The cue for “ ringing-up” is given, 
So from our dressing-tents we’re driven, 
Come, then, our boss’s call obey, 
The rain is clearing up, they say. 
We must commence ; the guests big “swears”’ are saying 
Because we've not begun our Pastoral-playing. 


Mind that big puddle !—skip yon oozy slime 
Unless you want a mud-bath ev’ry time. 

Ha! see the sun is in the sky— 

Perchance a scene we now may try, 

Already they have given us pros. 

Hot “goes” and tallow for the nose, 
And therefore we are really bound, you see, 
To obey the “call” unto the greenwood tree. 

Our merry Puck will, I’m afraid, 

Into a pulp by rain be made ; 

And all the “ props” of this our play, 

May, ere the end, be washed away. 
Still, while the sun peeps, let’s have no delaying— 
Come, my Titania, let’s go Pastoral-playing. 




















LINES FROM THE POETS. 
“IN DIM PERSPECTIVE LIES.”— Milton, 
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Seedy Individual.—“ | say, Old Man, lend me half-a-sovereign ; 
I'll let you have it back without fail to-morrow.” 
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The Confession. 


(With apologies to the Shade of 
Barham.) 


WwW. H. SMITH TO HIS CHIEF. 


I’VE something on my breast, Mar- 
uis, 

I’ve ccuathion on my breast! 

The livelong day I sigh, Marquis, 
And at night I cannot rest. 

I cannot take my rest, Marquis, 
Though I would fain do so ; 

A weary weight oppresseth me— 
A weary weight of woe. 


‘Tis not the fishy treaty 

That Chamberlain has made ! 
Tis not that bashful Biggar 

Will call a spade a spade ; 
It is not Deptford’s Darling, 

Nor Baumann, Peckham’s pride, 
Who causes me the anguish 

I vainly seek to hide. 


It is not Morley’s voice, Marquis, 
Nor Gladstone’s that I fear, 
Nor fiery, untamed Randolph's, 
Nor Harcourt’s cutting sneer ; 
‘Tis not the Irish Party, 
Nor Scotland’s mighty chief, 
The wary, witty Wallace, 
That causes me this grief. 


’Tis not that good old Peel, Marquis, 
The Question will not put ; 

Nor that the brawny Bradlaugh 
Has firmly set his foot 

Against perpetual pensions ; 

Not of these am | afraid— 

‘Tis of my dear friend Walter, 

And the visit that I paid! 





The Rough. 


(“There is no more noxious animal than 
the rough.”—Daily Paper.) 

OH, ’tis fine to be a rough, 

To be jawy, loud, and gruff, 

And to frighten all the women and 
the gals ; 

When you’re in a ’bus or train 

Jist to yell with might and main 

Lots of bloomin’ comic songs with 

a chorus for yer pals ! 


How it makes yer grin and laugh 

When the pretty gals yer chaff 

Turn . red as blessed lobsters in a 

t; 

And, my! ain’t it fun to see 

How “mamma dear” frowns 
when we 

Swear, or tell a spicy tale which 

their fancy doesn’t hit ! 


Then wherever we may go 

We are quite at home, yer know, 
And we take up all the room we can, 

of course ; 

So we always put our feet 

On a nicely cushioned seat," 
And we smoke until we make all 
the pretty creatures hoarse. 


Sometimes, though (the bloomin’ 
shame!) 

They grow] at our little game, 

Or there may be a fine row or else 
a fight ; 

Then we're lugged before the 


Who, though lambs can’t look 
more meek, 

Fines us forty bob right off!— 
now I’m blowed if that is 
right ! 
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A FARMER’s man brought the village doctor a 
note the other day, and with some difficulty Medicus 
spelt out, “Please send me a bottle of fizzic. 
“ Hallo,” exclaimed the doctor, “ F-1-Z-Z-1-C doesn t 
spell physic.” “Don’t it,” answered the rustic, 
“what do it spell then?” The doctor gave it up. 
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OUR ONLY GENERAL. 


LORD NAPOLEON BONAPARTE MARLBOROUGH LEE JULIUS CH&SABR WOLSELEY INFORMS Von MOLTKE 
THAT HE DOESN'T THINK MUCH OF HIM, AND REQUESTS HIM TO TAKE A Back SEAT. 
[ Up to the time of going to press the German Strategist still survives. 
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McTAVISH, Donald of that: ilk, scorns ithe 
Southron’s dress. He would sooner fall upon his 
claymore and bite his native heather than discard 
kilt and abandon philabeg. He says the “ Flying 
Scotsman ” could never do the journey from London 
to Edinburgh with the “ breeks” on. 
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THE FIRST NIGHT OF A NEW COMIC OPERA.—SKETCHES IN THE AUDIENCE. 








The Irish Secretary and the 


Private Secretary. 
(SEE CABTOON.) 


“D'yzou know,” eays the Reverend 
Bomba 
Arthur Balfour—Irish Sec.— 
“T don't laike Ireland—'tis so sombah— 
Yea, to gladness such a check. 
I also don't laike Dublin City 
Rude behaviour there is shown,— 
Its natives at my cost are witty, 
Which is trying, you will own. 
And so I murmur, don’t you know— 
I don't laike Ireland—'tis so Jow. 


“ D'yeou know that the Irish nation 
Is so sadly prone to spite, 
Not to name vituperation— 
That can't really now be right. 
And I'm ashamed to say that, lately, 
My friend Wyndham thought the same, 
Archbishop Walsh annoyed him greatly, 
Of my friend's letters he made game ! 
And now my visit makes me cry— 
I don't laike Ireland—no, not I! 





“ D’yeou know that this strange aversion 
Painful is to me, indeed ; 

I've such a hatred of coercion, 
Clemency is e’er my creed. 

What causes all these mimic battles? 
Why is it each Hibernian flings 

At me, and at my ‘goods and chattels,’ 
Questionable eggs and things? 

I don’t laike Ireland, as you see, 

But surely Ireland should like me /” 


The Tradesman’s Joke. 

IT was asmall shop, and the worthy pro- 
prietor was in his proper place, behind his 
counter, when a creditor entered, andthanded 
a document to him, saying, “ A full statement 
shall follow—this is only a rough bill!”’ 

“ Rough, is it?” said the tradesman, “ never 
mind, I’m going to file it!” And he did, and 
it is on that identical bill-file now. 








ACCORDING tothe British Medical Jour- 
nal the Italian Custom House levies a tax of 
£14 upon every corpse that passes the frontier. 
Most governments tax spirits, but the Italians 


| tax bod:esx. 





THE town of Barnet is now illuminated by 
the electric light. Success gratifying, and 
introduction into private houses contem- 
plated. What will they do with the gas then? 
Why, they won’t Barnet, we suppose. 





OUR Nestor (w ho is as good as he is beau- 
tiful, and as witty as he is wise), in speaking 
of how some actors only care about the 
applause and laughter they get, and the 
“fat” they find in their parts, and reek not 
of art or consistency, remarked that a good 
many, even of the big lights, suffered from 
the “ ‘fatty ” degeneration of the art! 








Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


JOCKEY CLUB’ STORIES. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 





Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


“THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 158 FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.C. 
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e Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


] 


Reckitts 
Blue | 


See that you get it! 














As bad sakes are often sold J 


—_— 














Lendon : Printed by Daisiel Brothers, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W.. and Published (for the 


Wednesday, September 12, 1888. 


Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, EO. 





—_. .\ awe 


/ 





























“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) A workman, whose wife went with 
lodgers resorting, 

Was forgiven, and all through some | 
sweet police-“ courting.” 

(2) A big baby carriage was wheeled by | (4) The long-talked-of Spa Beauty show 

as been start 


a lady 
Tv 


(3) Fora cargo of fans from Japan one 
has written, 

A fan-tastic idea for a cool place 
like Britain. 





P 


(5) Good old Jumbo, M.P., is (they tell 
us) beginning 

To try parachuting, which hethinks | 
(Bald)winning. 


(¢) Young Emperor Wil! has his “phiz” 
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wiler Spofforth's closed carriage 
went wrong, something bumped it, 
Aud ke wes caught ouf—hke had 
better have “stumped” it. 


(8) Foolish spinsters entrapped by false 
agents of Hymen, 
Find said agents are epiders, and 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE GAIETY.—She¢ has arrived at last. Surely when the grumbling 
but shrewd old philosopher uttered his famous dictum that we are 





THE GAIETY.—“0-0-0-H BOGIK'S COMING!” 


“mostly fools,” some prevision of the good fortune which has attended 
upon that remarkable concoction of the bathetic gathered under the 
title She must have visited him, with its attendant influences of de- 
pression and irritation. To those who have adapted the work to the 
stage I owe an undying grudge in that they have compelled me in 
my sense of duty to read the book before sitting in judgment on the 
result of their efforts. I have crawled with severe effort and painful 
sense of oppression through the nightmare land of sawdust-stuffed 
bogiedom, plentifully “salted” with borrowed effects (the rightful 
owners of which range from Pythagoras to the editor of the latest 
edition of “ Parlour Magic”), and have emerged exhausted and 
querulous, The story is as sapless as the mummies it expatiates upon 
without the surface beauty they are described as possessing. 


IN whatever degree the piece is found to be unsatisfying food is not 
so much because the story is unsuited to the theatre, as that the fierce 
light that beats upon the stage shows all its weakness, and reduces it 
to the absurdity it is. Yet in spite of this enormous drawback, it is 
a production of exceptional interest. Mr. Edward Rose has written a 
prologue which is terse, clear, and dramatic, and the remainder of the 
play, which I believe I am right in attributing to the joint efforts of 

r. William Sidney and Miss Clo. Graves, includes, handled very ex- 
pertly, all the main and a good many of the minor points and effects 
of the book, In picturesqueness of a good, honest, artistic sort, it 
could hardly be surpassed ; not only are the’ many opportunities for 
effective scenery taken full advantage of, and the grouping and 
dressing of the savages overlooked with an eye of intelligent care— 
note that the ladies of the ballet who pose as “males” are not 
troubled with “ waists”—but Miss Eyre herself in her well-arranged 




















DRURY LANE.—MORE RUrrs IN DRURY LANE, 


draperies and cleverly managed veil, gives a succession of natu rally 
assumed poses which are full of beauties of grace and expression, 








I SHOULD be sorry to have to prove that Miss Eyre’s performance 
is faultless, but it is certainly a very fine one. The majesty, power, 
and fierceness of the creature She are depicted with a force that 
causes the pensive spectator to be filled with happy satisfaction that 
he resides far, far from the peculiar city of Kor, while the flirting 
scenes and. softer moods of love-lorn abandon are portrayed with a 
seductive charm which produces an entirely opposite impression, and 
fosters a wild desire to rush home, discover a potsherd in a disused 
hat-box, and immediately seek the shores of Africa in search of a 
rock shaped like the head of a Moore and Burgess minstrel. There 
is a sort of “middle distance” wanting in the impersonation, but its 
value is manifest from the hold it takes upon the spectator in spite 
of the hollow nature of the conception itself. 


Conspicuous for beauty, poetry, and truth, stands out the Ustane 
of Miss Mary Rorke, a most delightful and winning performance. 
There are many excellencies in Mr, Julian Cross’s Holly, but he appears 
rather oppressed by the unreality of his surroundings, and does not 
altogether do himself justice. Mr. Edmund Maurice, with his school- 
boy diction and adamantine hardness, is a bit of an infliction, although 
he looks the part (and all the handsomest of the Greek statues “ writ 
large” into the bargain) to admiration. Mr. James Kast is not an 
elaborate low comedian, and his style is decidedly crude, but he has 
the sovereign merit of not over-intruding himself, and is not un- 
funny. Mr. H. Maxwell makes a dignified “father” of the Ama- 
hagger, and Mr, Edmund Gurney a picturesque‘chief and earnest lover. 
Miss Enson,a more than capable actress, is rather out of her element, 


THE CRYSTAL PALACE.—Messrs. Barry and Hogarth’s Gipsy 
Gabriel Company presented that piece in the theatre here on the 
occasion of Mr. Brock’s recent benefit. A company, strong in its 
males (among whom are Mr. Shiel Barry and Mr. Mat Robson) and 
attractive in its females (which consist of Misses Adrienne Verity, 
Amy Grundy, and Kate Francis), did full justice to the opera, which 
is an attractive one. 


Nops AND WINKS.—There has been some activity at “the Halls.” 
The Empire has once more changed “the lead” in Dilara, Signorina 
Palladino now officiating in that apes with all the skill and 
fascination for which she is noted. The Empire has now two of the 
handsomest and best danced ballets in London.—I should have liked 
to have had a peep at the Paragon, too, on the 3rd instant, but the 
Mile End Road is rather too far away from my base at this busy 
time of the year for me to reach it easily. I don’t despair of doing it 
some day, but as I couldn’t manage it on that Monday, I missed the 
revival of Mr. Bowyer’s clever sketch, The Devil Bird, the first ap- 
pone in England of the Glynserette troupe of acrobats, and Miss 

tisie Phyllis and Mr. H. White in their funny Bewitched Curate 
sketch (which I have heard a good report of more than once), to say 
nothing of La Belle Amoros, Miss Paradice’s ballet, and all the merry 
showmen and show-women collected on the spot.—That abode of 
mystery, the Egyptian Hall, will, during the absence of Maskelyne 
and Cooke, be occupied by the successful American Wizard and Ven- 
triloquist, Hercat. He starts his campaign on October the one.—The 
air is full of rumours of burlesques on She /—my goodness ! 

NESTOR. 








HOTCH POTCH. 


THE French are about to erect a statue in Paris to Joan of Arc, 
and when it is put up what will be the difference between the statue 
and the original? Why, one will be made of bronze, and the other 
Maid of Orleans ! 


Englishman.—‘I can’t imagine how it is you Italians talk so 
much. If two of you get together it’s nothing but jabber, jabber, the 
whole time.” 

Italian.—“ We talk for the pleasure of listening to our musical 
language. If we spoke a harsh guttural like you, we should no doubt 
be as silent.” 


‘oung Hopeful.—“ Papa, I see that a man named Parry has killed 
himself at Liverpool, and the paper calls it a case of suicide. Surely 
that is wrong. It ought to be parricide, ought it not? 


Stone Quarry, Portland, First Convict.—“ How were you copped, 
mate ?”’ 
Second Convict.—“ Struck by lightning.” 











First C.—“ Eh, what’s that?” 

Second C.—* Why, I'd got clean away, and was aboard the steamer 
bound for America when they telegraphed to Queenstown, and I was 
copped there.” | 
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Circumstances Alter Cases. 


WHEN the breeze is gently blowing, 
And the sunlit clouds are glowing, 
While the sea is ebbing, flowing 
By the shore ; 

You may see the nature-poet 
In a modest manner go it, 
The result—if he will show it— 

Just a verse, and nothing more ! 
When the organ-grinder’s playing, 
And a German band is braying, 
And for pennies they are praying 

At the door ; 
You may hear the self-same poet 
In another manner go it, | 
The result—perhaps you know it— | 

Just a curse, and nothing more! | 














“Marriage a Failure.” 


BROKEN dreams and illusions vanished ! 
Seen in the Mirror of Truth art thou; 
My love, too high for thyself, is banished, | 
Slave of my folly I am not now. | 
Clay thou art of a common moulding, 
Why should thine image my fancy fill? | 
* * _ > * 
She comes! I am smoking, how fierce her | 
scolding ! 
I must dissemble ! 














| 
“T love thee still!” | 





IT is officially announced that the Rev, | 
Francis John Jayne, vicar of Leeds, has | 
accepted the Bishopric of Chester. The 
new bishop, when referring to his former 
vicarage, will now be able to quote from 
Shakespeare with especial unction— 








“There is atide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, Leeds on to fortune.” 
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But it won’t do for Mr. Sims Reeves to go 
to Chester and warble “My Jayne, my 
pretty Jayne,” it would seem too personal. 














AN ARCHITECTURAL FEATURE.—The 
bridge of the nose. | 


Bicyclist (with “side”),—“ Haw! 
THE GOOD OF THE HOUSE, DON’T CHER KNOW! 
" FOR A FELLAH TO RIDE ON?” 

Barmaid (without the slightest hesitation).—" A BICYCLE, I SHOULD SAY.” 


DELICATELY SUGGESTIVE. 


I SAY, MUST ORDER SOMETHING TO DRINK FOR 
WHAT'S THE BEST THING, MY DEAR, 


[ But did she mean him to get on it and go? 








“Culchaw ” Complains. 


(OUIDA, the ever-posing, and William Morris, the Socialistic wall-paper poet, 
have, in recent magazines, complained bitterly of the “Ugliness of London ”— 
a town which, according to Merris, is “ Hell.) 


COMPLAINTS, from a more or less eminent source, 
As to London’s great “ Ugliness” reach us ; 

Both Ouida (who calls for deep rev'rence, of course) 
And Morris—of this, would fain teach us. 

They growl at our houses, our streets, and our squares, 
At the mere thought of these they’ve nigh fainted ; 

In short, poor old London now weeps and despairs— 

Since by two cultured persons (so lacking in “ airs ”’) 
In such horrible colours she’s painted. 


We had hardly got over our poignant distress, 
Of our Florentine fictionist’s strictures— 

When we read with most heartrending woe, we confess, 
Bard Morris draws heartrending pictures. 

’Tis enough to make Londoners blush to their boots 
When they with these views are acquainted ; 

Don't say “’Tis no consequence,” like our friend Toots, 

For ‘twould seem that a town’s only fit for mere brutes, 
When in such awful colours ‘tis painted. 


Morris calls London “ Hell ”—(oh, such language is hari— 
Quite unfit for FUN readers, I take it). 

If he wall-papered London, this Socialist Bard 
Might a big Earthly Paradise make it. 

He thinks the “ Commercial” Fiend makes the town grim, 
In fact, Morris, a poet most sainted, 

Jn various ways doth work ont this strange whim 

To brighten the town which (according to him) 
Can’t really be black enough painted. 


Ouida also quotes “hell and the devil” to point 
How terribly ugly our town is— 








See 
Se 





| form at Sleaford. 


She thinks e’en the West is, like Time, out of joint, 
And she frowns—and we know what her frown is! 
She would like to see London as beautiful, say, 
As her heroes, so sweet and untainted, 
But that cannot be—not, at least, in our day— 
So by this great pair (not of mere human clay) 
The Metropolis sadly is painted ! 


And yet, after all, many thousands of folk, 
Not given to growls deep and dreary, 
Will deem this great pair’s jeremiad a joke, 
And chaff it in manner that’s cheery. 
London isn’t all Sweetness and Light, we confess 
(But all towns with some sadness are tainted), 
Still there isn’t much need for this mental distress, 
Old London, like someone (whose name we suppress) 
Isn't really so black as ‘tis painted. 








THE Queen has been graciously pleased to make a knight of Mr. 


Edlin, Q.C., the Assistant-Judge of the Middlesex Sessions. 


We be- 


lieve there is no truth in the rumour that, when he heard he was to 
receive the honour of a knighthood, the learned gentleman said it 


came as a sir-prize to him, 





A BOGY-ENGINE exploded the other day while standing at the plat- 


r 


The passengers weren't hurt, only just a bit 


skeered—had a sort of morbid curiosity as to where the sound came 


from, that’s all. 


We used to be frightened at bogies in childhood’s 


happy hour, but we thought they were all exploded a long time ago. 


AN UNCONSIDERED CAUSE 


OF MENTAL DEPRESSION, — Mr. 


McTavish affirms that mixing water with whisky has the effect of 


damping the spirit. 
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IRISH NATIONAL INDEPENDENCE. 


of expecting Irish patriots to play the dirty national tunes of the people they intrude among and indirectly make money from, a “ Proud 


Apropos of the idea 
Pathriot ” writes us of hrs experiences in this dirthy country. He says :— 
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ut of the Saxon spalpeens—floated across wid a cork band round me. 


~~» 





“ ww hy 7, ' ‘oe , ; ; } ; 7 _ 
And who did I meet but that mane cratur John Bull; so Tasks him to tipa pore starrvin’ bhoy a coin or two. What does he do? Why, he hands mea 
et coin wid yer Queen's hes mpe it! *D've think Oi'm gol oe ere ee oe Hi aed 
in—a dirty coin wid yer Queen’s head shtamped on ut! ‘D'ye think ('m goin’ to accipt yer dirthy party money ? ses Oi, a-flingin’ it down. Then if that mane 


and onrasonable J. Bull didn't ray 


oe? 


‘P’r'aps ye’d betther go back to Oireland,’ ses he. 








“ic ; 4 ~~ Be e . : ; 
So lw NH, ye palpeen! ses O1; and Oi nicks un the insultin’ coin and pockets it. an lrawe n 
pocrnets it, an iraws mM 


crprised and overpowered by the indipindance of at} 
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THE TWO PARNELLS. 


COULD I BE WITH EITHER, WERE T'OTHER FAIR 














CHARMER AWAY.” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 128. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 





THE RULES OF THE GAME; OR, THE WAY THEY’RE 
SURE TO DO IT. 


First BRITISH ADMIRALTY OFFICIAL. Ha! —dear me! war 
broken out with 


Russia! Well, 
they'll find us 
quite prepared. 

SECOND BRI- 
; TISH ADMIR- 
t Sent ALTY OFFI- 

ee ee CIAL. Eh? well, 

TIMID. st ve hacen 

A) AE BETTE 2 | it enough ships of 
, Jes war. 

First B.A.O, 
Oh, that doesn’t 
matter in these 
civilized times. 
You see, we 
constructed a 
whole set of in- 
ternational 
rules of eti- 
uette when we had the naval manccuvres, and, of course, they’l! hold 
,00d with the enemy in case of real war. We decided definitely then 
that when one of the belligerents had a smaller fleet than the other 
it would be incumbent upon the latter to lay aside his excessive ships 
so as to equalize the odds—so of course that’s what Russia will do 
now. You'll see. I'll just wire to the St. Petersburg cabinet to ask 
‘em to strictly observe this rule of etiquette. * * * Ah, here’s the 
answer—“ St. Petersburg cabinet presents its comps. to London ditto, 
and will be careful to observe point of etiquette indicated.” There, 
nothing could be more satisfactory. Now, you see, with equal 
numbers we shall be—— 

SECOND B, A. O, But you forget that our ships are not half so 
powerful, ship for ship, as the Rus—— | 

First B.A, O, Oh, that’s all right, too, y’*know. There's another rule 
to the effect that a vessel of war meeting an opposed vessel of war of 
less power, is to consider her as powerful as herself, and abstain from 
using any forcein excess of that of which the weaker vessel is capable 
—see? 

SECOND B. A. O. Ah—excellent! 

First B, A. O. So, you see, it’s all nice and comfortable, and we 
can go and shoot grouse, 

» . > . * * 

MAYOR OF SEABOARD Town, Here, I say—what's to be done? 
Tere’s # Iussian cruiser anchored in the bay and preparing to bom- 
bard the town, and the town’s altogether unfortified, and'll be in 
ruins in half an hour. Had I better cover the front of the Marine 
Parade with mattresses, or mount the rocket apparatus atop of the 
bathing establishment, or—— 

WELL-INFORMED TOWN CLERK, Oh, dear! there's not the least 
necessity for anything of that sort. I have here a copy of the rules 
laid down by the Admiralty in the recent manceuvres, and it expressly 
provides that if an opposing cruiser comes upon an undefended town 
it is not to bombard it except at the express desire of the mayor and 
corporation, or other constituted authority, 

Mayor, Oh, all right; then all I’ve got todo is to get in a boat, 
and go and see the captain of the cruiser, and show him the rule. 
* * * There, that’s all right. Russian captain was most polite ; 
he wouldn't 
think of ignor- 
ing such an ex- 
cellent rule, 
and is going otf 
immediately. 
He seemed a 
little disap- 
pointed, poor 
fellow! as he 
seemed to fancy 
he might find it 
difficult to get 
the authorities 
of any of our 
seaboard towns 
to give him the 
requisite per- 
mission to bombard; but 1 comforted him as well as | could, and 
assured him that the British are very obliging to strangers. 
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RUSSIAN ADMIRAL. Here's a victory! London is ours without 
any fighting worth speaking of. Look here; we'll land here on 
London Bridge, and run up the Russian flag on St. Paul’s; and seize 
the Houses of Parliament and Buckingham Palace, and demand a 
ransom of one thousand millions for the city warehouses, and go and 
feast in the Mansion House, and—— 

INTERFERING CITY RECORDER (or Commissioner of Sewers, or 
other Official whose business it may be) with a Paper. Not so, Mr. 
Admiral. If you will be good enough to read this you will see that, 
by the regulations laid down by the Admiralty for the recent naval 
manceuvres, London is to be considered impregnable, and exempt 
from capture. 

RUSSIAN ADMIRAL (gasping). What? No—no! My ears deceive 
me! It is false—it cannot, cannot be! (leads ; then sinks fainting 
to the ground, fed fire.) 


* * + . * * 

Subsequent telegram from Cabinet of London to that of St. Peters- 
burg.—* Assure you quite mistaken. Although true Russian superior 
force succeeded defeating British opposition, and capturing London, 
etcetera, reference Admiralty Rules Recent Manceuvres convince you 
victory really on side Great Britain. How now?” 

Reply from Cabinet of St. Petersburg.— Regret find quite correct. 
Russia pay indemnity instead Great Britain. First instalment five 


roubles next post. Bless you!” 








An “On Dee”! 

THE River Dee, which, all agree, 
Was once the anglers’ pride, 

Is through the silt entirely kilt, 
For fish won’t there abide. 

No salmon stay, they hie away 
To seek another tide ; 

So anglers there are in Dee-spair 
As to what they should Dee-side. 





Canadian Politics. 


Wy does the Yankee President 
Make a suggestion 

OF hit-back policy anent 
The Fishery Question ? 

He thinks, since he condemns wholesale 
The neighbouring nation 

One course alone should countervail— 
Retail-iation. 





A Top Story. 


PROFESSOR MARKOFF and M. Popoff, two Russian savants, have 
reached the summit, not of their ambition, perhaps, but of Mount 
Ararat. It is a good place for stones, but they found nothing else. 
The ascent was a perilous one, but as they got to the top and didn’t 
Pop-off, they erected a cairn to Mark-off the occasion. 
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WHAT SHALL HE DO? 

AWFUL position of little Dunfer on being confronted by a young 
lady labouring under the quite erroneous impression that the tele- 
scope he carries is hers, and demanding the article and an explana- 
tion forthwith. 
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TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. DEAR SIR,—One of the delights of 


ARE OMENS A FAILURE? 


3 + , aF : this season is that the daily papers open their co s to volumi s corres 
Hoping, Sir, that you are ambitious of following their glorious examele, } ber to aubexis tt illy pap pe eir columns to voluminous correspondence. 


therefore, a few observations collected from my friends, which will be relished, I am 


hat the subject of “ Omens” has not yet received justice. 


I append, 
sure, by everyone who, like myself, is 


A LOVER OF TWADDLE 
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There is luck in old slippers. So they 
say, Sir; but my friend, little Tommy, 
doesn't see where the luck comes in! 


Thirteen at table. 


My friend Quiverful habitually sits down as 
one of this dread number. 


And there is no mistake, Sir, in the bad luc} 
which attends him in consequence. 
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“Strangers” in tea. 
cash found 


Ill-luck in going to sea on a Friday. 
This my friend A.S.S. amply proved when 
he went fora sail at the seaside last Friday. 


Two of these my friend Little- 
in his cup only last Tuesday. 


Sure enough, Sir, they appeared. That very night the 
bailiffs came in! 








KNICKNACKS. 


lence for kite flying, but judging by the amount of paper at present 
in the market, the English are fast becoming proficient in the skilful 
art, 


Jones.—‘ I say, Smith, what did you give your baby for the wind?” 
Smith (in a hurry).—*“ Turpentine.” (Jnterval of a week.) 
Jones.—“ Oh, I say, Smith, I1gave my baby some turpentine and it 
nearly killed it.” 

Smith.— So it did mine! ” 





BRITANNIA and Hibernia are usually represented as sisters, and 
when the famine, with which the “distressful country” is threatened, 
arrives, we hope that Britannia will not forget that she is bound to 
& sister or assister. 





Spifins.— “The largest ship in the world, the Great Lastern, is 

being broken up, I see.” ; 
Spoflins.—“ I know of a ship larger than the Great Eastern.” 

Spifhns,—* Nonsense.” 

Spo ffins.—“ She is a Liverpool vessel, and she lost a fireman in the 

Red Sea the other day through the heat, and I can prove that she is 

larger than the Great Eastern, because she is an Jnchlonga | 


7 

















THE Chinese have hitherto been considered the nation par ewcel- 


Conservative Agent (suffering from the combined effects of a bad 
conscience and too much cucumber.—“ Oh, doctor—I'm very uneasy.” 

Doctor.—* ll send you round some medicine that will soon relieve 
you.” 

C. Agent.—“ I didn't mean that, doctor, though that’s bad enough. 
I meant in my mind, The fact is, I've written a good many Conser- 
vative tracts on Protection, and hereditary legislation, and I cannot 
help thinking of the mischief | may have done.” 

Doctor (cheerfully ).—* I shouldn't let that worry me, for you may 
depend on it nobody has ever read them.” 


A PITTSBURG physician has invented a new process for preserving 
the dead. The body is placed under immense hydraulic pressure, 
until it takes the appearance of veined marble, without taste or smell, 
and only occupying a space of about one cubic foot. On reading this 
Mrs. Blunderby exclaimed, “ Well, that is nice, isn’t it now? One 
will be able to be one’s own marble tombstone over one’s own grave.” 


Friendly Lead, Gentleman recites Hood's “ Bridge of Sighs."— 
“Take her up tenderly, lift her with care,” etc. 


Chairman.—“ Wot's that from, Bill?” 

Reciter.—*‘ The Bridge of Sighs’? Why—er—er—the—er— Mer. 
hant of Ven of course,”’ 

() in—“* Ah, I th ht s Fine thing, ain't 
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LORD WILLIAM AND ISABEL. 


THE twilight descended on field and wold, 
The day was all greyly dying ; 

The little leaves shivered as though with cold, 
And the wind began a-sighing. 

And under the trees, with some soul-fraught sobs, 
And several tear-drops starting, 

There stood, with a pair of proximitous nobs, 
A couple of lovers parting. 


Oh, lovers have parted before, I ween, 
Again they may have to do it, 

For never a trouble, I wot, has been, 
sat others must yet go through it. 
But these weren’t parting, I beg to say, 

As lovers are wont to sever; 
It wasn’t a part for a month, or day, 
Or a year, but, alas,—/or erer. 





Alas that they'd met in the shady lane 
And fallen in love so blindly !— 

He told her, to search for her match were vain, 
She told him she thanked him kinclly. 

And, oh! but that time was a time of bliss, 
And, oh! but they bathed in gladness ! 

And, oh! but they'd flutter and sigh and kiss! 
And now to be parted! Madness ! 


No guardian's mandate pronounced their doom, 
No parent forbade their union, 
No tyrannous law provoked this gloom 
Of bitterly sad communion. 
No family quarrel, no war of creed, 
No question of birth or breeding, 
No slander of rivalry—No, indeed ! 
‘Twas simply s point of feeding. 


For he was a lordling of high degree, 
While she was of lowly station 

(With just a small matter of £ s. d, 
As balancing compensation). 

And—weep for the painful decrees of fate, 
So pitiless, grim and surly |— 

While he was accustomed to dining late, 
She always took dinner early. 


Nor was it of dinner alone the tricks 
Of circumstance are related : 

If Isabel didn’t break fast at six 
Her agony can't be stated ; 

To rise at that hour were a deed sublime 
(And an aching head) for her masher, 

For nine was Lord William's appointed time 
For coffce and egg and rasher. 


She “dinnered ” at twelve, and he unched at two 


(Or things would be called in question ! ) 

At six she would tea, which he could not do 
On peril of indigestion ; 

At eight he would dine, in the proper form, 
Of parties who're classed as “ upper ;” 

At nine she would pitch into something warm 
And tasty by way of supper. 











Now “ Love levels all”’ was a proverb they 
Had murmured together sweetly 
(Love levelled Lord William ; I’ve heard him say 
It “knocked him over” completely) ; 
But though Love has levelled in many deals, 
His glory has this to dim it— 
That when he would tackle a party’s meals, 
His levelling finds its limit. 


And if Isabel’s meals were altered in time, 
Her pangs would be something awful ; 
And if Lord William’s were changed, there’s no crime 
He wouldn't consider lawful. 
So, woe is me! as the tale reveals, 
They were bound to part as stated ; 
For how could a couple be wed whose meals 
Could not be assimilated ? 


Lord William he fled to the Continent, 
Serenity to restore it ; 

He hurried away with his discontent, 
While Isabel grinned and bore it. 

And ever they felt that their hearts were dead, 
And ever were thinking—thinking— 

Till a notion got into his lordship’s head 
Which hurried him home like winking. 





The ways, he declared, of the class that’s low, 
Would fit with those of the upper ; 

If he called her dinner his luncheon, you know, | 
And she christened Ais her supper. 

She took to the notion, and ceased to grieve, 
For joy in her heart was singing; _ 

And now they are marrying, I believe, 
I notice the bells are ringing. 











Facts and Figures. 
THE subjects of tight-lacing and the wearing of stays have been | 
exercising the brains of learned professors at the meeting of the | 
British Association at Bath. Those who regard any kind of waist as 
sinful should bear in mind that as long as woman delights in making | 
a figure in the world, so long will she wear stays, cors’it’s the thing | 
to do. Miss Lydia Becker: boldly advised women “ to stick to their | 
stays, and her opinion should be entitled to respect from the fact 
that she has never been a “frivolous young thing” herself, but al- 
ways a more than ordinarily stayed young person. We think this 
discussion should have been relegated to the Astronomical Section, 
dealing, as it does, exclusively with “ heavenly bodies.” 








THE UNION Jack—John Bright. 
































THE INEVITABLE. 


Miss Pennirola (lawn tennis belle ).—* Oh! I've just bad sent 
home the dearest, sweetest, darlingest little hat you ever saw ! You 
shall see it on me, dear, when you come to our house.” 

Miss Bibson (with conviction ).—*“ I'm sure I shall, dear, 
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SCOTLAND-YARDISM. 
Warren (on the High Horse).—“ DON'T BOTHER ME ABOUT MURDERS; I'VE NO TIME TO ATTEND TO THE DETECTION OF CRIME,” 








f OUR own “Sponger”—home manufactured, none of your bounty- 
ed, foreign importations—having had a glorious day in the sergeants’ 
mess, and sent several whiskies to their long home with full military 
honours, says the noblest institution in the world isa “ standing” army. 








THE MINISTER OF WaR.—The Chaplain to the Forces. 


ees... 





“More shinned against than shinning,” was our wag-in-chief's 
remark as he went home to tea on a police ambulance from the 
opening football match of theseason. Hisenthusiasm is on the wane 
now ; he thinks the game a very hack-kneed one. 


Our COMMERCIAL RELATIONS.—Uncles 






































128 EHUN. 


SEPTEMBER 19, 1888. 








~~ 
PS et 
: ree 


‘ OS 


> 
~S-. 


we 
. ; ~~ 
a. 


~=~. 


ae 
Sa. 


SS 
=X 
> ae 


“ ~ 
SSS Ss 
a 
ft 








A SAFETY MATCH. 


Jones.—*‘WHO ARE THOSE TWO SPOONING OVER THERE?” 
Brown.—" WHY, DON'T YOU KNOW THEM? THAT'S BRYANT—AND MAY—AND IT IS SAID TO BE AN EXCELLENT MATCH.” 

















The Two Parnells. Now it seems to my mind Ir you like Beauty, go to the Spa Beauty 





(SEE CARTOON.) That the 7imes paper will | Show. Go by Great Eastern from Harwich, 
IF it isn't t Its position soon find | and you will be comfortable. Spa is the 
"y rg t enti “oe th More embarrassing still ; | father of all watering-places, In fact, it’Spa 
cove - a ee With Parnell on each hand— _ of the whole lot. Ahem! 
“Trells how Captain Macheath Scottish that, Irish this, eat Sales A: Mone Me a 
Was a trifle perplexed ee ae, nye oo Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
By the presence of two If it sings— ‘JOCKEY CLUB’ STORIES. 


Rival beauties, who vexed Tt y P ‘ 
Sil andl meade much ado: Unhappy should I be with either, 


So he sang Were t’other opponent away, 
cme i , 3 . . - J ‘ din Pans | a 
“ How happy could 1 be with either, But since they both plague me together, us One Shilling. Post-free, Is 


Were t‘other fair charmer away ; I'm hanged if | know what to say “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 


; But row-de-dow-row.” 
But since you both tease me together, 
To neither a word will I say, ann By H. T. JOHNSON. 


But tol-de-rol-lol.” A WATER-SPOUT.—A temperance address, | “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.¢. 


By FRANK BARRETT. 
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WHA’ IS LIME JUICE? SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


The answer is that it should be THE JUICE of the LIMP | — 
FRUIT without admixiure. 
In Montserrat alone is the Lime Tree cu'tivated for thi C B R AN DAU FE a4 & oS 
purpose, and great care should be taken to obtan this broad 
(as supplied to the Government), and not any of the numereuus bl ed 
concoctions sold under the name of Lime Juice Cordials or 

prepared Lime Juice, &c. AdK FOR | C ! RCU LAR 





(TRADE MARK) Write as smoothly i i 
, y as a lead pencil, and neither scratch 
PURE LIME-FRUIT JUICE, SOLUBLE. 06G04a nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 
hea he hat AND TAKE NO OTHER. i your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
ole om ma pee eranee 9 ye dboer, ate — ~~ wnels, Cam Ox, OF send 7 stamps to ad BRANDAUER and Co.'s 
oolgae . ee oe See eee We eee See ermne lemaree Gene BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. Pan Works, BIRMINGHAM: or to their Wholesale 
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Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCH ES. 
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(1) ve, Culling for leg-mending !— | (3) ir Pacey  -wagpere bird, of | (5) A “lady” makes her artist-lodger | (7) Old England's Heir-Apparent, blithe 
— : eathered luck, quail, and brisk 
Gave the City Union an e-leg-tric Admires true courage, but does not | And here he's (s)ketching it— Hunts aad in Austria at tremen- 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE STRAND.—When I have any- 
thing unpleasant to say—and my 
worst enemies will admit that I 
sometimes have—I always like to 
say it at once. This does not 
really arise from an insatiate 

ess to become objection- 

but from a healthy desire 

to rid of an undesirable 
associate at the earliest possible 
moment. Besides, it is so much 
the more comfortable process to 
get rid of the unpleasantness 
“ first off,” because we can then 
the more fully revel in and enjoy 
the balmy, uninterrupted sweet- 
ness which inevitably follows 


and pervades everything. 


A VISIT to what, in its earlier 
and smaller-sized days, was 
known as “ grt Play house,”’ 
STRAN “td leaves me with the necessity of 
a wag Hey me beginning with something un- 

pleasant, I want to know why 
Mr. Edouin doesn’t get perfect in his lines—learn his part, that is— 
before he produces his pieces. The last two or three times I've seen 
him play new characters, this Bs gucsace fault has been upon him in 
more or less vated form. He manages to manceuvre against the 
defect very well, I admit, but it is glaringly apparent at moments, 
and causes severe attacks of palpitation to the observant and anxious 
spectator. If he doesn't keep his weather eye open he’ll find himself 
earning the unenviable distinction “o’ first nights,” of the fluffiest 
comedian on the stage. I know there are plenty of excuses—the 
ma ment of a theatre is a big work, and a great anxiety ; and I 
should break down in my songs myself if I could be rewarded by having 
Miss Grace Huntley, “ in all her glory,” at my elbow to pn me—but 
we don't want excuses, we want better perfection. Of course it gets 
all right in a night or two, and I’m not going to dwell on the point ; 
it’s enough to “look to,” though, Mr. Willie—so much the more 
80, that you are one of the very few comedians we have with a real 


observation and sense of character. 


WHEN we come to the programme, all is brightness. It quite 
reminds us of the Strand in the old days, What days they were, too! 
The theatre was in a bad way, you know, at that time. The wildest 
crudities in. the way of “character” and plot appeared as drama. 
Comedy was equally sickly till Robertson wrote. Farce was, perhaps, 
happiest, but the Bard was ranted or grumbled in raiment of poverty ; 
and as for scenery and appointments, was it not the day of Adelphi 
scenery and the world-known and ever-to-be-remembered “ Adelphi 
guest’’? And yet I wonder if we ever shall enjoy ourselves again, 
as we did in that gallery of the old Strand? It was the pit at other 
places, but it was always the gallery at the Strand. Shades of Clarke 











Tux STRAND.—THE WOULD-BE WEDDER, AND THE WOULD-JUS8T-AS-SOON- 
NOT-BE WIDDER. 


and Rogers, Honey and Fenton, and—ah! why not?—John Edge— 
you'll all remember Edge ?—how we used to roar at the puns, applaud 








the songs, and stamp at the dances! Dresses were not so delicately- 
tinted, perhaps, or so gracefully shaped, or even quite so scanty in 
those days. But what though the skirty tunics were royal red, or 
navy blue, or brilliant emerald-green? What though “tights” varied 
little from the pink? ._ What even though those awful and unhallowed 
ankle-boots were aliveand kicking? were they not tenanted by Marie 
Wilton, Fanny Josephs, Maria Simpson, Charlotte Saunders, and the 
rest of them? Yes, we did enjoy ourselves ! 


But perhaps to-day’s gallery boys may enjoy themselves equall 
well, A sin they are a bit further off the stage. Kleptomania ca 
“real funny” farcical comedy, its plot a refreshing departure from 
the stereotyped subject of marital peccadilloes ; and without priding 
itself on its writing, it gives forth, now and again, a good robust 
firework with a hearty bang to it. And it is acted excellently well, 
There is real comedy in Mr. Edouin’s Professer. Just take that point 
where he suddenly loses sight of his own _ lexity and annoyance 
in his “student interest,” so to speak, in the doctor’s “theory.” It’s 
a mere touch, but the nature in it is delicious. Then the manager has 
some very finished workers in his company; Mr. C. 8. Fawcett, Mr, 
A. Chevalier, and Miss Susie Vaughan being the shining lights. 


THE burlesque is not so effectively presented as it might be, but it 
is a flashed signal from the days when such things told an intelligible 
story, and held puns that made you laugh. I don’t think Mr. Edouin 
excelled. himself in his make up, but his “ widow” has the germs of 
Homerie ldughter in it. Miss Atherton, as the Chinese “ Arab,” is 
allee samee lilly funny, deft and attractive as usual. Miss Grace 
Huntley is the happy possessor of all the “points” requisite for 
a good burlesque actress, readi- bed, 
ness in dance and song, merry 
face, good looks, good presence, 
good—other requisites. Mr. Che- 
valier is genuinely funny, too, 
and Mr. J. Halliwell has a more 
than strong sense of the humor- 
ous—he makes you laugh! Miss 
Susie Vaughan is as good in the 
burlesque as she is in the comedy 
—and [ don’t think I could put 
it more favourably—with a clear 
appreciation of the difference. 
I want to see this little lot again. 





THE LycEUM.—The Mansfield 
realisation of Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde is now preceded by a 
short piece by Mr. Richard 
Davey, called Lesbia, The lady 
referred to in this title is not the 
lady of song who was credited 
with the ion of a “ beam- 
ing eye,”’-but Mr. Catullus’s THE STRAND—A-LAD-IN APPEARANCE 
Lesbia, the one who was untrue AT ALL BVENTS. 
to him, or one of them, at any- 
rate. It appears, however, that the young lady has hitherto been 
shamefully wronged, for, according to this story, she is the injured 
party. Catullus, being short of what is classically known as “oof,” 
plays his wiles off on a wealthy widow (or perhaps she’s single; [ 
forget). Lesbia rages at him, and it doesn’t make much impression ; 
then she pretends not to care, and that makes him real mad, you bet. 
So he comes back to her, and she forgives him, and then they find 
that the Roman lady has been snapped up by someone else. So the 
couple are quite happy again, until another rich lady comes along, I 
suppose. There’s a sparrow in it, by-the-way. A fragile notion of 
this sort wants extra good playing to make it interest a general 
audience. The ory, cence weren't interested—ergo, it is not well 
played. @. H. D% The verse sounded lumpy to yours truly, but I’m 
not going to judge verse spoken from the stage, on the first hearing. 








St. JAMES’s HALL.—A rollicking birthday party the Moore and 
Burgess Minstrels had hereon the 18th. They entered the twenty-fourth 
ear of their first season. “The house was crowded, and, if it hadn't 
een for my near proximity to the energetic drum, all would have 
gone as merry as @ marriage bell. As it was, the jocularities were 
numerous and of the usual pattern, the songs sweetly sentimental or 
seraphically side-splitting. Mr. Moore, in particular, requested us to 
“Haul the wood pile down,” to the thrilled satisfaction of all present. 
Mr. Stratton gave us that “ Whistling Coon” of his for the 1150th 
time, and but for the wholesome M. and B. rule of “no encores,” 
might have obliged for the 115lst. Mr. Moore “spoke a piece,” 
Clothilde, a new drama of painful interest, concluded the ceremony 
of entering the twenty-fourth year. Year! Year! NESTOR. 
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TO THE EDITOR OF FUN. SIR—Allow me toe 


ARE OMENS A FAILURE? 


firm a believer in “Omens” I am you can judge, Sir, after acting the OllSving seni semet a sa , ee tes 6 ort 


ANOTHER TWADDLER. 
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The other day, to my horror, I found myself passing 
under a ladder. You know how proverbially unlucky a 


sign this is. at the nearest bar. 


Inexpressibly shocked, I hastened to re- 
store my tone, with the aid of some cordial, 


Somewhat revived, I sallied forth. But there seemed 
to be a spell upon me. J found myself going under two 
ladders. 
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Aghast, I sought relief once more. 


I cannot trust to my memory as to what happened afterwards. 
I was deeper in the toils of the spell. I have some hazy recol- 
lection of being assaulted by the police. 


And I have been going up a ladder ever since, 








That Conservative Baby. 
[In an article in the 7imes on “Conservatism and the Counties,” we read :— 
“Even the baby has her heart in the cause, and it was a daily exhibition of un- 
failing interest to put to her the question, ‘Who will be the ruin of Old England ?’ 
and to mark her prattling but unswerving reply, ‘ Dadstone.’”) 
THE G.O.M. has enemies of various sorts and sizes, 
And surprises 
From them come to knock him down ; 
There are certain grown-up folks who rave at G. in various guises, 
But how wise is 
This new foe that’s come to town ! 
In the columns of the Thwnderer (which loatheth every Rad's tone, 
And pelts Gladstone 
With its would-be venomed dart), 
We are told about a baby, who denounces Mr, “ Dadstone,” 
For his “‘cad’s tone” 
Grieves that baby to its heart! 


Since thus from mouths of sucklings comes a dread denunciation— 

Why—this nation 

May consider Gladstone stopped ; 

But it shows to what unfathomable depths of degradation, 

The oration 

Of the G.O.M. has dropped ! 

O wilful, wicked William! 0, how could you be so shameless 
For this blameless 








ingly. 





Brilliant baby to be shocked ? 
Ah! rather than win fame like this, 'twere better you were fameless, 


Villain nameless, 
By whom babyhood is “ knocked !” 


O, let our land be thankful for this Infant Politician 
Whose great mission 
’Tis the G.O.M. to “ bust ;” 
It ought to make that Fiend adopt a penitent position 
Of contrition, 
Bowing humbly in the dust, 
This rebuke of baby virtue unto vice that’s hoary-headed, 
Should be dreaded 
By vile Dadstone and Co,, 
Yea, at once should all the wicked, who to “ Dadstone’s” views are 


Be imbedded 
In unutterable woe! 








TIME is money, no getting away from that, though generosity is 
more ‘nuaeny oe intimate terms with the former than the latter. 
Let us illustrate: A beggar asks for a copper. His request doesn’t 
always “catch on;” but he can reckon on getting fourteen days or 
a month with tolerable accuracy, and make his arrangements accord- 
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“Hg wHo LIves LONGEST SEES THE Most.” 
(At least, 80 thought the dog.) 


River Rights. 


[A public meeting was lately held at the Lyceum, East Molesey, to protest sgainst 
the action of the Hon. Henry Bourke in putting chains across the River Mole to 
prevent boaters and anglers from using the stream.] 

THIS glorious news from near Hampton Court, 
This fight for the rights of the river ; 
This defiance of those who'd spoil innocent sport, 
With joyousness makes FUN quiver. 
Why should anglers and boaters by “ snobs” be snubbed ? 
Why should landgrabbers spoil folks’ pleasure ? 
Then hurrah for the band who together clubbed 
To denounce these churls without measure ! 


Some purse-proud tyrants would keep, if. they could, 
All Nature’s bright boons from the people ; 

They’d shut up each river, each lane, each wood, 
And hang “ trespassers” from the steeple. 

But we English aren’t all like frightened mice ; 
Lofty airs don’t quite give us the shivers ; 

So, maybe, these “swell” folk may yet think twice 
Ere they block up the People’s rivers. 


Then, bravo! ye public-minded men, 
Who for “sullen Mole” bravely pleaded ; 
Rely upon Fun and his nimble pen, 
To ald you whene’er is needed. 
These Bourkes and others—the toilers’ foes— 
In vain, now, will seek for consolers, 
Since you for the rights of the Mole arose, 
And proved you could show your Mole-ars. 





SCENE—THE ADMIRALTY. 


Inventor.—“I have a new description of ship, which I wish to 
bring before the notice of the Lords of the Admiralty.” 

Clerk.—“ In what particulars is your invention new?” 

Inventor.—*' Why, they are made to dive, so that directly the 
enemy commence firing at them they go to the bottom.” 

Clerk (contemptuously).—*“ There is nothing novel about that, my 
dear sir. Nearly all our ships are built that way; in fact, many of 
them go to the bottom without the trouble of firing at them. Good 
morning.” 





— 


AT the Cabdrivers’ Mutual Aid Society meeting, held last week, 
Mr. John Aird, M.P., presided, and the cabbies aired their grievances. 
The growlers growled, and the shofuls showed how full their cup was 
of bitterness. They said that all they required was fare treatment, 
that a cabman was often as tired as his wheel, and his weal should be 
looked after as well as that of his cab. 








KNICKNAOKS. 


Joxz the Judas is unable to visit Dundee until February next, so 
that the marmalade makers will be preserved from his presence for a 
while. We presume that it is the number of Orange men there that 
is taking Joe to the sweet city, and we trust that his visit will not be 
productive of more jars than the manufacturers can use. 


He.—“I was reading about the old ‘ Daniel Lambert’ Tavern 


£10,800 the property was knocked down.” 
She.—“ Dear me, what a pity! And now it will have to be rebuilt, 


I suppose?” 


Liberal.—“ What is this controversy about Mr. Gladstone’s 
accent?” 

Conservative.— Oh, bother Mr. Gladstone, and his accent too.” 
Liberal,—“ Ah, I forgot, of course—all his words are accent-you- 
hated, and with the accent you-a-shun, why, you naturally-—— ” 
[The Conservative sought safety in flight. 


Jones.—" I can’t understand how it is that the relations between 
Canada and America are strained, as the daily r says they are.” 
Brown.—* Can't you understand it? Why, that ought to be clear 
enough if they're properly strained.” 


Mr. SOwEL, County Court bailiff, recently raced a man named 
Swain eighty times round a hayrick, and so-well did he run that he 
beat him. other man must have been a silly swain to think that 
he could outrun the bailiff, even if he could the constable. 


Jones.—“ I see that the French are trying bicycles now.” 
Smith.—“ Yes, and buying tricycles, too.” 





which was put up to sale by auction, and when the bidding reached | 


| time.” 





| injury, except to the water, otherwise the end would not have been 
| well, though the well would have ended her. 





| off 0 Island, I caught a hundred and seventy-three fish, weighing, 


iffins.—“ I see that another case of suttee has occurred in India.” 
offins.—“ Oh, indeed! By-the-bye, what’s the meaning of the 
word suttee?” overoe 
Spiffins.—“ The meaning—why, of course—er—it means—why, the 
woman burns herself on her husband’s funeral pyre, and of course 
the smoke makes her sooty, or suttee as they call it out there.” 


Munkorson.—* Yes, sir, in three-quarters of an hour, in the Thames 


altogether, exactly two hundred and forty-eight pounds, three ounces! 
Ah, you may stare, but truth is stranger than fiction!” 
Amazed Auditer.—* Yes, to you it is. A lot I should say.” 


Mrs. Scroggins.—* ll give you to understand that I’ve got a mind 
of my own.” 

Rent Collector.—“I shouldn’t have thought it! You’ve always 
been giving somebody a piece of it avery time I’ve been down the 
court. I should have thought youg have given it all away by this 


IT pee that Captain Andrew, who lately attempted to cross the 
Atlantic in a ten-foot boat, and was picked up at sea in an exhausted 
condition after a sixty days’ voyage, was anything but a Merry 
Andrew during his cruise, and yet he must have been closely allied 
to the Merry Andrew genus ever to have undertaken so foolish a trip. 


THERE is an old saying that all is well that ends well, but this was 
nearly proved false in the case of Mrs. Pearce of Whitstable, whose 
brain was so wnstable that she attempted to pierce the veil of futurity 
by jumping into a well. Fortunately she was extracted without 


= 


= 


——— ee 


ee om 














~ 





| 


Fri 
in peo 
you, 

to me 
such a 
wde 
he sa: 
her ca 
spiteft 




















SEPTEMBER 26, 1888, 









































ey} 
eS RANASY, 


= at) 
. —-. aD 
rok 


mn 


AN ape here studieth, without apology, 
That fascinating science, entomology, 

And various forms of “ optera” doth he spy ; 
All sorts of insect life, both home and tropical, 
Doth he observe in manner microscopical, 

So he, ape-parently, like them, is “fly.” 








A SURPRISING DISCOVERY. 


Anon, he finds a beetle that entrancing is, 
As ‘neath the lens it seemeth to be dancing is, 


But of its “family” he gains no clue ; 
Thinks he, “ That doesn’t tempt one to elope with it, 
Although I easily could (micros) cope with it ; 

No, distance ‘lens’ enchantment to the view.” 








OUR THAMES DIARY. 


BEING THE SIXTH AND LAST EXTRACT FROM THE DIARY OF 
Mrs, FITZLOB. 


in people’s houses that haven’t the slightest idea how to entertain 
you. I’ve grown quite to loathe the sight of that Matilda. She said 
to me yesterday, “ Pack up carefully, dearest, for my servants have 


pores and eyelid stuff about, you're not likely to ever see it again.’ 


some punt-fishing yesterday. How I hated it! John, Matilda, 
I said. “Like this,” said John; “you wouldn't like to catch fish 
like crocodiles, would you?” “ Besides,” said Matilda, “you must 
have eaten nearly half a pound of that salmon mayonnaise last night.” 
How I should have liked to have rocked the punt and sent that 
woman into the water. Suddenly she pulled at her rod and s a 
fish from the river right into my face. She did it on purpose, l’m 
sure she did, 

“Never mind,” said John, “it won't knock your eyebrows off. 
y're real enough, anyhow.” When I get that man well at home 
in London I shall make him repent all this, you'll see. J won't put 
up with nonsense of this sort any longer. John quite laughed over 
it. Did he? Well we shall see. Matilda said, “I think it’s about 
lunch time, I shall open the basket.” Of course, there wasn't any- 





the said, “that I've forgotten the pickled onions for you, my dear.” 


such a knack of hiding things away. If you leave any of yourpearl © 


e said this before her husband. I should have liked to have knocked | 
her cap off with my parasol. But I shouldn’t like to have been so | 
spiteful as to have shown all the grey hairs that are coming. We | 


| You were always very natu 


} 


Friday.—We're going home to-day, and a good thing too. Stopping | 





She knew that I would rather die than eat a pickled onion. John 
said, “I remember when my wife was first married—what a century 
ago it seems,” he said—‘she would sooner live at Margate and have 
roast pork for early dinner every day, while the niggers played and 
sang on the Fort, than anything else in the house you prt give her. 
, my dear, till you took up reading 
Rossetti, and going to Monday hs oes and all that stuff and nonsense.” 
I believe the two together have n plotting how they could annoy 
me to the utmost. Oh, what a thing it is to be the guest of creatures 


| that you feel you would like to give strychnine to every hour of your 


life! I was quite cramped and tired sitting inthe punt. When we 
got back I nearly fainted. We had the usual horridly cooked dinner. 
That poor man, Matilda's husband, drank to our next merry meeting. 


| Oh, to be the husband of such a creature who has a brown skin and 


and I sat in the punt. “I think it very cruel catching fish like this,” | 
| Never, never again a river villa for me. 





thing worth eati ld have relied on that. “What a pity,” | 
She dae ty | care oh, a decent harvest may be expected. 


| with a deNile. 


wears holland sacks she calls dresses! I could have slapped her. 


——_—— 
Cider-eal, 
A Panis Cider and Perry Exhibition 
Is now p d, Its treasures will you view, eh? 


But surely France would not say twas sedition 
If some exhibitors showed Perry-er-Jouet? 





THE statements respecting the state of the Nile have been met 
They say that the river is rising, and, being in the 
yeast, it ought to rise; and letters from Cairo say that, with due 
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THE OMNIPOTENT WATER COMPANIES AGAIN. 


} nires th nen vide fitti 2 
[“The New River Company is bound to supply a continnous service if called upon to do so; but the same Act req sige poet graft pro — ae 

4 va * we Sa Te . al a r yorovre certatr SPEC ILC u 0 u I ng a ‘ fl « , 0 wich (Va 
approved by the Company. The Company (being a trifle more intelligent than our legislators) will only approt a specially al 


Company Uslf ts said to have an wnterest ; and is once more master of the situation, of course. —Se Newspapers.} 


| COCKOTHEWALK 
WATER COMPANY ss 


| ZusTOMERS ARE Com y 2a 
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RATEPAYERS CAUGHT) 
MAKING COMPLAINTS 
Witt BE PROSECYU: Z 
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Our Ov Helplers epayer has t covered that. a raing t ie Act, - } f.5} hat } ly 
t Nater Compan ot nd to supply any ratepayer unless it approves of He was £0 nervous on arriving at the awful premises that he nearly 
appear ¢, and the t of othe Yearning for water, r hate fainted 
payer late Lire at eaut i 1 with mu¢ * care t ndergo 
‘ 4th at 





How he entered the dreadful Presence of the Secretary he really doesn’t know; he fancied he saw an executioner behind the Presence; he knows he trembled 


@LG Falk tO the grouud 








But the Company has been most merciful and indulgent; for a week or two after its Inspector entered our friend's garden, and, standing on his favourite 
lower-bed, threw him a document containing the gracious permission to use the water. The conditions were really—considering the powers of life and déath 


conferred by the Act—most lenient. The Company only required all our friend's title-deeds as security, a sum down of one thousand pounds, five years water- 
rate at £500 per annum paid in advance, the right to enter and, if necessary, demolish hie house at any time of the day or night. an un jertaking to pas his rates 
over again in case of the Company's collector bolting with the money, four of our friend's double teeth, and one quart of his blood. He thinks he has got off 
cheap nsidering the powers conferred by the Act. 



































+} 
‘dé 


























EU N .—szrrmuen 26, 1888. 














“= 


‘ 








A HOLIDAY RE 


. 9 9) 
J. 


AYIN( 


~ 


ES 
4 


v 


WAY 


WILD 


% 
4 


TH I 


’ 
A 


ARE 


“WHAT 


see Cartoon Verses, p. 140 


‘ 


rs 


4 



































136 ., KTON:. 


SEPTEMBER 26, 1888, 








CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


VIVE LE SPORT! 


(Being a Study of British Travel in 1889 for the Information of 
Foreigners). 


A RAILWAY STATION. 

PorTER. Them nine trunks and a pill-box, sir! Right. (Conji- 
dentially.) If you're 
thinkin’ of gettin’ a 
— bit on, I ‘’appen to 
know 4 thing, 
sir. Got three half 
crowns on it myself— 
a reg’lar moral it is. 

PASSENGER. Oh! of 
course I’m always open 
to—— What would 
be one’s idea in tra- 
velling if not to—— 

PORTER. Jesso! 
Well, sir, you see 
engine 642—four 
coupled bogie, com- 
pound, Buggins’ 
patent, nine foot 
drivers—was entered 
=) to draw this ten 
-— o'clock express, and 
she bein’ a fivourit’ 

and in magnificent condition, the odds is all on our line this mornin’, 
d'ye see—London and North-Southern, and Mid-Westernland, and 
London and Great East-Western not bein’ in it nohow. But I 
‘appens to know as our chief engineer has scratched 642 on account 
of a weakness in her left ‘igh-pressure stuffin’-box, and a little 
inflammation of the injector valve, as came out doorin’ her canter 
yesterday ; and 822 is a-going to the post instead of her. But 822 
ain’t got the wind, sir, and she’s weak in her exhaust and wheezy in 
her cut orf. I had it orf of Bill Spanner, as trained her—and she 
won't do it, sir. Thankee, sir. Here’s the bettin’ office, sir, nex’ the 
bookin’ office. You take my advice and git all you canon 97, She’s 
the Mid-Westernland trailin’ bogie, and as sound as a little filly. 
Thankee, sir. I'll label that pill-box all right, 
7 o * * - * 

RAILWAY BOOKMAKER,. Now, gents—train’s jest orf—you all know 
me, the straight cove as never bolts. Ten to one on the field, bar 
none! Longest hodds on the platform ! 

. * a7 - - . 

PASSENGER. Hullo! What's the train re for? Confound 
it, I hope it isn’t going to miss the Cunarder; I've a lot of money on 
the Ocean Two-year-old Stakes—wouldn't miss it on any account. 
Here, guard—what on earth——? 

GUARD. Very sorry, sir—well I may be ; becos, you see, I’ve put a 
month’s screw on this engine ; but we fancy as one o’ them Lundon 
and South-West-Northern fellers must have got at her and nobbled 
her in the shed. She ain’t right ; that last ten miles in two minutes 
has punished her badly, and she don’t look like lasting it out. You 
can her roarin’ from here. 

PASSENGER. Dear me! You—that is—of course you haven't any 
suspicion that the driver is—in fact—pulling her? 

GUARD. Notee/ Why, 

i Ae . . . it’s Fred Footplate that’s 

| fc: \ ae )] ZEEE up, one o’ the crackest 
« ( yy me al? IT Cee 


drivers on the metals, 
SNe ns and backed his mount 


vente . himself for a cool thou- 
attr oe ewan =©6- sand, sir. Tell you what 
cosa —we'll chuck out the 
baggage into the ditch, 
and make the third- 
class passengers get out 
and sit on the fence, 
and wait for the next 
train. * * * That's 
it—now we're off! She's 
got the regulator in her 
teeth! Hold your hair 
on, sir. 
* * . * 
PASSENGER. Ah, here 
we are at the wharf, 
and here’s my Atlantic lirer. She looks pretty fit. What's the bet- 
ting, steward? 
STEWARD. She's going up every minute, sir. Nine to five on her 
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two minutes ago, and no takers. Now she’s off, sir—better be lashed 
to the riggin’ if you’re goin’ to remain on deck. Ah! here’s the City 
of Seven Dials, and bowling along frisky enough; but she won't 
touch the Magnesia! * * * MHaullo!—this won’t do! She’s 
forging ahead—she’s got a head and neck to the good, and only 
another twelve hundred miles to go. 

CAPTAIN. Dear—dear! This won't do. If I don’t pull off this 
event for my owners—— We must lighten the Magnesia, Here— 
throw the boats and the life-buoys overboard. Now the piano and 
the plates and dishes, and all the provisions. That’s better, but—— 

PASSENGER. Dear me, this is very uncomfortable! How the 
vessels do bump against each other in cutting the corners, for all the 
world like an omnibus race in Oxford Street. There—there’s the 
Seren Dials’s bow through our side. Right into my cabin, too. 
Hangit! * * * Hullo! What’sthis! Why are the captain and 
officers consulting together in grave whispers, and glancing at the 
passengers—especially at me? 

STEWARD. Well, sir, you see, you're rather stout for a racing ship. 
We ought never to have taken you aboard, because our line only take 
thin passengers now. 

PASSENGER. But look—look! The captain and crew are advanc- 
ing on the passengers with a sad but awful expression in their eyes. 
What do they propose——_ Help! 

STEWARD. Very sorry, sir, but you see they’ve thrown all the 
other things over—and—well, you see, we must lighten the ship 
somehow, or she’ll lose the race. P’r’aps it'll do if a dozen of the 
fattest passengers Sorry you happen to be so stout, sir, for I’ve 
taken to you, and it’s a pity when you're so young, and perhaps have 
a mother at home expecting to see you again—but—for the honour 
of the line—— 











Overheard in an Omnibus. 
Dramatis Persone—Two ELDERLY LADIES, 


First Elderly Lady.—*“ It is hot to-day, isn’t it?” 

Second Elderly Lady.—* Yes, it is. But I think it was hotter yes- 
terday.” 

F. E. L.—“ Do you? Well, I don’t know.” 

S. EB. L.—* Yes, it was much hotter.” 

F. £E. L.—*“ Well, it was very hot, I must say.” 

S. E. L.—* Yes; hot is hardly the word.” 

F, E. L.—* Well, I’ve never known it so hot, and I can remember 
the summer of ’48.” 

S. £. L.—* Yes, it is as hot as India. My Tom was out there on 
guard over Tanny Teep” (Tantia Tepe). 

“6 E. L.—*“ Yes ; and my Joe is out in the Soudan, and he says it 
is hot.” 

S. £. L.—** Well, I don’t believe it is hotter than this. It is ex- 
ceedingly hot, but I think it was hotter yesterday.” 

F. E. L.—“ Do you? Well, I don’t know——” 

And so on and so on, from Charing Cross to Liverpool Street. 

Ourselves,—" What a fertile subject the weather is!” 





A Beauty Spot—The Casino at Spa. 











HIS PROBLEM. 

The Boss (goaded to madness at his messenger’s one million and 
twenty-ninth disastrous blunder).—*“ I really don’t know, Benjamin, 
which of we two is the greater HASS! You, for your: boundless 
capacity for misconception, or me for keeping you in my service.” 
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A Shameless Song. 


[A low song-writer, inspired by the recent British Associationists’ 
discussion, and by Miss Lydia Becker's statements, as to whether ladies 
(bless their little hearts !) should or should not wear stays, has dared to 
send us the following ballad. FUN prints it, blushing terribly the 
while, and sincerely hopes his readers won't let it go any further.] 


Stays forme! Oh, darling stays! 
Although M.D.s may blame or praise. | 
‘“‘Stays agree,” says Lydia B., 
“With women folk.” So stays for me! 
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Of corset was a moot affair 

Whether we girls such things should wear ; 
But now Miss Becker’s on our side, 

We shall wear our stays with pride. 


For lately did the British Ass 
(-Ociation, let me add) surpass 
lts former strange remarks and ways 
By arguing on woman’s stays. 
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Sages, male and female, too, 

Argued until all was blue ; 

And some said “yeas,” and some said “ nays,” 
On the theme of woman’s stays. 


A\ 








Then stays for me—oh, darling stays! 











He for it displayed ! 
He thinks that all wise farming folks in this nation 
Need spade-cultivation, 
*Cause well it is (s)pade. 


Since darling Lydia sings their praise ; fh 
And every bard deserves the bays | \ 
Who pens his lays in praise of stays! | 
Spades are Trumps. myn 
THE G.O.M. counsels more spade-cultivation, TAA 
And great admiration A) Al 
Vil 
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hovel Wati——si [NO DOUBT THE BEST AUTHORITY. 

Mrs. Fitzprior( Young Widow, who has not finally determined that mar- 
riage is a failure).—“ YOUR FRIEND, MY DEAR DOCTOR, IS VERY 
ENTERTAINING, aND ALL THAT; BUT HIS MANNER OF LOOKING—AT 
SOME THINGS—A LITTLE PUZZLES ME. IS HE—MARRIED?” 

Dr. Saitover (who has known her from her birth, and would not mislead 
her for the world).—“ My DEAR MRs. FITZPRIOR, IF THERE IS ANY- 
BODY WHO CAN TELL YOU THE ABSOLUTE TRUTH ABOUT THAT, IT 
IS—HIS MOTHER-IN-LAW.” 














Daudet and Da-do. 


’T1s said that Alphonse Daudet owns a “ Palace of the Peri ;” 
So much his house puts others in the shade, oh! 
This accounts for his ex-Peri-ence ; but (not to make you 
weary) 
We'd like to be informed if, when this writer isn’t cheery, 
He (A Daudet) seeketh comfort in a Da-do! 











The Abbé and the Roulette Table. 


{An Abbé has been arrested for keeping a roulette 
table in his monastery.— Vide “ Paris Day by Day.”] 


AN Abbé fat 


The Abbé fat 
In silence sat. 
Then up to the recluse went 
A priest who spoke, 
“ Pardong, old bloke, 


A pleasant change 
We must arrange— 

Now, flippers up { for gambling!” 
All hands were raised— 
The Abbé praised— 


And rosy sat, ; g, 0! - 
And, with an air seraphic, But what's to-night’s amusemeat ! | (He took their praises mildly) 

He smoked his pipe. The Abbé sighed— | And soon roulette, 

(You've seen his type Then opened wide The gambler’s pet, 


In pictures lithographic). 
And round about 
This man devout, 
In capuchon aud sandal— 
(No holy Pere 
In monastere 
Does biz with Poole or Randall)— 


The Brotherhood 

Contented stood ; 
Their merry feast was ober,* 

And some were quite, 

I blush to write, 
The opposite ‘of sober. 

(A Romish priest 

Adores a feast, 


His eyes all red with drinking, 
And answered thus : 
“My worthy cuss, 
That’s just what J‘ve been thinking! 
‘‘ The hour is late, 
It’s ten past eight ; 
Howe’er, my watch is much fast ; 
We've time, I think, 
For one more drink, 
And then a game at ‘ touch-last. 
The priest turned red, 
And hung his head ; 
Then, bashfulness divesting, 
He made reply, 
“* Touch-last’ my eye ! f 
It’s so uninteresting. 


999 


They fell to playing wildly. 
And with the game 
Their faces came 
First grave and then delighted. 
The Abbé round, 
Who lost a pound, 
Got terribly excited. 
The time flew by, 
The stakes ran high— 
And some of them were droppers— 
When suddenlee 
The monastree 
Was crowded with French coppers.§ 
Upon their knees, 
In two and threes, 
The Brothers fell instanter. 


~ “ 
—-s 


— 


And ev'rything the curd of ; 
His life is one “Tt's time we ought Within his hood i 
Continued run With Mistress Sport The Abbé good ill 
Of luxuries unheard of. Our friendship’s terms be thick’ning. Concealed a wine decanter, iH 
The games we play, And seized # book. | 


He knows no care— 
He’s unaware 

Of all the nasty troubles 
Which make this earth 
A sort of berth 

For ever-bursting bubbles.) 


* Over (vide “Moore and Burgess” . 








I beg to say, 

Are positively sick’ning.” 
“ Quite right, my lad, 
They're very bad,” 

The Abbé said, “ and shambling ; 


+ Vulgar. 





But he was took, 
All full of deep repentance, 
Before the beak 
Last Monday week. 
I haven't heard the sentence. 
+ Slang expression. § Gendarmerie. 
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Cause and Effect. 


| (Mr. W. H. Hurlbert, in his “Ireland under Coercion,” declares that 
a great deal of Ireland’s trouble is owing to the excessive drinking of 
| tea there, and that it has much to do with the increase of lunacy.) 


FAITH! it’s not the dhrop o’ whisky, 
Tho’ we dhrink our share o’ that, 
Which is ruinin’ ould Oireland 
An’ maddenin’ poor Pat ; 
Begorra! who'd ’a’ thowt as 
The inimy cou'd be 
The mild an’ dacent-lookin’ 
But desateful cup o’ tea! 


The Sassenach has said it— 

Bad scran to him, say Oi— 
He comes here uninvoited, 

A meddlin’, quizzin’ spoy ; 
He trates us just loike hathens, 

And now he tells us we 
Are goin’ to the divil 

Thro’ dhrinkin’ too much tea. 





He says ’tis tea that fuddles 
The brains o’ Pat an’ Moike, 

That tea makes us rebellious 
An’ love the gun an’ poike ; 

But Oi’ll tell ye what it is, sorr, 
Our ills, it sames to me, 

Are caused, not by the prisint, 
But by the absintee. 











A Tidy Feat. 


} 

| THE long-distance swimming champion of France, Jules 

| Gautier, has done rather a neat thing in natation, covering 

| the distance from Westminster Bridge to Cherry Gardens 

| Pier with his hands and feet tied. We don’t admire big 
feet, as a rule, but Jules can certainly stand on his feat 

| for bigness. Our good old national prejudice compels us 
to add, however, that, strange as it may appear, the “tied” 











RATHER POINTED. 


PENNY.” 


Street Vendor.—“'ERE’S THE HANIMATED TORTOISE, ONLY ONE 


| 
| was actually in his favour. Vive la France ! 





ANCIENT LIGHTS.—Stale cat’s meat. 








WE ARE COMING HOME. 


I HAVE come back from the continent. And I don’t think 
that I shall ever come back again, the simple reason being that 
I never mean to go there again. What I hate most is Yankees. 
There was a Yankee high-class woman on the boat with me 
coming back from the Baltic. I should like to have tied that 
woman in the stars and stripes and sent her to the cannibals for a 
lunch. Only she would have disagreed with them. To hear that 
woman bully the stewards was enough to make me feel that I could 
throw tumblers at her. She had daughters too. Such daughters ! 
They had had a canter through Europe for the last two years. They 
had seen everything a minute ata time. They knew nothing at all 
about what they had seen. They might just as well have bought the 
sig and ground up a few guide books, and they would 

ave been all right to lie about when they got back to Boston. Full 
of cleverness, with voices something between \a siren signal and a 
railway whistle. So much for your high cult. I'd sooner die than 
have a child of mine—if I had one—go in for culture. I’d much 
sooner see her turn out a music hall artiste ora Belle Sifleuse. I 
always did hate cleverness all my life, and I hate it now more than 
ever. I've got a nephew, asmart boy, a clever boy, a pride-to-his- 
parents boy. I never felt pleased about that boy until the other day, 
when I heard that he had fallen down the coal cellar and broken his 
shoulder blade. Am I glad that I am getting home again? I don’t 
know why I should be in particular. 1d just as soon look at the piles 
in the river at Hamburg as the piles of bills on my table when I get 
home. The world’s one universal swindle. That's what the world is. 
The world’s round because it never could be square. I've made a 
un, have I? Well, every man makes a fool of himself sometimes. 
do, anyhow, I know that directly I get back I shall have those 
blessed nieces of mine “dear uncling” me for winter dresses. Winter 
dresses, indeed! I should like to dress them in canvas, and black- 
lead their hands for gloves. Ugh! I hate the very thought of them ! 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 








A SvuIT oF MALE.—A knight-shirt. 








What Recklessness ! 


I SHALL never forget the day when poor Ackhurst came into his 

fortune. He had been shopman in a tea-dealer’s, and as soon as he 
heard that his old Uncle Jerry had died in Australia and left him 
thirty thousand pounds, he said, “What shall Ido? Where shall I 
go?” 
I was revolving in my mind whether I should suggest “ Egypt, the 
Pyramids, and Palestine,” or “The Rhine and Switzerland,” or 
“Norway and Sweden,” when he settled it himself by saying, ‘ By 
Jove! I’ve got it—I'll go and have a jolly day at Rosherville!” 





A BACHELOR’s breakfast is a comfortable meal, and his lunch is a 
merry one, and his dinner even may be all right, but it is when the 
supper of life approaches that he begins to feel lonely, and to long 
for a partner. 





WOTICE. 
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Ready Early in October. 


HOODS COMIC ANNUAL for 1889, 


Which will Excel all Previous Editions. 





It will contain Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse by 


GEORGE R. Sims, GEORGE MANVILLE FENN, J. F. SULLIVAN, PACL MERITT, 
GODFREY TURNER, H. CHANCE NEWTON, DEWAR WILLOCK, JOHN NORTHCOTT, 
J. W. HovueHTon, 0. C. Ruys, CHARLES 8. CHELTNAM, GEORGE DALZIEL, 
ARTHUR T. Pask, H. M. PAULL, LAUNCE LEE, PERCY REEVE, KATE BURTON, 
AUTHOR OF “My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE,” CHARLES J. DUNPHIE, BYRON WEBBER, 
H. T. JOHNSON, OLO. GRAVE®, SAMUEL REID, FRANK OLEMENT, LEOPOLD 
TURNER, W. SPEARMAN, JOHN NORMAN, RICHARD HENRY, and CHARLES G. 
LELAND (Hans Breitmann). 
The whole fully Illustrated by 
GORDON THOMSON, J. F. SULLIVAN, BERNARD PARTRIDGE, MAURICE GREIF- 
FENHAGEN, J. W. HOUGHTON, LUCIEN Davis, H. P. DOLLMAN, H. TUCE, MaTT 
STRETCH, ERNEST GRISET, ALFRED GRAY, G. GATCOMBE, THOMAS DALZIEL, 
PHIL EBBUTT, HaL LUDLOW, E. G. REYNOLDS, and LESLIE WILLSON. 
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SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE. 


Goosey, Goosey Gander, where do you wander? | Going about a-cackling, while no one for you cares, 


Upstairs and downstairs to the Tory chamber, So I will cook you, little goose, and chuck you down the stairs. 








EVERYTHING has its drawbacks in this vale of tears. For in- | these buts !)}—the more the landscape smiles the less chance of getting } 


stance, what more exquisite than a smiling landscape! But—(oh | & cross country. 
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A TALE OF THE FAR, «TAMED” WEST. 


1. She was of the “ Woman's Rights” style of persons, and went out to teach the Red Chief civilized ways———2. The Ohief was hard to be convinced, but she 
grew to love bim very dearly ——3. He was already wedded, and would have lived very happily but for his mother-in-law. “Hubby!” said the Chief's squaw one 
day, “ suppose we introduce mamma to the pale-faced lady!" “Good!” said Red Chief; and they did so.—4. “What!” exclaimed the mother-in-law, “ have ye 
journeyed so far to get my daughter's husband away ?”"——-5. And then the struggle began.——6. Neither survived it, but the young couple lived happily ever 


after.” 








A Holiday Reverie. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


LEAPING and falling and swaying, 
The tides and the winds obeying, 
What are the wild waves saying 
As they break on the sad sca-shore 
With a murmur, a crash, or a roar? 


Saying what’sthrilling or pleasing, 

Or saying what's gently appeasing, 

Or alarming or shocking or teasing? 
What tales to the waves unfold 
To their listeners, now as of old? 


Many the waye of supplying 
The answer that question is trying 


To get ; for there's sure no denying 
That a differing story appears 
| To be told unto different ears : 


And the tales that they tell to Lord §.'s 

Are probably not of successes, 

But of coming rebuffs and distresses, 
Whilst his lordship attempts mournfullee 
To get rest by the side of the sea. 





You may brag about your picturesque rail- 
way rides, but we'll back our dear old Metro- 
politan to go through the richest country in 
the world. The view is occasionally obscured 
by tunnels, but everything has its drawbacks, 





Swarm Members. 


_ THE church clock at Harpenden has been 
| occupied by aswarm of dissipated bees. That 
usually exemplary insect, whose trade mark 
is industry, “stopped the works,” and didn’t 
give them a chance of striking. They wanted 
a high time, we suppose, and so went for the 
church clock. 





CONUNDRUM.—What is the difference be- 
tween “Mr. Meason’s Will” (by Rider Hag- 
gard) and an ordinary ditto?—The latter is 
usually on sheepskin, while the former— 
judging by the illustrations to the story—is 
on the skin of a dear. 











The Latest Novelty for House-Furnishing. 


LANCASTER 


LINOLEUM. 


THE CHEAPEST IN THE WORLD. ALL NEW DESICNS. 


Warm to the Feet. Cheerful in Appearance. 
Easily Latd. Eastly Cleaned. 
Guaranteed oqes in durability to any Linoleum in the Trade, 
end te have ail the advantages of that sold at more than double 
the price. The words * LANCAST#R LINOLEUM” are stampec 

eu the back of each piece, at intervals of about two yards. 





CF DRAPERS. UPHOLSTERETS, AND CABINETMAKERS 


Cadbury’s 
Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


Reckitts 





Blue. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) Two poor orphans named Sloper were snubbed by | (3) Ser — of the Ramee ates aa caeaeite | 
8 hope 75 DS8D D 148 D . | 


the City, 
But friend Ally here pleads—for, like FUN, he has | wrangling. 
aut | (4) A Bloomsbury Deutscher (as we understand it), 
in someone’s Hats s organs, but! veth the bold German band-it. 


(2) Twenty thousand odd france found 
te y anner ™ 
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| (6) Of partridges there ere, this 


£easoD, scarce 


any, 
Bo this one bird must doubtless be shared ameng 


many. 
(7) In Glasgow four “villains” were played by H. 


Irving, 
Who spologized bumbiy for 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


T is a matter of some difficulty to 
decide whether Zhe Armada, Mr. 
Harris's latest production, is a 
pantomime, a panorama, a magic 
lantern entertainment, a penny 
reading, or a Guy Fawkes celebra- 
tion. It partakes largely of the 
characteristics of all these festivi- 
ties, and is perhaps best described 
as a considerably over-copious con- 
glomeration of the lot. There is 
nothing new under the sun, and it 
is interesting to note that the melo- 
dramatic ways of Elizabethan 
times were very similar to those of 
the Victorian era ; that the Cockney 
’prentice of that age differed little 
in manner, bearing, or (save for an 
occasional “thou knowest,” or 80) 
diction from his modern represent- 
ative; and that the spirit of the 
great god Jingo was even more rife 
in those days than in these. There 
is also some antiquarian interest in 
the discovery of a hitherto un- 
known phrase of the period—* You wot,” to wit. The two jokes, 
kissing and nagging, which serve two comedians and two chamber- 
maids for the whole evening, fail to absorb after a time; and the 
introduction of Fame (handsome as Miss Maud Milton looks in the 
part, and well as she speaks the lines) with a little bombastic penny- 
reading for us, followed by the magic-lantern-like tableau, ‘ The 
Game of Bowls,” is a rather clumsy method of gaining time for the 
big set of the Armada fight, which, when it dces come, puts the 
climax to our bewilderment by enveloping us in a thick cloud of 
gunpowder smoke. This is the great effect of the play—and it clears 
the theatre! Otherwise, in spite of its beauty as a picture and its 
courage as an enterprise, it is singularly tame in result, 





DRURY LANE.—“ MARRY COME UP, 
60 TO, WEY-OH!”" 


Two things are observable ; the play is written and acted much 
better than a Drury Lane drama usually is. Mr. Hamilton's tendency 
to poetic flights are on native ground in this period of romance, and 
where he is unhampered by the carpenter and scene-painter, his story 
proceeds smoothly and effectively. Mr. Leonard Boyne, with an 
‘early Henry Neville” manner—and no need of a better—make3 a 
chivalrous and convincing hero, Mr. Luigi Lablache’s wily Don is an 
unforced, careful bit of acting, the dignity and pride of the character 
being especially well kept in view; and Miss Winifred Emery’s 
acting, as the rather “swell” farmer's daughter, is redolent of the 
pure school from which she comes; her pathos is true and unexag- 
gerated, and the performance altogether pretty and touching. Mr. 
Harry Nicholls is personally funny, but intensely modern and incon- 





A pee — wt cha fair heroine explains to the haughty Spanish noble that 
1¢ farmers daughter of England is too great a swell to be dazzied by his off 
of aristocratic splendour. as Np ans oSeae 


gruous, and both Miss Bruce and Miss Kate James back him up heartily 
in those jokes about kissing and quarrelling. Mr. Victor Stevens is 
80 strongly impressed by the pantomimic nature of his surroundi 





nea 








that he is ever on the point of bursting into a breakdown. Miss Ada 
Neilson makes up with wonderful accuracy as Queen Elizabeth, and 
declaims with force. The remainder of along cast make very fair use 


of somewhat scant opportunities. 


THE scenery is very beautiful and elaborate—most of it painted by 
a foreigner, I notice, probably as a makeweight to the very “English” 
tone of the play. But, of course, there is too much of everything, 
and it was as near as possible “to-morrow morning” before we could 
get away. What object Mr. Harris has in view when, with every 
mortal thing he produces, he prepares with an infinity of trouble and 
labour to himself, and considerable pain and irritation to his audience, 
a number of scenes and effects which he must know cannot by any 
possibility outlive the first night, is not very easily discoverable. He 
has been quite long enough manager of “The National Theatre” to 
know the exact quantity of matter to put into the programme, and 
his failure to do it must either arise from a defect in that genius for 
administration with which he is credited, or a spirit of obstinate and 


ill-regulated generosity. 


“ Uteunque res erit,” as my little boy would say, the show is truly 
wonderful and magnificent, and well worthy the long career of success 
that obviously awaits it. 


THE CourT.—There were alarms and excursions at the opening of 
this pretty, but by no means faultless, little theatre. The pitites had 
found too many stairs, while the majority of the Olympians of the 
gallery were unable to get any stares at all—the ceiling falls so low. 
This defect apparently arises 
from another—the unnecessary 
height of the dress circle. These 
grievances, added to the tempo- 
rary absence of programmes in 
the gallery, induced the occu- 
pants of those parts to substitute 
a performance of howls, groans, 
and demands for Mr. Chudleigh’s 
blood, in place of the little piece 
intended by the management. 
Hermine, therefore, didn’t get 
within the domain of criticism, 
although its cast appeared upon 
the stage, and gave an entertain- 
ment in dumb show. 


THE main piece— Mamma, an 
adaptation of Les Surprises du 
Divorce, by Mr. Sydney Grundy 
—obtained a better hearing, an 
attentive one, though not one 
of uomixed approbation, per- 
haps. Mr. Grundy has done 
his work well and expertly as 





DRURY LANE.—THE HERO'S BENT. 


usual, putting not a little of his own sparkling wit into what was | 


already a screamingly funny imbroglio. In spite of the cleverness of 


the adaptation, however—or translation, as Mr. Grundy prefers to call | 
it (some delicate points in a very delicate subject, have been got| 
over with marked tact), in spite, too, of the extremely clever acting, | 


it is not at all a pleasant play. 


_ Mr. Hare's performance of Jack Pontifex is a treat. He is} 
intensely funny and intensely artistic and real. It may be guessed |} 


how Mrs. John Wood revels in the humours of the part of the 


mother-in-law—revels too much perhaps, is altogether too jolly but | 


uncommonly funny in a downright way ; and Jack is a particularly 
lucky dog to acquire two such charming wives as Misses Filippi and 
Annie Hughes make. The other three male parts are played with 


an artistic point and finish that round off a very complete representa- | 
tion, by Messrs. Cecil, Groves, and Eric Lewis. The proceedings | 


terminated with a neat, though studied speech, from the manageress, 
wherein she thanked us for our kind attention, thanked fortune for 
having at last got the place opened, and then proceeded, coram popule, 
in true managerial fashion, to thank her “stars” and her other 
employés before and behind the curtain, finally retiring amid applause, 
shouts for author, and artistes, and supplementary calls for Mr. Chud- 
leigh’s vital fluid. 


_Nops AND WINKS.—I see Mr. Freeman Thomas has nailed Covent 
Garden for a Christmas pantomime once more. The show last year, 
particularly in the stage managing department, was so considered on 


oi 











} 





all sides to be Al that I don’t wonder at Mr. T. coming again. He | 
can t do better than give us another of the same NESTOR. 
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CATCH ELEPHANTS /F PROPERLY SET, 
MaA’am ! 
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Wir, P’RAPS AS Youve 
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RAT-CATCHING EXTRAORDINARY. 








KNICKNACKS. 


_ look at the Licensed Victuallers’ Asylum ! 
a ] ” 


Asylum,” 


alto the tenor of his ways. 


the product of my brain?” 





ry eT nor — hot? 
A 
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Publican (with honest pride).—“ It's all very well to run us down, 
What do you say to 


Good Templar.— Ah, my friend, it is only too often the Lunatic 


A CONTEMPORARY has been enlarging on the case of an individual 
who lost his reason by using hair dye which penetrated the minute 
capillary tubes, and so affected his brain; but FUN begs to suggest 
that the party in question must have had a predisposition towards 
lunacy ever to have had anything to do with hair dyes at all. 


THE organist and curate of St. Sepulchre’s Church, Holborn, have 
been quarrelling over a choir boy. The congregation require better 
behaviour on their parts, and unless the Rev. Mr. Bell is cracked, he 
will not need to be tolled that such conduct is wrong, while the duty 
allotted to Dr. Lott, the organist, does not necessitate his touching 
the bell. We trust he will not repeat such bass behaviour, but will 


Amateur Author —* Well, Mrs, Blunderby, what do you think of 
the little book I left you last week, and which, I may tell you, was 


Mrs. Blunderby, General Deaier.—“ Well, sir, to tell’ee the truth, 
if P : S| ° , ’ im 
108 aorkard size, ’cos it’s too big for a ’aporth of sweets, and ‘taint 


WILHELM HASENCLEVER, the notorious German Socialist, has gone 
mad. No one will now be able to doubt whether or no the Socialist 
cause hasen(y)clever men attached to it, though we fear that the 
majority of them suffer from the same ead complaint as their unfor- 
tunate associate. 


OVERHEARD IN SECOND CLASS RAILWAY CARRIAGE, 

First Young City Gentleman.—“ Oh, I didn’t know you were a 
classical scholar.” 

Second Y. C. G.—Oh, yes; I’m very well up in Greek.” 

First Y. C. G.—*“ Ah, then I s’pose you've read Cwsar?”’ 

Second Y. C. G.—“ Oh, yes; and Dante aleo.” 

First Y. C. G.—* Ah, I’ve only read him ina translation, but it 
must be very interesting in the original Greek!” 





WE understand that steps are being taken towards the improve- 
ment of our soldiers’ rations, both in quantity and quality. This isa 
rational movement in the right direction, and we hope that these 
steps will not be goose steps, but that the authorities will hurry 
towards the desired result at the double, without halting or marking 


time. 


Spiffins —“I see that when the Prince of Abyssinia married the 
Princess of Shoa the bride wore a crown that had belonged to the 
Queen of Sheba.” 

Spoffins.—“ Was it made of Abyssinian gold?” 


Sni fiina.—“ Shoa [ dont knov 
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IS MATRIMONY A FIASCO? 
(More LIGHT ON THE SUBJECT.) 


To THE EpiToR or Fun.—S1z,—I entirely —_—— of the noble 
reat 


i‘ea of holding a solemn official inquiry into The Question, and 
passing laws in 


regard to it; 
but I have to 
say that the 
starting - point, 
pivot, and gist 
of the whole 
inquiry and 
subsequent 
legislative ac- 
tion should be 
the conduct of 
my wife, sir,— 
Mrs. Grasher. 
The question, 
sir, is this :—Is 
Mrs. Grasher 
right or wrong? 
Is Mrs. Grasher 
justified or the 
reverse / 

Now, sir, I eat down to consider the whole question, “1s Matrimony 
a Fiasco?” in acalm and dispassionate way—in a disinterested and 
judicial spirit, unswayed by personal considerations, narrow egotism, 
or private bias. I washed my face, put on a clean collar, folded my 
hands, and placed the whole of my mind (a most powerful one) flat 
upon the subject. And as I sat thus calmly laid out for the work, by 
a strange, and (as it seems to me) almost superhuman intuition, the 
whole great and complicated subject began to narrow and narrow to 
my mental vision. 

It continued to narrow, sir, until I clearly perceived the nucleus of 
the whole question—in fact, at that very moment the nucleus was 
going on in one of her aggravating ways. The nucleus was Mrs. 
Grasher. I had grasped the crucial point—“ Is Mrs. Grasher justified 
or the reverse?” 

Mrs. Grasher's not justified, sir. Why should I not smoke my pipe 
in the drawing-room, even when lady friends are calling? I like to 
put my boots on the sofa. I hate cold meat, and like little French 
dishes, What does Mrs. Grasher want with two new dresses a year ? 
What right has she to fling boots and gridirons at my head? Hang 
Mrs. Grasher, sir! 

P.8,—Since I wrote the above I am grieved to say Mrs. Grasher has 
read it. You can let the whole inquiry drop as far as J am concerned. 
There is no future for me/ J dont care whether Matrimony is a 
Fiasco or not—I am past that now. Do not weep for me—it doesn’t 
matter, Nothing matters now. Yours, GRASHER, 

* . . « o . 

You Epitok MaNn,—Just a line to let you know that I have 
effectually put astop to your publishing any more mean and dastardly 
letters from Grasher. He won't be likely to write any more, J can 
tell you. I send you his ears, Let me tell you you are a low and 
contemptible creature too. Ugh! JANE GBASHER, 

” . 7 +. * * 

SuRR,—Matremony issent a falure. My wife is the best ov wives, 
and wy? Becos I do wot in me lite to keep her sow. A usband has 
his dutys jest as 
much as a wife. 
It's no good for 
a man to set 
down and say 
“my wife isn't 

» Wy S all she ort to 

NO Soa ‘| be.” He must 
ST eet git up and see 
Qh Ay to it for hisself. 

= I don’t always 

use a stick, for 
it sometimes 











happens there 
issent one 
handy. 


You don’t 
ketch my wife 
allowin the 
atraxions of 
sossiety to dror 
er from erome. You don't ketch her lavishin on the children that 
gexion whitch is the usband'’s dew—I see to all that, and she'd 
titer look out. Wen I requires enny affexion lavished [ can do it 











myself in my time, having a pritty good muscle. Wot I say is 
this: wen a wife don’t do er dooty, nor retane her usbands affexions, 
there’s somethink wrong in the usband—there’s ascroo looce sumwere. 
Yours, I, BLACKER. 
. * * * aa * 

Mr. Ep1Tor,—Please excuse my not writing “ Dear Mr. Editor,” 
but perhaps John might not like it—at any rate as yet. 

I write to say that Matrimony is Fiasco. Half an hour ago I 
sat down to write indignantly to say it isn't, but since then John has 
muttered that the slippers I worked for him are loud. I am sure no 
one would marry who had had my experience, and I write this as a 
warning. Yours truly, EMMA. 

* * + * * * 

Mr. Ep1rtoR,—Please do not print my letter of this morning, as I 
find that Matrimony is not a Fiasco. John has put on the slippers 
and explained that the word he muttered was not “loud” but “ex- 
quisite.” It certainly sounded like “loud,” but then the two words 
are a good deal similar in sound, aren’t they? Please tell all the 
young persons who are contemplating matrimony that they will be 
quite safe in taking the step. Yours truly, EMMIE. 

* * * * - * 

HONOURED S18,—Matrimony is anything but a Fiasco. Why, sir, 
I had ten daughters, and by dint of good bargaining I cleared for 
these ten, from various braves who wanted wives, no less than two 
hundred and thirty head of cattle, fifty strings of cowries, seventeen 
bottles of rum, a hatchet, twelve pounds best assorted beads, and a 
handsome stamped brass coffin plate. I now find that no less than 
seven of the ten braves have eaten their wives and are in search of 
new ones. To-morrow I shall brain my brother Wai Sboomer and 
take: his seven daughters and adopt them, and wait till the braves 
come along. How can matrimony be considered a failure? I con- 
sider it a decided success. I have persuaded the missionary man to 
write this for me under a threat of instant death. 

Yours very truly, NHGo NBonG NcAmI (of Africa). 








Whale Done. 


It’s along whale—or rather, while—since such a long whale has 
been seen off the Isle of Wight as the one captured there the other 
day. It was whale-laid by the fishermen, who, not having any har- 
poons, as it harpooned, ran it on to the sandbanks, and opened fire 
upon it till its sands were run. Eye-witnesses say it made a fair 
target, and that no one had occasion to sing, ‘‘Oh, whaley, we have 
missed you!” 


AT the dreadful sight of yellow Jack— 
Oh, what can be horrider ?— 

On his home and friends each turns his back, 
Down in sunny Florida. 








THE “ place-hunter” is a man we don’t feel a boundless admiration 
for. The only sort of berth we should feel disposed to give him is a 
“wide” one. He doesn't confine his operations to politics. You can 
see him busy in church when the collect puts in an appearance. He 
is in battle array then. 
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WELL, | AM SHORE! 
Lacy (to the Pastor).—“ You want to know why I always take 
the short cut by the shore? Oh, because it’s (s)’andy, you know !” 
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THE AFTERMATH. 


As if I cared anything about Indian summers! What's the good 
of having warm weather now? All that it does is to make the slugs 
and things live longer; and who wants more than his regular share 
of insects? I’m sure I don’t. And how all the sun makes the 
market gardens smell with the dead cabbages, and all that. The 
other day I was down at Kew, and, upon my soul! it was positively 


_| awful, that it was. Who likes the smell of apples? Jdon't. My 


nieces have been doing up the church for a harvest festival. Who 
wants harvest festivals, I should like to know? I’m sure I don't. 
They might just as well have cut off their own heads for turnips. 
There wouldn't (he, he!) have been much noticeable difference. And 
what's the good of making such a fuss about a lot of fruit and things ? 
ZIcan always get along without fruit, and I don't see why others 
can’t do the same. Aftermath, indeed! Who particularly wants to 
be warm this time of the year? I’ve got quite used to the rain and 
cold. Why, the money I’ve spent in macintoshes will be half wasted. 
What’s the good of buying things to keep off the rain if it doesn’t rain? 
And the sun makes those German asters grow. I always did hate 
German asters, They remind me of Baden and the money I[ dropped 
there. I was a young lunatic then, and I ain't any better now. 
And I don’t suppose that you’re very much better, so you needn't 
chuckle over it like a Cheshire cat. 

If there’s any one thing that I hate more than another, it’s cackling 
about the weather. Asif you can't eat your food just as well when 
it’s wet as when it’s fine. Jf you've got a three months’ bill, I should 
like to know whether it makes any difference if it’s wet or fine. Ifa 
boy gets a black eye at school does the weather cure it? Of course 
it doesn't—then why talk about the weather ? 

A good many people like to go down to Eastbourne to catch the 
end of the summer as they call it. Who wants to catch the end of 
the summer? I’d just as soon catch the whooping-cough—asif people 
couldn’t be content to stop at home. I’d as soon watch the cats 
looking through the square railings as look at the sea any day. 
People talk about sea-views and autumn sunsets. What do I care 
about autumn sunsets? Turner effects! What are Turner effects? 


j Splotches of red and yellow on the sky like the Manchester cotton 


pocket-handkerchiefs they sell to the niggers. And they call that 
effect. If there's anything I hate, loathe, and detest, it’s the twaddle 
they talk about the picturesque! Hang the picturesque, I say ! 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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“ TIGHT-LACING.” 


“AND A VERY INJURIOUS PRACTICE, TOO, MA’AM.” 
— Vide Medical Report. 
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Our Country Column. 


AT Whiffney-cum-Whaffney a farmer named John Splodge has had 
a haystack burnt. Evidence went to show that two men, described 
as labourers, were seen to build fires against them, which they lighted 
and then decamped. The outrage is supposed to be the work of 
incendiaries, 




















THE usually quiet town of Yawnton has been thrown into a state 
of excitement by the dastardly conduct of a well-dressed stranger 
At the busiest time of the day, when the baker's cart had just started 
on its round, a tall man with a dark moustache and a low felt hat 
was observed to knock over anapple stall belonging to anold woman, 
and having filled his pockets, to go quietly to the police station to 
give himself up. The police are very reticent about the matter, but 
say they have an important clue. 


A SAD case of drowning is reported from Mudford, Abner Flooks, 
a tripe dresser, fell into the river just where the stream flows most 
rapidly, and sank immediately. The body was not recovered for 
forty-eight hours, when life was found to be quite extinct, 





Cooney Hatch Way. 


(William John Cooney, 40, was charged at the Mansion House, on Thursday, with 
attempting to commit suicide by jumping over London Bridge on Wednesday after- 
noon. Cooney said he had no intention to commit suicide, bat that he simply dived 
off the bridge after his hat. Mr. Alderman Evans raid he should remand him till 
Wednesday to see if he was in his right mind.— Lloyds,} 

OH, William Cooney, 
You must be a luny 

To jump off a bridge like a goose, 
Though I’ve no doubt but that 
You indeed lost your hat, 

For surely you have a tile loose, 





Kis-met. 


RAILWAY carriages are all right for oscillation, but when it comes 
to osculation it is a very different matter, as the solicitor’s clerk who 
had to pay five pounds at Worship Street for the — of kissing 
a fair young damsel on the journey from Liverpool Street to Bishops- 
gate has discovered to his cost. He doesn’t worship the fair one so 
ardently since she has Worship-Streeted him. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITor or “FuwN.” 


S1z,—I do not intend, I vow, to write a lengthy note just now. 
("ve only jast returned to town, and though I’m not exactly brown, 
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(‘ve Leen set up with such a wealth of sturdy, overflowing health, 
from heather, moorland, lochs, and braes, where | have spent my 
holidays, that, just to get the balance straight, I’ve got to go and dis- 
sipate. Just now my niece (her name is lose), is taking me to all 
the shows—the Zoo, the Empire, Drury Lane, the Court, the Empire 
once again; the Haymarket, with Mr. Tree, the Cri, the Empire, 
Baldwin, Shr, and ev ry other kind of sight (we're at the Empire due 
's."ight), and hours so quickly onward slip, I’ve scarcely time to pen 
this 
TIP: 

You artful dogs upon the earth, 

Pray tell me what is Kenilworth? 

And tell me, also, if you should 

Attain the Acme, what's the good? 


And tell me, marry, should you chooze, 
To take the knock with Tenedrwise ; 
Or with Decision play the deuce, 

And plunge extremely, what's the use? 


Come golden dreams—I mean, Reve D'Or? 
Pray tell me what they're valued for ; 

Or are you guided by the gods 

To follow Trayles! Then what's the odds? 


There, sir, you have within your grip, a highly valuable tip, on which 
you ought to “score” with ease (just as you did about Seabreeze, 
with which, you will remember | pulled off the Leger leger-ly !). 
Excuse the pun, it might be wuss, I'm yours, de tout, TROPHONIUS. 





HOTCH POTCH. 


Lord Tom Noddy (in great alarm),—*“ 1 say, don'tcherknow, I see 
that I'm—er—what d’you call it’—liable to serve on a—er—er— 
coroner's jury.” 

Friend.—* Oh, no, you're not, Asa peer you would be exempt.” 

Lord Tom Noddy.—* Oh, no, indeed | The only exemptions are 
—er—er—felony and—er—lunacy.” 

Friend.—“ That will do just as well for you, old man, so you 
needn't worry.” 


SCENE: Promenade Concerts. Vocalist singing “ Home, 
Sweet Home.” 
Bald-headed man to Friend with scratched face.—“ No place like 
home, old man, eh? and a jolly good job too, say all of us!” 





THE members of the Servian Cabinet at Belgrade will not degrade 
their office by rendering themselves sub-servian-t to King Milan in 
his attempts at divorce, and have consequently resigned. The king 


is not resigned. 


THE active and intelligent officers of our unrivalled detective force 


are still searching for the address of the Whitechapel murderer, who | 


daily shows his address by his skill in concealing it, 





| worth the trial, for artisans and mechanics in general all know some- 
| thing of peace-work, and carpenters and joiners in particular are quite 


| cesses have to be withdrawn, owing to prior arrangements. 


Pass away, Please! 


THE Thibetians had gathered together in the Telapea Pass. They 
meant carrying fire and sword into British territory. But when our 
shot and shell created vacancies for their unemployed, they got up to 
go, remarking that “things had come to a pretty pass!” 





WE are all really superstitious, if we only knew it, so we are all 
interested in the result of the experiment being made by the Hastings 
Board of Guardians in the search for underground water on their 
estates. They have secured the services of a gentleman, who, armed 
with a forked twig, which he calls a “divining-rod,” endeavours to 
twig the whereabouts of the hidden liquid. But why a “diwining- 
rod”? Wouldn't he stand a better chance with a “de-wa'ering” one? 





A MOVEMENT is on foot at West Bromwich, the object of which is 
the appointment of several working men as justices for the first | 
Commission of the Peace in that locality. The experiment is surely 


accustomed to the bench. 








All his great suc | 
The crop 


Our theatrical manager is having a bad time. 


| of “‘deadheads” is so abundant that he has christen°d the front of his 








theatre the order-torium. 























HE BORE NO MALICE. 


Bride of a month—‘ We must never forget the Goodharts, Alfred. 
If it had not been for their house party this time last year, we 
should never have met—and married.” 

Bridegroom of ditto.—“ Nonsense, my dear !—they didn’t mean 
any harm.” 
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A FOUL TALE 





OF A FOWL. 




















The first day at the show. First Prize — 
Baff Cochin Pullet. 


At the close of the second day, 








“ Red Injuns! Butit'sa new breed of fowl. 


The third, Sure, an’ it's never my Cochin China!” 








British Savages. 


{[Murders, and attempts to murder, or maim by means of knife, revolver, or the 
vitriol-phial are increasing rapidly in England. Apart from the awful deeds in the 
first-named connection, over one hundred cases of vitriol throwing are reported in 
the northern saburb alone ]} 

T1ME was when we sneered at the foreigner’s way 

Of settling disputes with asta» or a shot, 
We mocked at the Spaniard, Italian, Malay, 

The wild Western “rowdy,” the Turk, and what not ; 
We regarded with horror the murderous blade, 

And the pistol (which both were in foreign parts rife), 
We used but the fist, and we needed no aid 

From knife or revolver—revolver or knife! 


But now, here in England, where once e’en the brute 
Made war with his fists, or, at worst, with his feet— 
That brute is now given to stab or to shoot, 
Yes, e’en in the usual ‘‘row” in the street, 
The pistol and poniard have lately become 
In daily request as the weapons of strife, 
And men, women, and children, in every slum 
Dread the knife and revolver, revolver and knife ! 


All this being thus—certain shops may be found 
(One especially, close to the Drury Lane slum), 
Where second-hand “ bowies ” and pistols abound, 
Each offered for sale at a moderate sum. 
Nice temptation for brates and bloodthirsty curs 
To maltreat or murder their “ women” or wives ! 
Yet, despite daily outrage, the Law never stirs 
To check this large trade in revolvers and knives! 


How long shall this loathsome hell-brood be allowed 
These weapons—and vitriol, even—to buy? 
Once caught, all sach scum with the lash should be cowed— 
The garotter was wont at the nine-tails to cry. 
Sentimentalists long wished the lash were subdued 
But now that our:brutes daily seek human life, 
E’en these faddists mayn't weep if we lash all the brood 
Who dare buy vitriol-bottle, revolver, and knife | 








WOTICE. 


Ready Early 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1889, 


Which will Excel all Previous Editions, 


in October. 





It will contain Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse by 


GEORGE R. SIMs, GEORGE MANVILLE FENN, J. F. SULLIVAN, PACL MERITT, | 
GODPREY TUKNER, H. CHANCE NEWTON, DEWAR WILLOCK, JOHN NORTHOOTT, — 
J. W. Hoveutos, 0. C. Rays, CHARLES 8. CHELTNAM, GEORGE DALZIEL, | 
ARTHUR T. Pask, H. M. PAULL, Lausce Les, PERCY REEVE, KATE BURTON, | 
AUTHOR OF “My NEIGHBOUR NELLIE, CHARLES J. DUNPHIE, BYRON WEBBER, 
H. T. Jounson, CLO. GRAVES, SAMUEL REID, PRANK CLEMENT, LEOPOLD 
TURNER, W. SPEARMAN, JOHN NORMAN, RICHARD HENRY, and CHARLES G. 
LELAND (Hans Breitmann). 

The whole fully Illustrated by 

GORDON THOMSON, J. FP. SULLIVAN, BERNARD PARTRIDGE, MAURICE GREIP- 
PENBAGEN, J. W. HOUGHTON, LUCIEN Davis, H. P. DOLLMAN, H. TUCK, MaTT 
STRETCH, ERNEST GRISET, ALFRED GRAY, G. GATCOMBE, THOMAS DALZIBL, 
PHIL EsBUTT, Hal LUDLOW, E. G. RSYNOLDS, and LESLIE WILLSON, 





FLORIMEL was seated in his atelier enjoying the perfume of a 
Turkish cigarette and dreaming visions of wzsthetic beauty, when who 
should walk in but young Sawbones, the medical student, who, after 
a few words, observed, “ Ah, I see you don’t object to smoking ; ” ani! 
pulling out an old meerschaum, began to fill it. Florimel gazed with 
horror at the instrument of torture, as black as a boot and as strong 
as a Chinese stinkpot, and then gently replied, “I don't object tu 
smoking myself, but I do to other people smoking, very much, Mr. 
Saw bones,” 





SCOTCHMEN—we beg pardon, we should say Scotsmen—are pro- 
verbially long-headed, and keep a good look-out for rocks ahead in 
this life. But there's one rock they always make for; they adjust 
their compasses and steer straight for it, and when they fetch it they 
cling on like grim death. That rock is Scylla (siller). 





Miss Browne.—* \'ve no objection to a cigar, Mr. Smythe.” 
Mr. Smythe.—“ Er—really ! So sorry I can't oblige you with one.” 
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A SLIGHT ERROR. 
Short-sighted Swell (to boy employed by the City Sewers ).—“ Now 
then, look sharp, my boy, and polish them up—I want to catch a 


train!” 
Boy.—" Heugh!” 






( Swell discovers his mistake, and shunts, 
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APPEARANCES ARE DECEPTIVE. 

















Another Miss. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WHEN a sporteman goes out 
With a aleer to shoot, 
It is galling, no doubt, 
If their toil bears no fruit ; 
Then each other they twit 
On this failure to hit, 
And perhaps, when that's done, 
Both fall foul of the gun; 
But whosever the blame, 
And whatever they say, 
The result is the same— 
That the birds get away. 


So when Warren (Sir Charles) 
Makes a miss, he may halt 
And declare, with some snarls, 

That ‘twas Matthews’s fault. 
Matthews vowing ‘twas not, 
But "twas Warren's bad shot. 
Then perhaps both come hard 
Down on poor Scotland Yard. 





But whosever the miss, 
And whatever is said, 

One is certain of this— 
That a criminal’s fled. 





A Dove-Tale. 


It is not generally or popularly known, | 


but it will be when WE have broached the 
subject, that the proprietor of Mellin’s 
Infants’ and Invalids’ Food is giving away 
real silver brooches to all that ask for them. 
Send your application soon (and ask pretty) 
to Mr. Mellin, Marlboro’ Works, Peckham, 
London, 8.E., and you will have one sent 
you, free by post, “On the Wings of a 
Dove.” 


Husband.—“ Jones wants me to go down to 
his place, and help him to thin his pheasants.” 

Wife.—“ Why, I understood you that his 
keeper had been fattening them.” 





A TIME BARGAIN.—A ticket-of-leave. 


_ was like unto kids leaping upon the hills! Did 
| she stay him with flagons, orcomfort him with 
| apples? No! 
_ misunderstanding the intended compliment, 


| “Guy's.” 


He was fond of Oriental metaphor, and he | 
remarked to the girl of his heart that her hair 
She was commonplace, and, 


thought of the children leaping on Hampstead 
Heath. He is spending his vacation at 





Long Bes-toad ! 


A ToAaD of great antiquity has lately, it 
appears, 
3een dug up from clay at Greenock—all 
alive |! 
Its Green(ock) old age is reckoned at some 
twenty thousand years, 
A decent time to manage to survive! 
It must have been a “She” toad, such as| 
Haggard drew us, eh ? 
Yet, on second thoughts, it wandered down 
the mountain side of clay ! 





BOARD WAGEsS—Directors’ fees. 
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Tonga 


The Specific for NEURALGIA. 


“ Tonga maintains its reputation in the treatment | 





of Neuralgia.” —Lancet 

‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved 
fective in al! those cases in which we have pre- 
cribed it.” —Medical Press. 


Qs. Od., 4s. Gd., & Lis. Of all Chemists. 


‘ 





Boz. or send 7 stamps to ( 
Pax Worcs, BiemincuasM : 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London, E.« 


SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED 


IRCULAR 
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ite —— y a a ea pencil, and neither scratct PURE AN D 
nor spurt the wn be, ounced b : ~ 
Ask your Scnslener or o Gene y baa Macaaie SOLU BLE. 


BrRanDaver anc Co.'s 
or to their Whoicsale 


g NW 
Wednesda : 


Cadbury’s 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) These foxes, whom some Kentish | (3) In praise of farthing post-carde— | (5) One stole the Sandwich Island ; (7) To Harvest-Homers Bismarck shows 
folk deem “ tartars,” though erratic— | Queen's gold ticker— adherence, 














Through poison, go in “Foxe's The G. 0. M. should be G. O. M.- | The watch had an “escapement” And with his beer-mug makes « 
Book of Martyrs.” phatic. j like the “ nicker.” good ap-beerance. 
(2) The Monument, through matters (4) The Arts and Crafts here meet for | (6) Two “patriots,” bedad, make up | (8) Nut-crackers at the S A. mectings 
accidental, exhibition— their quarrel, rue it, 
Is euffering from distress that’s A strong Orane lifted them to this | “The Times is out of joint” is, | For magistrates declare they must 
(monu-)mental. position. p rape, their moral. nut do it. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
THE ALEXANDRA PALACE.—lIncited thereto by Messrs. Pain and 


Son’s invitation to see them take a benefit, I sought (and found) this 
spot one night awhile ago. The entertainments I patronised were 


(il. 
Say. Dy? 
 « fh a 

















THE COURT,.—* MAMMA.” 


jaldwin on the up-shoot, Lucia on the stage, and Pompeii on the 
rampage. Baldwin's “act” is an easy and graceful one, the grace 
and ease largely decreasing the feeling of its danger ; but I don’t like 
such performances: the effect is demoralising, and they lead to 
emulation, often with disastrous results. The opera in the theatre 
was nearly as good as if it were in Italian, scarcely a word being dis- 
tinguishable. This was not all, if at all, the fault of the vocalists, 
but of the triumphantly idiotic nature of the building. Some of the 
singing was very good, and some of it—wasn't. The opera was per- 
formed to a baby-obbligato throughout. After donning mail of proof 
and arming ourselves to the teeth, we cut our way through the dense 
crowd to the spot where the legend “ Press Only” flaunted in the 
breeze (but the press was every where—never saw such a crowd !) and 
saw the Pompeii firework display to advantage. 


THe LyceuM.—Not the utmost stretch of the politeness due toa 
stranger could induce me to characterise Dr, Jekyll and Mr. Hyde as 
a pleasant play, and I quite failed myself to see where the alleged 
“impressiveness’ of Mr. Mansfield in the part came on the scene. 
Mr. Stevenson's conception is in itself impressive, possibly (in degree 
varying with the spectator’s imagination), but for any force contri- 
buted by Mr. Mansfield the debt is small. If, however, Dr. Jekyll, &c., 
as a play was something of a bore, what is to be said of A Parisian 
Romance? And if the sole interest in Mr. Mansfield’s Jekyll-Hyde 
centred in a skilfully performed stage trick, what is to be said of his 
Baron Chevrial, which is all stage trick together, all of it over- 
elaborated, and some of it ludicrous! The performance has a certain 
mediocre cleverness of a kind apt to be popular, and is not without a 
certain charm either, but it has no artistic depth or real truth—a 
mass of mannerisms, not a man—a clever piece of surface acting, in 
short, supported by an (apparently) extensive knowledge and (cer- 
tainly) an apt application of the “tricks of the actor's trade.” 


THE play itself is an advance from the passively unpleasant to the 
actively so, It is “from the French,” and belongs to a nauseous and 
unwholesome class which we English have happily outgrown, but 
which it appears our cousins over the water still tolerate. It is 
possibly a correct picture of a certain phase of Parisian society, con- 
structed with ingenuity and probably well written. It is translated 
with comical simplicity. The general “form” of the acting is of the 
puppet class; but Mr. John T. Sullivan, who impressed me rather 
favourably as an actor in Dr. Jekyll, &c., deepened that impression 
by an earnest performance of a rather ridiculous character ; and Miss 
Beatrice Cameron, of whom I have held a less favourable opinion, 
although she didn't exactly startle me, went up several degrees in my 
estimation fora rather sympathetic performance of an equally trying 
part. But, as a whole, the production oppresses and burdens one 
with the sense of wasted hours. 


THE GLOBE. —The Mysteries of Udolpho isn't init with The Monk's 
Room, I should think, but I have never read or seen, or, if I have, | 
have entirely forgotten the former work, so cannot positively say. 
The Monk's Room has been already played on two separate afternoons 
and stages. I saw it on neither occasion, but I am told that it is 








much improved. As a matter of fact, with probability for a guide, 
the story won’t bear looking into at all, and yet I don’t know when 
I have given a piece more steady, interested attention throughout. 
My heart never stirred one beat beyond its “ordinary,” and some of 
the grander remarks enforced the involuntary tribute of a smile ; 
but I was quietly, calmly happy all the time, in spite of the pervad- 
ing gloom of the story. 


I KNOW quite well why it was, of course. The cleverness and sin- 
cerity of the acting attuned my volatile mind to the acceptance of 
extravagant, but not wholly impossible, incidents and characters 
with respect. Here was no mere reliance on the wig-maker and the 

t, or the sham impressiveness of long pauses. It was strong, 
virile, genuine acting, though held well in hand withal. Mr. Willard’s 
firm handling and sympathetic touch threw a glamour of strength and 
interest over the character of the persecuted Sir Darrell Erne, which, 
truly, it was not entitled to in justice ; and when Mr. Hermann Vezin 
rolled out the carefully balanced sentences of Lazinski with that fine 
command of tone and inflection of his, one almost thought him 
talking sense. Miss Alma Murray’s style has a peculiar charm for 
me (in which I am not singular, maybe), and indeed, it is good 
art, sweet and true—and Miss Murray plays the heroine. 


Miss MARION LEA is exceptionally good, too, as Clotilde. There 
was tragic force in her “dying” scene, none the less effective for 
being kept well within bounds. Mr. Caffrey, also, in a character of a 
kind not usually associated with his name, came out with flying 
colours ; indeed, so well did he relate “‘ the legend ” of the old room that 
I was quite disappointed when he did not receive the doucewr usually 
given the cicerone of a show-place. Mr. Forbes Dawson and Miss 
Helen Leyton play a sprightly pair in a genuine spirit of brightness ; 
and Mr. Ivan Watson and Mr. Rose, the latter in a good character 
make-up, rounded off the picture in subordinate parts. Mrs. Brooke 
contrived to be inoffensive in a tedious part. There is a good deal 
of interest in The Monk’s Room, if only of an archeological nature. 


Nops AND WINKs.—The Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern 
has reopened its portals for the coming season. Proceedings were 
commenced with a Grand Ballad Concert on the 4th, Mdme, Antoinette 
Sterling and Mr. Thurley Beale being among the performers. Mr. 
John Child also recited. An Operatic Costume Concert is “down” 
for the 11th, and another Grand Ballad Concert, with Mr. Sims 
Reeves, on the 18th.— Hercat” has taken his conjuring tricks, etc., 
to the Egyptian Hall (“ by arrangement with Mr. Maskelyne’’), with 
the additional attraction of the four Sisters Jonghman. By-the-way, 
one of the dailies displays a good deal of innocenceiover one of this 
gentleman's tricks. Hercat announces that he will run a rapier right 
through a boy, and a pack of cards behind him. The boy imme- 
diately drops the cards and bolts. This is recorded as an “ unre- 
hearsed incident.” He, he! It’s one of the most rehearsed incidents 
of the lot, and happens every time !—Sweet Lavender has scored its 
200th performance with brilliant éclat, and the sparkling and capi- 
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THE GLOBE —“* THE MOoNK’s Room.” 


tally-acted piece is now engaged “ piling ’em up” for the next 200. 
Some rather ill-judged advertising larks were perpetrated in the course 
of the day.—The present Oxford Music Hall management has 
entered on the twentieth year of its career. The programme is very 
strong, and my advice to those who like halls is to go and see it. 
NESTOR. 
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KNICKNAOKS. 


Mrs, JEUNE has recorded that Mr. Forster felt like a father 
toward the Irish people. This may be the case, but how about the 
buckshot? This may perhaps be explained by the theory that a wise 
parent does not spare the rod. Nevertheless we expect that those of 
the Irish people who look upon him in the light of a father at all, 
regard him more as the fo(r)ster article. 


THE last time we saw little Snobsby, the commercial traveller, he 
was on the horns of a dilemma. Unless he confessed to being a 
tradesman, he would not be allowed to play in the Tradesman’s 
Cricket Match, which he was desirous of doing, and if, on the other 
hand, he acknowledged the soft impeachment, then farewell to the 
acquaintance of the pretty Swellsby girls, who he knew would never 
have anything to do with a man “in trade.” Poor Snobsby! He 
did suffer | 


A CONTEMPORARY states that the first volunteer pensioned by the 
Government was a gunner, who was injured, some years ago, while at 
the Gyn sling drill, at Shoeburyness. Our bibulous contributor says 
that sort of drill would suit him down to the ground, and, if they 
would only alternate it occasionally with a little cold whisky drill, 
he would not mind joining the force to-morrow. 


AMATEUR swimming clubs will no doubt be careful in the future 
to bar Mr. Barton, who for obtaining a prize under false pretences 
will for some time to come practise the crank stroke in preference to 
the side stroke, and tread-mill instead of water. 





SCENE—A police court, not a hundred miles from Lambeth. 
A FACT. 

Defendant's solicitor, “ Now, Constable 1,000 P, you have sworn 
that you were perfectly sober when this affair occurred, so of course 
you had not been drinking while on your beat?” 

Constable 1,000 P. “I bad not. I never drink on my beat.” 

Defendant's solicitor, “ Now, on your cath, did you not go into. the 
‘Swan’ public house just before?” 

Constable 1,000 P (nervously). “I did. I—I was called in to put 
something down.” 

Defendant's solicitor (disappointed). “Oh, to put something 
down!" Happy thought. “Ah! was it not a pint of beer that you 
were called in to put down your throat?” 

Constable 1,000 P (looking anxiously at his inapector), “ Kr—er— 
y-y-yes, it was.” [ Verdict for defendant. 


Mr. BoMBA BALFOUR has been Bomba-ding the Grand Old Man 
at Glasgow, and in the course of his speech he observed “ That no 
English prisoner had ever complained of his treatment.” This 
reminds us of the old mee Jos where the hunteman, in reply to 
a cockney sportsman, says, “ Lor’, bless ye, sir, in course we all likes 
it. Why, sir, we know as how the genelmen like it, and there ain't 
no doubt as how the hossee and dogs enjoys it, and I'm jolly well 
sure no one ain't heard e’er a fox say as he didn’t like it, too,” 


JOHN KNIGHT says that he set fire to a woman's dress at Abbey 
Wood fora lark ; but, as he added that he did not intend her any 
harm, he must have done it for a phaniaz rather than for a lark, 
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THE NEW SYSTEM. 


(WARRANTED SATISFACTORY—TO THE AGENT.) 


for twenty-one years. A house-agent thereupon introduced a party who wanted « shop for three years, 


agent sued the proprietor for £17 10s. commission for the introduction, and failed to get the sum.” 
—See Newspapers. 








“A man lately had a shop to let, and wanted a tenant 
and naturally did not take the shop in question ; then the 
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OR THE SLEEPING BEAUTY 
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OF THE HOME OFFICE 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 160. 
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JUST THE VERY THING WE WANTED. 


JUsT as we were retiring to our princely couch the other night, in 
came a panting messenger with a letter marked, “ Urgent! Hi! 
Look alive! - 

In frenzied haste 
we tore it open. It 
read thus :— 

“My DgAR OLD 
Fox,—Come round 
to my diggings 
sharp. Just a band- 
Lag and clean collar. 
Twelve o'clock con- 
tinental express. 

“ Yours, GEORGE.” 

It was, of course, 
from H.R.H. the 
Field Marsha 
manding - in - Chief ; 
the crest of an um- 


Cx 
tiv 





Com- 


rel}: amna4r er 
te , a prelia rampant vert 
Pe a n the top corner 
w 4 , , 
o would have sn0wn 


that, even'if we had 
not known the hand so well. 

Hurriedly flinging a pearl stud into a handbag, we flew to our old 
chum. He embraced us hurriedly. He was nervous and excited, but 
ubilant. “No time explain now,” he eaid hurriedly, “ but Britain's 
supremacy restored at single coup. Come on!” 

We dashed on our way to the continent. We had just time to 
notice that H.R.H.’s luggage had something peculiar about it—in 
fact it consisted simply of a long lasso, and a sack containing some 
jangling articles. 

It was still dead of night when we arrived in the Fatherland. 
Here we dismounted from the train, and George, hastily and silently 
placing a finger on our lips, motioned us to follow him on tiptoe. He 
crept along silently in list slippers until he arrived at a particularly 
dark doorway at the side of a dark street. 

“Hush! be will return home this way from the military hospital 
at seven minutes to three, a.m.,” whispered George; “it now wants 
tive seconds to the time. Take this seack—the instant I have him in 
the lasso, clap it over his head and draw it down to his toes: 
then——”” 

He broke off short as an approaching footstep was faintly heard in 
the dead silence of the night. As it approached, it became clear 
that it was the footstep of a scientific man—of one deeply versed in 
the surgical art. With palpitating hearts we stood ready—another 
moment and the first faint switch of the long lasso in the air, a short 
exclamation of surprise and a'arm, the low crisp murmur ‘which 
marks the administering of chloroform, the sound of a sack hastily 
drawn down over a head and body, and the faint whispering creak 
peculiar to the tying of a cord round ankles enveloped in a sack, told 
that the deed was cone. 

Swiftly we bore our inanimate burden to the train; for a moment 
the dvuwaniers at the frontier eyed the sack (within which a wriggling 
motion was by this time clearly noticeable) with some suspicivn, but 
; murmured “ Only cigars and cognac” from George at once allayed 
the misgivings of the officials, and in another half hour we had our 
victim safely under 
lock and key at the 
diggings of H R.H. 

Then H R.H. wiped 
his brow and gave 
vent to a great sigh 
of relief. “ You have 
livined the identity 
of our captive )” he 
said. Then, without 
waiting for a reply, 
he turned to an 
orderly and __ said, 
“ Bring me a soldier 
—fa private soldier 
will do—one without 
too much blood, 
Blood,” he explained, 
is the orderly has- 
tened away, ‘is un- 
pleasant, and spoils 
the carpet.”’ 

Then H.R.H., tak- 

ing a pearl-bandled penknife, successively removed the legs, arms, 
and head of the soldier, and placed them onatray. Our tongue 





| 


clove to the roof of our mouth with horror. With starting eyeballs 
and clasped hands we faintly murmured, “ Oh, don’t!” 

“It’s all right—you'll see,” coolly replied H.R.H. Then he released 
our captive from the sack, and pointed silently to the portions of 
soldier; but the captive drew himself up and said firmly, “ Ach, 
Potstansend! Nimmer!” 

“It is as I anticipated,” remarked George, as he drew from a cup- 
board some instruments of torture handed down from the Inquisition. 
We applied them to the captive, and left him for a space, while 
H.R.H. read to us the following newspaper extract :— 

“4 startling advance in surgical science has been made by Dr. Maximilian Klein, 
a German military surgeon. A man accidentally cut off his great toe; Dr. Klein 
sewed on the fragment and dressed it with iodoform, and in twenty-two days the 
toe was perfectly sound and flexible. A recruit deliberately cut off his forefinger ; 
the finger-end was mislaid, and not found until it was cold and blue. Nevertheless 
Dr. Kiein treated it, and in six weeks the finger was as serviceable as ever.” 





Our captive was Dr. Klein. He yielded to the persuasive influences 
of the instruments of torture. He took the portions of Private Atkins | 
ind put them together like a puzzle, then, muttering a few words of | 
incantation, he waved a rag soaked with iodoform over the collection, | 


and Private Atkins saluted and went back to barracks. Then George | 
placed Dr. Klein carefully in a safe and locked him up. Then he 
said, “We declare war with Europe to-morrow morning. Her 
Majesty, Salisbury, Mr. Parnell and I have arranged it a.l. We 
throw the whole of our forces into the field ; they will be mown down, 
themselves mowing down an equal numberof theenemy. Dr. Klein | 
will then gallop along, waving his iodoformed rag, when our troops | 
will resume vitality, and again set to work. We calculate that in 
this way it will require about three months to annihilate the troops 
of the European powers. We shall then proceed to America——” 
By the New Patent Process any soldier can be used an infinite number of times. 
and is practically indestructible. No decimation of troops, waste, dust, or unplea- 
santness when using Dr. Kleins Patent Iodofeorm. No general should be wit! 
t nvaluable for the camp, the field, and the vestry meeting. Signature o1 
packet.—ADVT. 


“Blue Books.” 


Mr. VIZETELLY'S pamphlet in defence of great “ blue” books | 
Is too eager, to our thinking, if you please ; 

Though Zola may be great—nay, is—some hold, with so’emn looks, | 
That that Gallic Gorgon-Zola’s scarce the cheese. 

Mr. V.’s defence is skilful, but it only makes you laugh, 

Although he’d spread it broadcast by the Vize-telly-graph. 











Sharp Punishment. 


FREE board and lodging for two months, with practical instruction 
in the art of oakum-picking, has been awarded to a man named 
Sharpe for cracking nuts and talking at a Salvation Army meeting. 
Well, it was rather personal to crack nuts at a meeting where nearly 
all the nuts there gathered must have been—not to put too fine a 
point upon it—impaired. 





WeE know a man who prides himself so much on the consistency 
of his conduct that he will wear a “dicky” for weeks rather than be 
accused of a “change of front.” 








NOT MUCH HARM DONE. 


Hearty Party.—“ Hullo, old chap, you are looking seedy! 
What's up?” 

Seedy Party.—‘ Oh, it’s all right. 
holidays. Shal 


Only just back from my 
| recover in a day or two, I hope, now I’m back.’ 





—— 
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attached to it, of course. 











My Memory! 
WHEN I was very youthful 
I went to school, of course, 
And, not to be untruthful, 
I worked like any horse. 
But when I went to college, 
I fear I must confess 
I soon.“ grew out of knowledge,” 
And studied less and less. 


I fancy, to be candid 
(And to be so I try), 
That scarcely ever man did 
Forget so much as I. 
And when my Alma Mater 
Beheld my face no more, 
I left the place a greater 
Ignoramus than before. 


I have a private income, 
Or else I’m pretty sure 
That such a thorough nincom- 
Poop always would be poor. 
I’ve clean forgot the little 
That ever reached my brains, 
And scarce a jot or tittle 
Of anything remains. 
So like a dying ember 
My memory fades away, 
I scarcely can remember 
My name from day to day. 
‘Tis time Fate drew the curtain 
And ended my poor life, 
For sometimes I’m uncertain 
If I have got a wife! 





WHEN is a verdict like a saddle- 


horse? — Why, when a rider is SOMETIME’, DON'T you?” 





Young Spoonington.—" D'YOU LIKE THOSE BOAS !—YOU MUST FIND THEM AN AWFUL BOTHER 


Miss Gwendoline Ermyntrude.—‘ OH, WE HAVE TO PUT UP WITH BORES OCCASIONALLY.” 














ONE FOR HIM. 








On Dancers and Dancing. 


DANCING has been, is, and will be, a favourite pastime of people 
of all countries and degrees. It is so herein Merrie England, from 
the State Ball of Royalty down to the shilling Kentish hops at the 
“*All-by-the-Sea.” Speaking of state balls, we may incidentally 
remark that they have nothing to do with political parties. 

Round dances are the most popular, though they have their valse— 
frequently turning staid damsels into giddy young things. Square 
dances are of a more formal character, and, like latter-day prize 
fights, are rather distinguished by the advancing and retiring than 
the setting-to of partners. The supper, or square feed, on the other 
hand, is conspicuous by the partners setting-to with heartiness ; with 
perfect good-humour, however, as all are prepared to give and take. 

The best thing to dance on is a beautifully-polished oak-floor, but 
some people prefer to dance on coffee, while others give the prefer- 
ence to ices or champagne. 

The ball-room is very often a sort of social anomaly, where eligible 
young ladies are brought out, and eligible young gentlemen are taken 
in. The eye of the match-making mamma can be here;-seen in all its 
glory, beaming with delight at the spectacle of her troupe of unmar- 
ried daughters dancing to the popular heirs of the day, especially 
when the heirs are “ catchy,” like the millionaires of America. 

County balls are noted for their excellent dancing, for only those 
who ‘move in the best circles” can possibly get the entree to them. 

Then there are Military, Naval, Artillery (or Cannon) Balls, Hunt 
Balls, Race Balls, Billiard Balls, Foot Balls (these are mere kick- 
ups), Cricket Balls, Tennis Balls (where they keep the racket going, 
if you like !), Snow Balls (beloved of small boys), Fancy Dress Balls, 
Stuff Balls, Indiarubber Balls, Brandy Balls (for anti-Lawsonites), 
Air Balls, Eye Balls, Horse Balls, and Black Balls. 








THEY regard this an excellent season for leeks, 
For those plants now grow strongly—not weakly— 
Here’s a chance, then, of swallowing leeks for some weeks, 
For people whom fate 
Won't allow to run straight, 
And are always behaving ob-leek-ly. 





MorTrTo for Professor Baldwin—Facilis descensus. 


At Last! 


(The long-continued discussion in the J. 7. regarding marriage has just happily 
ceased. ] 
Wy is the world so ‘ guy to-duy ?”’ 

Why is the globe so glad? 

Why is the sky so smart and spry? 

Why is the sun not sad? 

Why doth the breeze show blithesome ease ’ 

Why does the sea show glee ! 

Why are Britain's Isles now full of smiles, 

E’en though they still have J. 7)! 


It is that “Is Marriage a Failure?” ends 
(After weeks) in a manner lame, 

And that Mrs. Caird must re-seek, my friends, 
The obscurity whence she came. 

This “dainty ” discussion thus ends in smoke, 
With a letter from Mona the sly ; 

At last we are free from her tedious yoke— 
And that's why the world’s so “ guy.” 





As a rule, with diaries, the trouble is in keeping them up—with 
regard to the late Kaiser’s, the difficulty is to keep it down, 


The “Art”-eries and ‘ Craft”-eries. 
THE new Arts and Crafts Exhibition 
Has opened ‘mid promising signs, 
It deserves to attain high position, 
Not alone for the works it combines ; 
But for striving to gain recognition 
For art workers in various lines, 
Its chief, too, will stint no endeavour— 
Walter Crane hath a Urane-ium clever. 


Burne-Jones, Poet Morris, and others, 

W hose art designs show the true touch, 
Send works to encourage art brothers, 

Whom employers would keep in their clutch. 
‘Commerce,’ says Crane, “ often smothers 

The arts,”—and he doesn’t err much. 
So this show (which holds many a cartful) 
May thus queer the “ Craft"-y and “ Art "-ful, 
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M. BISMARCK AND HIS FRIENDS. 

He, he! I can't help laughing at Bismarck making these towns 
pay duty. I used to like to be in Hamburg because it was cheap, 
| You had plenty of food in it. All fat, and veal cutlets, and that. 
“Still, it was cheap, It was nasty, but cheap. Now they have to pay 
duty for everything. And they say these Germans are so smart. 
| He, he! Why, the Emperor's going to come round and say, “ Ham- 

burg, Bremen, and the rest of you, you're all going to be taxed.” 
And what do the people then do? Why, they're actually going to 
have illuminations, and bands playing, and all the rest of it. It 
/amounts to this: Supposing in England the income-tax was raised 
| threepence in the pound we immediately started to illuminate like 
|on a Jubilee day | 

I always bated Germans, | hate those German clerks in the city 
| who live, and ure 80 respectable, on i pound week, They walk 
jalong Lombard Street with a goose-step walk. They live on cakes 
| and coffee. All these cake and coffee shops in the city are patronized 
| by Germans. Bath buns and pints of coffee are swelling, filling, and 
‘cheap things. That's why the Germans like them. That's why | 
hate the Germans. And if you go into any suburban neighbourhood, 
why, half the semi-detached villas belong to Germans. There they 
| sit playing their Schumanns and Schuberts and what not. Who put 
| up at the best places on the river? why, the Germans. Then they sit 
(on the lawns drinking hock and seltzer. I always did hate Germans, 
'and I hate ‘em all the more. And the Germans are going to get all 
the trade of West Africa. Arethey! I don’t think they are. I'd 
like to see them giving the King of Dahomey some of their cheek. 
| They wouldn't do it twice, I know; unless they had a particular 
fancy for having their heads cut off with blunt knives. He! he! 
The king would sentence ‘em to have it done with some of their own 
particular German-Sheftield blades. He! he! That would be a good 
business. I'd like to see a crew of ‘em washed for a fortnight with 
their own German soap they thrust into the English market, and 


|'rubbed down with their brand-new German towels, stiff with china 


DIOGENES TUBBS. 


[Our old friend Diogenes seems to be keeping closer to his tub than usual this 


week. He's a bit too rough on the Germanus.—ED.) 









POLITICAL HosiBRBY—The Gladstone collar and the Goschen stock. 








HOTCH POTCH. 


“ WHAT is the silver(,) current now in London?” inquired a young 
American lady of a friend who had just returned from England, and 
with whom she had been conversing respecting numismatics. ‘ Well, 
I believe the Thames used to be,” he replied, “ but it’s very far from 
being a silver current now. In fact, I don’t know of one in London 
at all,” 





CHARLES CARVER has received three months hard for praying te 
and preying upon the inhabitants of Denmark Hill. He told them 
that “ he who gave to the poor lent to the Lord,” but presumably the 
Denmark Hillians did not care for the security, for they gave him in 
charge. 


SOME young roughs think it a fine thing to assault the police, but 
if they are brought up at Worship Street for this offence they will 
discover that it is not a fine thing, for Mr. Montagu Williams has decided 
to punish it in future with imprisonment, without the option of a fine. 


Spifiins.—‘ The French appear to be very bitter against the Italians, 
don't you think?” 

Spoffins.—“ Well, yes. No doubt the success of their little colonizing 
>. 


game has soured them—Massowah'ed them, don’t you see ! 
| But Spoffins had fled. 


THE Metropolitan Board of Works has ordered a “ concise ” history 
of the work of the Board to be written. How would “Jobbery, 
sribery and Corruption” do? 


YouNG Simple, who married into apartments a few months ago, has 


irrived at the conclusion that it is far easier to get married than it is | 


to get furniture, 





Post-Cardiac, 
A FARTHING post-card we are promised soon, 
Friend Gladstone should consider this a “ star ’’-thing. 
Why, recently, if one had named this boon, 
Men would have answered, “ Rubbish! ’tis a far-thing! ” 
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Leguminous Love. 


[“ Love,” writes a vegetarian in a daily paper, “should be the primary attribute 
of the ideal man. Docility and gentleness are the outward and visible signs of a 
loving nature, and a diet of ripe fruit, grains, and nuts will harmonize better with 

such a disposition than one of which slaughtered carcasses form the basis.” ] 
VEGETABIANS cry, “ Oh, deliver us 
From lovers who chance to belong 
To the tribe that is known as carnivorous— 
You know all flesh-eating is wrong ! 
All gentleness, calmness, docility, 
Young lovers at all times should show ; 
But these virtues, nay, not e’en civility, 
No vulgar flesh-chewer can know ! 
So, youths and young ladies, for both of your sakes, 
Avoid ye loin chops, mutton cutlets, and steaks ! 


Lovers all should, it seems, be leguminous, 
And feed upon nuts, grain, and fruit— 
Then they might with sweet vows be voluminous, 
Whereas meat might, mayhap, make them mute. 
Apples, beans, and potatoes and hominy, 
Turnips, pears, prunes, and brocoli sprouts, 
Will save many young hearts from ignominy, 
And relieve green-eyed jealousy’s doubts ; 
So, lovers, observe what this sage doth appoint, 
And don’t sink so low as a “ cut off the joint.” 


A nicely grilled steak or a chop or two 
May cause quarrels with her you hold dear, 
While pork, with of gravy a drop or two, 
Will assuredly make you severe. 
So (according to these vegetarians) 
All young couples who'd fain be precise 
Must consider meat-eaters barbarians ; 
Married folks, too, must heed this advice. 
All Jadies should, therefore, combine, you'll agree. 
And cry, “ Lips that touch flesh-meat shall never kiss me /”’ 








New Leaves. 

THE readers of Scribner's have a wide range of subjects to interest 
them this month—from “The Peoples of Egypt” to “ Problems in 
American Politics,” from “The Railroad in its Business Relations”’ 
to “ Behind the Scenes at an Opera House,” and an abundant crop of 
fine illustrations.—T7he Eng/ish Illustrated presents the usual attrac- 
tions to its admirers.—In Longman's “ Orthodox” comes to an end, 
and so does the volume.—There is a fine portrait of Mr. Horace 
Davenport, the famous swimmer, in The Magazine of Sport.—The 
Nursing Record seems to be a serviceable journal for that specially 
useful and admirable class—the nurses. The October number of 
Illustrations begins a new volume of that highly interesting paper. 
On looking over the volume just completed, praiseworthy as it is in 
most respects, we regret having to think that, excellent as many of 
them are, in other instances the “ Illustrations might be better done. 
—The Religious Tract Society's serials are all full of excellent 
material. Their Present Day Tracts series are always well written, 
argumentative, if not always convincing, and instructive.—The three 
portraits in Men and Women of the Day are the Marchioness of 
Granby, Mr. Sims Reeves, and Sir Daniel Gooch ; but, splendid as these 
portraits are, we fancy some of the “nature” is lost through the 
excessive stippling that is so apparent. 


ALL who take an interest in our good old friend Ally Sloper should 
be at the “ Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, at 12 o'clock to-day (Tuesday) 
to see Mr. Ross Fraser the pedestrian start off for astroll to Edinburgh, 
attired in the costume of the F.O.M. 





NOTICE.—Ready October 18th. 


HOOD’'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1889, 


Which will Excel all Previous Editions. 


It will contain Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse by 

GEORGE R. Sims, GEORGE MANVILLE FENN, J. F. SULUIVAN, PACL MERITT, 
GODFREY TURNER, H. CHANCE NEWTON, DEWAR WILLOCK, JOHN NORTHCOOTT, 
J.W. HOUGHTON, CHARLES 8S. CHELTNAM, GEORGE DALZIEL, ARTHUR T. Pask, 
H. M. PAULL, LAUNCE LEE, PERCY REEVE, KATE BURTON, AUTHOR OF — Mi 
NEIGH BOUR NELLIE,” CHARLES J. DUNPHIE, BYRON WEBBHR, H. T. JOHNSON, 
OLO. GRAVES, SAMUEL REID, FRANK CLEMENT, LEOPOLD TURNER, W. SPEAK- 
MAN, RICHARD HENRY, and CHARLES G. LELAND (Hans Breitmann). 


The whole fully Justrated by 
GORDON THoMsoN, J. F. SULLIVAN, BERNARD PARTRIDGE, MAURICE GREIF 





PENHAGEN. J. W. HOUGHTON, LUCIEN DaVIS, H. P. DOLLMAN, H. TUCK, MA rT 
STRETCH, ERNEST GRISET, ALFRED GRAY, G. GATCOMBE, THOMAS DALZIBL, 
PHIL EBBUTT, HaL LUDLOW, E. G. REYNOLDS, and LESLIE WILLSON, 


























ENCOURAGING. 
Mr. Plush.—* Was you aware, Mr. Ribbings, that the new Lord 


»” 


Mayor as is to be was at one time one of hus? 
Mr. Ribbings.—“ Whohever told you that, Mr. Plush?” 

Mr, Plush.— Why, | see in the papers that in hearly life he 
took up the Livery.” 
— ” = ~ Ss ——ae: 

“He cometh not, she said.” 
[Seaside lodging-house keepers complain that owing to the bad weather during 
the past summer, their apartments remained unlet.] 
Out from her window the lodging-house keeper 
Gazed mournfully over the dull cheerless sea, 
And, gazing, her heart sank yet deeper and deeper 
That never the ghost of a lodger had she, 


The card she hung up did its best at beguiling 
The holiday takers who came every year, 

To enter, but vain was its wheedling and wiling— 
Not one longed-for lodyer that villa drew near, 


And the landlady thought ofthe “gents” she expected, 
Of the harvest she looked for, but looked for in vain 
And every moment she grew more dejected, 
At sight of the lodging-house keeper's foe—rain ! 


She thought of the mutton that always had tempted 
Too strongly that mythical being—the cat, 

And sighed for a sight of the bottles that emptied 
Themselves (for she,“ couldn't a-bear beer and that.’ ) 


In her mind’s eye there came then a glorious vision 
Of jellies and jams, of custards and creams ; 

Bat the sideboard, all void, seemed to smile in derision 
As she heard the rain rushing outside in big streams. 


The German bands’ “ poom-la,” the niggers’ mild joking 
No longer she heard, for none came to hear, 

Since music, though sweet, when it brings one a soaking 
That's followed by colds and catarrhs, is too dear. 


So pity the lot of the lodging-house keeper, 
Who only a harvest reaps when the sun shines, 
She even must envy the young crossing-sweeper 
Who, while she is idle, fast pockets the coins. 
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Mr. Tallboys.—* WHO 18 THAT VERY PRETTY GIRL TALKING TO LADY GOSSIPER?” 


AN UNFORTUNATE REMARK. 


Miss Darklocks.—“ OH, SHE IS MY SISTER,” 


Mr, Tallboys,— INDEED ! 


| SHOULD NOT HAVE THOUGHT IT, 


YOU ARE NOT AT ALL LIKE HER.” 
(And then he wondered at her subsequent coolness. 











Waking Him Up. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


HORKOR on horror comes, and to the light 


Are slowly dragg'd thi plagrue-spots or the 
town, 

Which, hidden from the eyes of those that 
dwell 


In cosy, comfortable ignorance, 

Hard by where rank corruption fouls the air, 

Must make them learn how lamentably fat 

Civilization lies from righteousness, 

Vice, loathsome vice, yet blossoms in 
midst, 

Crime undetected follows in its wake ; 

And hideous Murder stalks ibroad-at night, 

Appalling by its vile deformity 


Oul 


the most hardened sinner’s callous 
heart. 
llow long shall we endure such infamies 
As needs must bringa burning flush of shame 
I'o every honest cheek! A growing sense 
Of wrong unheeded, and discarded right 
Extorts a cry unto the powers that be— 
‘Awake! nor longer let this canker-worm 
Prey on our lives and suck the nation’s blood. 
(‘leanse the Augean stable how you may, 
But cleansed it must be, till the festering 
sore 
Is heal'd, and miscreants are taught to know 
rhat punishment will surely pay for guilt 
Whilst Innocence is free to spread her wings !”’ 


K’en 


[He best WAx-WoRKs.—A Honey-comb. 


SHE was a novice in the art dramatic. At 
her first rehearsal it was painfully evident 
that the mantle of Mrs. Siddons had got lost 
somewhere in transit. So she was “ taken out 
of the part,” and then she went home in 
tears and a bansom, and said the manager 
had “taken her character away.” 


ONE of the latest inventions of Brother 
Jonathan’s fertile brain is an ice velocipede. 
To the familiar bicycle and tricycle we shall 
now have to add in winter-time, the—what 
shall we call it :—well say icicle. 





COURT (IRCULAR.—King Arthur and the 
Knights of the Round Table. 
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Cadbury’s 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 





BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


























“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. | 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OpERA ComIQuE.—Once more has the “Op, Com.” bobbed up 
serenely, and this time more serenely than it has done for a long time, 


ad 


THE ALHAMBRA.—A DANCING DUEL TO THE 
DEATH. 


for, accompanied by sweet things in 
the way of decorations, it has re- 
turned to one of its first loves. To 
speak by the c’rect card, comic opera 
| is again appropriately associated with the Opera Comique. This 
new venture is called Carina, and I had for some weeks kept secreted 
up my sleeve a mysterious and entirely new and original wheeze about 
the “ O’Carina,” but in consequence of FuN having to go to press so 
‘long ahead, some base Trojans and mere dramatic critics, forsooth, 
have appropriated my jeu-de-mot. And speaking of Jew-de-Mo’ 
reminds me that the composer of Carina is a daughter of Israel— 
Madame Julia Woolf, to wit, and that her opera proves that she, like 
so many of her ancient race, has the bump of melody largely deve- 
‘loped. In this regard, therefore, Carina is as right as rain, as they say, 
though why “rain,” and why “right” are questions that it were well 
not to enquire too curiously into at this present. The book of Carina 
is by that shrewd Old Theatrical Hand, E. 1. Blanchard, and by that 
clever and comparatively new ditto ditto, Mr. Cunningham Bridgman, 
and it is a relation by translation and adaptation (which rhymes are 
intended for your edification) of Guerre Ourerte, ou Ruse contre Ruse, 
a play which in 1786 achieved the longest run then on record. Early 
in this century the piece appeared in England as a comedy by the 
'good Mrs. Inchbald, entitled The Midnight Hour. But enough of 
lore, suffice it to say that the present version forms a really attractive 
| comic opera, splendidly shaped be Mr. Charles Harris, and admirably 
represented by the sweet-voiced Miss Camille D’Arville, those genuine 
drolls, Mr. E. D. Ward and Mr. Charles Collette, and by singers 
| Snazelle and Durward Lely. The last-named gentleman's obvious 
| moustache on the first night, however, would, I feel sure, have startled 
his presumable ancestor, Sir Peter the Painter. 





THE ALHAMBRA.—This bright and beautiful house has been made 
_ still brighter this week by the happy return of the lately-indisposed 
_Signorina Bessone, who is certainly of the finest pirouettistes, in toe- 
| toe, now before the public. The charming classical ballet Antiope 
can, therefore, once more boast its original cast ; and Mdlle. Lorenzi, 
who has been doing the 
bounding Bessone’s duties 
the while, is enabled again 
to represent her own cha- 
racter in the Alhambra’s 
latest ballet, the ingenious 
Ideala. The variety show 
here just: now is of the most 
varied order, and includes 
the merry and melodious 
Minnie Mario (who is neither 
a Minnie-ature nor a Mario- 
nette), Mr. Herbert Camp- 
bell, the agile Jean Over- 
gaard troupe of Danes, who 
make their (Den)mark, and 
the “Beautiful Geraldine,” 
the lithe-limbed, long-haired, 
lovely lady, who seems to 
prefer to live in mid-air 
rather than on terra-firma, 
The music here just now is 
in the best Jacobite style. 





THE ALBHAMBRA.—THE BOUNDING 
BESSON E, 


THE Empriee.—This also bright and beautiful house is in full 


| swing just now, with a bill of fare which, seeing that its chief dish 
| is ballet, might be called a Bill of Fairy. Rose D'Amour and Dilara 








—— 


continue to delight, as danced by P. D.s Angelina Spotti (a new. 
comer), Bettina de Sortis, and the Aerial A°nea, who isa very Zi-neg 
approach to a bird in her method of locomotion. The variety company 
here, at the time of writing, isin many respects as strong as any similar 
company in London, if not more so; and the said company contri. 
bute many more-ceauz of a merry character. 


THE RoyAL.—Nestor and Suite lately honoured this hall with their | 
presence, and sampled a right good show. Here they founda Meeting 
of the Emperors—proceeding in a much more sensible and serviceable 
strain than usually obtains at such imperial interviews. Perhaps this 
was because the emperors alluded to were the “ Four Emperors of 
Music,” who played on all sorts of musical instruments, also on 
instruments that are not musical of themselves—the Common or 
Household Funnels, for instance. Other principal providers of 
amusement here are the Martinettis, with their side-splitting and 
perennial mute sketch, A Terrible Night, G. W. Hunter, G. H. 
Macdermott, little Miss Katie Seymour, who dances delightfully, the 
Sisters Leamar (one of whom, you know, was given in marriage to a | 
first-class lord who keeps his carriage), Miss “ Billie” Barlow (who, | 
happily, is always ready to Bar-“low” business), and Miss Sara 
Beryl, so long known as a clever souwbrette. The last-named little lady | 
sang a couple of arch ballads very sweetly ; but I was sorry to find | 
that, on the 
occasion of 
Nest r and 
Suite’s visit, 
these songs 
sadly inter- 
fered with 
the babble 
of some pri- 
vate-boxers- 








THE Sa- 
voy. — The 
house of 
Savoy ’snew 
opera — not 
“comic” 
opera, mind 
you, not “le- 
gendary,” 
not “ super- 
natural,,’’ 
even, but 
merely 
“opera’— 
was to have 
been Nes- 
torially and 
pictorially 
treated 
herein this 
week, but 
cires. over which N. has no control, cause him to hold over the; 
deathless prose-poems and pictures which he had pondered for this | 
theme. Meanwhile, “keep it dark,” or, as one of the characters in| 
The Yeomen of the Guard (for that is the title of the Savoyard opera) | 
might say or sing :—“ K. D., K. D—Misery me! Later you'll see!” | 


—and so on. 
————— | 





THE ALHAMBRA.—MDLLES. COSSIO AND CORMANI.—A- 
MAZONIC AMOUR. 


| 
' 
| 


Nops AND WINKS.—Two new front pieces have popped up at the 
Avenue and the Gaiety respectively. The name of the first is (wits, | 
and its chief merit is its music by Crook—which is anything but 
Crooked. The name of number two is The Spotted Lion. It was 
announced as by W. Sapte, Jun., but in consequence of the male members | 
of the company being so exceedingly “fluffy” in the words, that, 
promising young playwright has incontinently disowned the piece.— | 
As to the prologue of She at the Gaiety, Miss Eyre has somewhat. 
Eyreily and late in the day said that she is “ going to do without it.” 
Miss Eyre takes her first benefit here on the 20th.—Faust and 
Marguerite Up to Date (burlesque by Sims and Pettitt) Sims likely 
to be produced at the Gaiety on the 27th instant, there or there- 
abouts.—To-morrow (Thursday) is the annual benefit at the Vaudeville 
of Mr. Sydney Alport. You will find plenty of ‘All-porters willing | 
to welcome your arrival, and when you get inside you will find an | 
excellent bill—The Dean's Daughter will (barring postponements) | 
have been produced at the St. James’s ere these lines confront your 
respected optics.— Blackmail (no connection with the Board of Works, ; 
[ believe) will be matinéed at the “Cri.” this (Wednesday) after- 
noon ; and in the evening the “Jodrell” (late the Novelty) will ope? 
with the Russian Opera Co. in The Demon. NESTOR. 
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A MISS-CALCULATION. 














KNICKNACKS, 


Breakfast Table. He (reading newspaper ).—“ 1 see that the Hon. | 
H. L. Bourke is doing his best to obstruct the River Mole.” 

She.—“ Dear me! How strange! I never knew there was a river 
mole—I always thought it was a land animal. I suppose he’s setting 
traps for them.” 


THE Emperor William has banished the French word menu from 
his dinner-table, and substituted “ speisekart” in its place. And, be- 
tween me’n you,a very good substitution too. If we continue to 
allow them to make “ biftec”’ out of our national food, and “ bittaire” 
of our national drink, they will wind up by making a “ hash”’ of our 
language altogether. 





Interfering Neighbour.—‘“ Good morning, Mr. Jones. Is it true, as 
I've just been told, that you are going to be married?” 
Mr. Jones.—“ lf you take my advice, sir, you'll learn the nineteen | 
etters.” 
Interfering Neighbour.—“ Nineteen letters? What are they?” 
Mr, Jones —“MIND YOUR OWN BUSINESS.” 





| €r—er—love of music, and—er—all that, you nevah learnt to play—er.” 








OVERHEARD AT THE PROM. 
First Youthful Swell.—“I wondah, deah boy, that with youah— 


Second Youthful Swell (reproachfully).—* Oh, Chawlie! With 
my delicate ear, how could you suggest such athing? Think of the 
agonies I should suffer while practising.” 


ought to be, for shipbuilders always commence at the keel, and, 
though no doubt the students will have to + in the hall at Kiel, 


THE Germans have started a naval academy at Kiel. This is as it 
yet we trust that they will not be keel-hawle 


| 
Overheard at the Royal Aquarium, after the gorgeous ceremony of | 
opening the Sloper Exhibition.—“ Fancy having two trumpeters! I 


always thought Ally Sloper was quite capable of blowing his own 


trumpet ! ” | 





tree 


A SHORT time ago a large party of hot-headed Bolivians celebrated 
the opening of a new railway line by a banquet on the platform of 
one of the termini. Champagne flowed, political feelings grew warm ; 
voices were raised, personalities indulged in, knives were handled, and 
in another five minutes the place would have been deluged with 
blood. Fortunately the contractor was a square-headed Englishman, 
and running across to where the engines were standing, he ordered 
them both to blow their steam whistle until further orders. The 
shrill sounds echoed and re-echoed from the roof of the station, and, 
with their hands to their ears, the y broke up in admired disorder, 
all idea of bloodshed having vanished for the time, 


THE following has been suggested as a good method of obtaining a 
night’s lodging. We have not tried it ourselves, but beg to offer it to 
the consideration of some enterprising amateur casual. When you 


_ have fixed on the place where you wish to pass the night, seek the 


proprietor, and, after asking if you can sleep there, inquire the 


| meaning of bissextile. The odds are that his reply is Leap Year— 
| sleep here. 


THE late Nawab of Oudh has left 209 widows or begums, who have 
all been pensioned with sums varying from 200 rupees per month. 
Oudh have thought it? By gum, it makes a fellow feel roupy to 
think about it. 


Porter at Station on L. B. & 8S. C. Ry., about ten miles from 


| London.—* The 11.33 has been altered this month, sir, to 11.24.” 


lst Passenger.— What a thundering nuisance ! what on earth did 


| they want to do that for?” 


2nd Passenger.—* Oh, that’s easily explained, old man. gtk agg, 
about time that we petitioned the Company for another train, a 
they've done this to be able to say that they’ve already put one on. 
It's an old trick on this line.” 


A STATUE has been erected to the late Mr. Forster in Forster 
Square, Bradford. As Mr. Forster was a man who always acted on 
the square, even his enemies have been /forster acknowledge this, a 
better site could not have been chosen, 
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The Foreign-English Press, 
(A CAROL IN CONFIDENCE.) 


the St. James's.] 
O rg who believe English papers 
Are shapers 
Of all that’s “quite English, you know,” 
Give heed to this rumour that lately 
Is greatly 
Discussed wheresoever you go. 
There are one or two eventide papers 
Whose capers 
Are startling in various ways ; 
» First, the Pall Mali Gazette favours Russian 
Discussion— 
Now, Germany buys the St. J.’s. 


At least, so declares that famed fumer, 
Miss Rumour 
(Whose love for all scandal’s well known), 
That, finding Old Bruin with cunning 
Was running 
An English gazette of his own—' 
| German leaders who saw in a journal 
Internal 
Dissension (a thing that ne’er pays), 
Instructed an agent to try it, 
And buy it. 
And thus it acquired the St. J.'s. 


ora | 





This foreign acquiring of papers, 
As shapers 
O’ the foreign acquirers’ own view 
Needn’t cause in our own little nation 
Vexation— 
If she to herself keep but true ; 
Let us hope, though, that all the Great Powers 
With showers 
Of money won't follow these whims, 
And buy all the papers in Britain, 
Quite smitten— 
As Germany was with St. Jim’s. 


For, encouraged by all these relations, 
Some nations 
(Having bought all our papers but ONE) 
Might come and display with much pleasure 


nehurned 








cognized and suppo 





So-fia so good. 


Sor1aAa—Bulgaria’s an shortly to be blessed with a national theatre, re- 
by the State. The drama will flourish there like a | 

green baize tree for some time, at all events; not an indefinite time either, but a | 
— period. A good opening bill would be Sofia, preceded by the (Bulg)Area | 
elle. 


Good Old Joe. 
(To the Tune of “ Poor Old Joe.) 


GONE are the days when my voice rose strong and true ; 
Gone are the friends and the comrades that I knew: 
Gone like a dream, as I might have known they'd go, 
I hear their mocking voices calling, “ Tory Joe!” 
CHORUS, 
I'm weary, I’m weary, and my hopes are falling low ; 
I hear sweet Jesse Collings calling, “Good Old Joe!” 


Why do I weep for the failure of my plan? 

Why do I sigh? For I'm now a gentleman ! 

Yet how I grieve for the fame of long ago, 

When I used to hear the people calling, “ Grand Old Joe!” 


CHORUS. 
I'm fallen, I’m fallen, I have sunk so very low; 
I love to hear the fam'ly shouting, “ Good Old Joe!” 


Where are the cheers that erewhile rose frank and free ? 
Where are the Rads, they who bowed the head to me? 
I cannot speak to an unpacked crowd, I know, 
Without I hear them madly calling, “ Turncoat Joe!" 
CHORUS. 
I'm extinguished, I’m extinguished, I have gone to smash, I know 
Although I hear my brother murmur, “Good Old Joe!” 


Vast treasure, 
All intent upon buying up Fun!! 
But, reader, don’t tremble, don’t worry, 
Or flurry, 
Your Old Pal will not from you run ; 
In spite of big money temptations 
From nations, 
Great Britain can count on her FUN. 





New Leaves. 
“For Pen and Pencil Jottings,” with illustrations by Humphrey 
J. Dingley (David Bryce and Son, Glasgow). This is an old-fashioned 
album sort of book, with views of celebrated watering-places, many 


| of them very nicely done.—“ Following the Drum,” verses selected 


and illustrated by R. Sinkin (W. H. Allen and Co.). Some of the 
illustrations are in colours, some in monochrome, some are very 
spirited, and all are more or less clever, and are very correct. The 
artist should be rising, not Sinkin.—“ The Co-operative Traveller 
Abroad,” by Edward Owen Greening (Arthur Standing). All per- 


| 8ons in any way interested in co-operative movements should make 





themselves intimately acquainted with the contents of this masterly 
work, ‘“ The Co. Traveller Abroad” is quite at home with his subject, 


_ and the book should meet with wide appreciation. 


Mr. J. B. Howe, the well-known character-actor, has come out in 
yet another ré/e—that of author, to wit. He has, in point of fact, 
burst forth as his own biographer, and has given in a shilling book 4 
highly-interesting and right merry account of his adventures in 
parts of the globe, civilized and savage, together with his views 0D 
the stages of those regions. Considering how much ‘“‘study” this 
= “T to go in for weekly, one naturally asks “ (J. B.) Howe does he 

0 it all?” 





It seems that there is a great strike of cigar makers in Havana. 
What do cigar makers strike—a light? And how—only on the box? 


. » »« Taking example from Russia, who is said to“run” the 
Pail Mali Gazetie,Germany lately instructed an agent to buy up 









- 

















HL 


the 
, up 


ey 
ed 


ny 


he 
ry 
he 
er 
aT 
ke 
ot, 


in 
st, 


sl] } 


is 
he 

















OCTOBER 17, 1888. 







































































THIS aeronautical craze 
Is driving some people quite stark— 
And Balloon-atics now, in odd ways, 
All (para)shoot straight at this mark. 
Their antics but set saner persons a-grinning 
For if they gain aught, it is but a Bald-winning ! 


THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER ON THE ARMADA. 

M. Le Fun,—I have read, of course, your “ Vestvard Hoe!” by 
your great gun, or razzare Canon Kingsley, also have I been to your 
Plymouf Ho! but Jollidogue declare I have not celebrate ze great 





| Tercentenary of ze Armada if I have not been to your Lane of Drury, 


vare ze Augustan and Elizabetan eras co-exist, according to ze Hra 
of to-day. Ven ve arrive at ze office vare zey box, Jollidogue tell me 
to prepare to go backvards ovare tree centuries of history. Ma foi! 
vile I regard him I run against two of ze centuries outside vit zeir 
bayonets fixed. 
people in ze boxes—c’est a dire, I am all ze evening in tiers—at ze 


‘von moment of laughter at ze drole Jenkings, at ze ozzare of sorrow | 
for ze sufferings of ze charmeeng Sybil Tilney, whose troubles alone | 


vould fill your paper—make it, in fact, an Emery paper. Sare, I vill 
tell you ze story, not a vord of vich is a story. 


Ze charmeeng Engleese Miss Sybil is ze daughter of ayeoman—she | 
Vile he has gone to | 


is in love vit a yeo-ho-man also—he is a sailor. ' 
follow Drake an unintelligent foreigner is vat you say espoons on his 
duck, and, enfin, he vat you call abducks her. Just as Vyvyan Foster 
returns home to love and pleasure his young vomans is carried avay 
to pitiless (S)pain by ze haughty, also naughty Don. Bientét she 
find herself in Cadiz, vare alzo ze cad iz. Vraiment, he keep her under 
lock and key ; maintenant, also undare ze key of ze Don, she is no 
donkey, and ven she hear outside ze song of her lover who has follow 


her from England, she call out “Hi!” She catch his ear—ver soon 


he is zare. He go fetch his crew, and she screw up her courage. Ze 
Don return, also ze officers of ze Wholly Inky-sition. Vyvyan do not 


| return—he has not time; he is off home to publish especial edition of 


ze Echo zat ze Armada is in sail—zarefore ze Armada is sold, for Sir 
Drake, ven he has got over his bowls, bowls over ze 1 am 
Vyvyan, who has proved to la reine Bess zat he is von of 


are about to make zings awful hot for Sybil. 
fight vich I call ze Battle of ze (Leonard) Boyne. 


| 





Sare, also I seat myselve in ze stalls, I am like ze | 





er Bess | 
subjects, leaves again his native strand vit ze fleet, assists in knocking | 
zeir admirals into zeir cocked hats, and returns to Cadiz just as zey | 
Zen zare is a lovally | 
Vyvyan sticks ze | 


THE LATEST PLEASURE OF THE STREETS. 


And this pastime now rife in the streets, 
Has its drawbacks for sensible “ peds,”’ 
For oftentimes those whom one meets 
Have parachutes fall on their heads. 
Now, bits of balloon, and balloonatics’ portions, 


Dropping down on one thus, cause most painful contortions. | 











Don, who sticks at nozzink, and zey all return home to take part in ze 
Royal procession, and devote ze remainder of zeir lives to ze question 
vezzare marriage is a failure. 

Ma foi! I learn at Drury Lane how it vas zat your Drake and Co. 


defeated ze Armada—zey choke zem vit smoke, and, vraiment, at | 


Drury Lane zey almost choke friends as vell as foes. Maintenant | 
tell my ole a Jollidogue zat at Old Drury young England can 
learn ze nob 

years ago. 








THE Monarchists in France have just organised a new society 
known as “The League of the Rose,” the avowed object of which is 
to work for the restoration of the Monarchy in their country. Now, 
a rose is something through which cold water may be poured upon a 


| plant, and we wonder whether this rose will, in the hands of the 


League, inadvertently perform that office for this ‘‘plant” of the 
Monarchists ! 





THE Portsmouth Board of Guardians have built a swimming bath 
for the use of pauper children, all of whom are to be taught to swim 
like little pauperses before they leave school. This is a step in the 
right direction. It will give the youngsters a chance in the hurly- 
burly of life. If they are not lucky enough to make a “splash” in 
the world, they will at least be able to “ keep their heads above water.” 





THE Salt Syndicate having effected the purchase of every ealt mine 
in the kingdom, we read that salt shares have “ jumped up ” consider- 
ably. This saltatory movement is, of course, a very natural one under 
the circumstances, but for our own part we trust the “corner” will 
prove a warm one for the speculators before they are out of it, 





KAISER WILHELM has given his wife the Order of the: Black 
Eagle ; he has also given his mother an order—for a back seat. 





e lesson written by zeir aunts’ sistares tree hundred | 
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“SHORT” PHRASES. 


FoR THE Use oF THE EMPLOYEES OF OUR METROPOLITAN WATER COMPANIES. 
“You'll be sorry for this by the time you get to the House of Lords.”—Genial remark by Water Company's Counsel to hapless consumer in recent case, 






—-- 





























For the Collector: “You dare to question this account, and we'll make you Lor the Clerk: “What, you low consumer, dispute our right to quadruple 
sit up your rates? You'll smart for this!” 


MM 
VL thd tp 
h/t ° 


F~ 











For the Counsel ; “ Look here, Mr. Consumer, if you venture to resist any imposition, object to any outrage, dispute our absolute and irresponsible power, or defend 
; ” ’ 
your rights in any blessed way—by Jove! sir, we'll ruin you!” 
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GUS LILA... wee. A bke de 
THE SPIRIT OF SCOTLAND YARD. 
JUSTICE.—* JUST AS USEFUL, AND INFINITELY CHEAPER.” 











[See Cartoon Verses, p. 172 
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IS MARRIAGE A FIASCO? 
(Continued from Last Century.) 


HE practical results 
of our Jate series of 
letters from the pub- 
lic on the question, 
“Tg Matrimony a 
Fiasco?” have been 
eo beneficial and far 
reaching, that we 
feel we have done a 
great and inestim- 
able good to hu- 
manity. 

We really forget 
the exact issue of the 
discussion—whether 
matrimony was de- 
cided to be a hope- 
less and miserable 
fiasco, or a brilliant 
and overpowering 
success ; but, allthe 
same, the effect has 

been to completely change and revolutionize the entire scheme of 

conduct of mankind. In fact, either matrimony has been definitively 
abolished, and the marriage service expunged from the prayer-book ; 








or a heavy imperial tax and crushing social ignominy have been im- 
posed on the celibate———here again we forget which. 

In view of the vast boon which the assorted correspondence we 
| published has proved, we now beg to throw open our columns—(for 
| the silly season only, mind !)—to a general discussion on everything. 
| The rules iare these: Anybody who feels inclined to send us any 
_kind of letter on any subject, written in any style at any length. 
Previous knowledge of, study of, or reflection upon, the subject chosen 
not insisted upon, Correspondents unwilling to impose upon them- 
selves the mental strain necessary to deciding on a subject before 
beginning the letter will be permitted to send in letters having no 
particular bearing on anything, 

Letters from “ Baby,” “ Young Girl,” and other responsible parties 
specially welcome. Any letter proving too long will, if necessary, be 
broken short off in the middle or elsewhere, theend of it being tacked 
on to some other letter which looks unreasonably short. 

The greatest practical benefits are anticipated from this .corre- 
spondence. 

We are already in receipt of the following letters, which we hasten 
to print, Let’s see—a heading, eh? Oh, try this :— 


To THE EDITOR OF FoN. DAR Str,—Feeling strongly as I do 
on the very important question, ‘Is the Equator a Failure?” I feel 
sure you will permit me to give you a few details of my want of ex- 
perience on the subject. I had a friend many years ago who, like 
myself, bad never had an opportunity of seeing the equator ; and he 
often used to give me his views—unoflicial views, certainly, but not 
the less uninteresting for that—on the subject. While deprecating 
the conduct of those who appear to have contracted an unreasoning 
aversion to the equator, and, on the other hand, holding aloof from 
the other extreme of 
fancying that, in the <en- ~G 


y) : ~~ 
absence of the equa- G ™ ; 

’ : EIN / vAN 
as en \ \ 
Cet & ] i 
° re i 

x é 
- 


tor, all milk would 






instantly turn sour, 
and flies be unable 
to walk upside down 
on ceilings,my friend 
held that an equator 
used with modera- 
tion, kept within 
bounds, headed off 
in the early spring 
before the first 
frosts, and never al- 
lowed to become fa- 
miliar, is a good and 
useful thing. 

At the same time, 
my friend would 
often confess that 
he never had been 
able rightly to un- 
derstand what the equator is, whether it is hard or soft, or amenable 
~ pr influence of the human eye; and 1 know as much about it as 

e did. 














Trusting that this letter may throw some light on the subject which 


is not under discussion, I am, yours, Kc. 
; , ONE WuHo DOESN’T Know. 


DEAR. SIR,—While ignoring the degraded remarks of “One Who 
Doesn’t Know” on the subject of the equator, I must write to you to 
say that milk-teeth do not always hurt when pushing their way 
through. 

Mother says captain's biscuits are too hard for me yet. Sissy is 
quite well, thank you. Hoping this letter will be valuable to you, 
and interesting to the ordinary newspaper reader, 

Believe me, yours lovingly, BABY. 


S1r,—I sit down to write to you, and feel sure you will at once 
decide that my letter is worth publishing. The commencement of a 
letter is always the most difficult part, don’t you think so? Some 
days one feels more in cue for writing letters than others (not other 
letters), and sits down to begin them—I do not mean the days—with 
more confidence of their being (I do not speak of the days being, of 
course ; I think I mean the letters or something) more successful 
than on others (other days) when they might be less so (not less 
days, you know). 

Is not this your experience as an editor? 

I therefore write this letter, as my views certainly differ in some 
ways from those of others (I do not mean other ways, at least I think 
not), and one ought to hear both sides of a question, so I feel sure 
you will in fairness print my letter. A question ought to be argued 
out on both sides, and then one is more in a position to judge better 
than one would be able to do if it were not done in that way ; is not | 
this your view? But I am forgetting my subject, which, by the way, | 
I had not decided upon when commencing this letter; and this alone | 
will convince you that my views are neither extreme nor violent. | 
However, I think earthquakes are a good subject if one really has to 
discuss something; and perhaps it is better to decide first about dis- | 
cussing something before one decides what to decide upon, as in that 
case one is led more gradually up to the other than in the other case, 
when, of course, it is otherwise, and less so than if it were not done 
in that way. What is your view of it? 

Trusting these facts may assist your beneficent efforts to reach a 
solution of the question, I remain, yours, Xc., 

A CLEAR VIEW OF THE CASE. 


DEAR Sr1R,—Or the connexion with earthquakes as such. This, of 
course, was not the argument alluded to, nor in any way definite ; 
beef being most nutritious food, Yours very truly, Ignoramus; I, 
however, venture to write a few words on the subject under discus- 
sion, One Who Has Not Studied The Question. Apologising for the 
length of this letter, dear Mr. Editor. 

(The above may perhaps appear somewhat entwined, but it’s all 
right ; it’s bits necessarily left over from various letters which would 
not fit in. It’s quite as absorbingly interesting as any other part of 
the correspondence, eh /—ED. FUN.) 


* * * * * * 


Remarks tremblingly reported to us by the single newsvendor who 
has continued to sell owr paper since the outbreak of owr Correspond- 
ence-on-Nothing-in-Particular Craze :— 

“Mary, catch that newspaper wretch and bring him up by the ear. 
. . Ah, here you are, you villain! What the d-v-l:ido you mean by 
it, sir? How dare you supply my breakfast-table with this rag, sir? 
Why, it never contains a blessed thing except this idiotic, trashy, end- 
less, everlasting, twaddling string of letters from the public about 
‘Is Matrimony a Fiasco?’ ‘Ought the Moon to be Made of Green 
Cheese?’ ‘Ought Uncles to be Abolished or Retained?’ Now, sir, I 
tell you what—I want a newspaper with news and interesting articles 
in it, and if you dare to bring me this thing again, I'll break your 
neck, sir—go!” 


we ” ad * * 





Impertinent remark by our Office Boy. 


.“ Lookee here, Mr. Editor, sir; I don’t want this paper to die out and 
me lose my berth, and if you don’t drop this idiotic letter business 
you'll have the brokers in next week. Why, we only sell seven copies 
now. What? ‘ Want to work it on the cheap, and them letters don't 
have to be paid for?’ Yah! If youdon’t know better than that, 
you'd better git out o’ that chair and let me edit the thing till it’s on 
its legs ag’in!”’ 








NORTHWICH, in Cheshire, must be a nice place for anyone who 
wants to “settle down” comfortably. Every assistance is given by 
the salt mines—the all-absorbing industry of the district—which are 
causing serious subsidences just now, playing old gooseberry with 
houses, swallowing up horses, and generally carrying on—or rather 
carrying off—so that everything seems subsiding except the excite- 
ment, Mora!—don't have salt-cellars under your house. 
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Foun takes an opportunity of answering a few queries. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


It will be seen that, from the handwriting of his correspondents, he has been 
enabled not to tell their character only, but to represent them “in their habit as they live.” 








Shy and Simple. 


AS I comes out by Thompson’s rick, 
And steps across the clover, 
If e’er a chap had heaved a brick 
He might have knocked me over. 
For all at wanst my glance saloots 
A wench without a hekle ; 
With eyes like maister’s Sunday boots, 
And shape like duff and treacle. 


I steps aside to let her by— 
She was a beauty, rayther ! 
Says she, “If you goes follerin’ I, 
Young man, I'll tell my feyther.” 
She spoke that cross, you might ha’ thought 
I'd been and gone and smacked her ; 
Says I, ‘I bean’t a-doing nought, 
And bears a high cha-rak-ter.”’ 


I turns, and swings my arms like fun, 
And then commences humming, 

To show I warn't the lad to run— 
Until I seed him coming. 

I'd took a dozen strides, mayhap, 
When she begins to holler, 

“Come with me, if you like, young chap, 
[ said you warn't to foller.” 




















We'd walked along about a mile, 
And then my cheeks turn yeller ; 
Says she, a-climbing on a stile, 
‘‘ There’s lots o’ room, young feller.”’ 
Describe my feelings, them as can, 
Beside that black-eyed Wenus— 
A hunpertected, lone young man, 
With but the stile between us. 


Her chestnut curls was blowing free,— 
She really looked bewitchin’ ; 

Says she, “ Don’t hitch so close to me ;’ 
Says I, “I ain’t a-hitchin’.” 

I shifts away—at least I tries, 
With that she starts a-squalling ; 


’ 


“I’m tumblin’ off, young man,” she | 


cries, 
“Oh, ketch me quick, I’m falling.” 


I had to squeeze her wanst or twice, 
I didn’t mind it neyther ; 

Says she, “If you intends a splice, 
You'll have to ax my feyther.” 

“ Dear heart!” says I, and kind o’ grins, 
“That notion’s rayther faddy ; 

I've got a wife at home, and twins 
Exac’ly like their daddy!” 


An Autumn Lament. 


I, SIGHING, said, “ Coid is the sky, 
And cheerless is the autumn air! ” 
My heart intent, by this, to try 
How sentiment would move my fair. 
It did not shock me to detect 
That I stirred not her soul’s repose, 
But yet, I own, I did expect 
She would do more than blow her nose, 


I know no Jady in the land 
More sweetly can perform that act— 
Give gentler motion to the hand, 
Show greater daintiness or tact ; 
But when one speaks in worship’d ears, 
One’s thought, like incense, upward goes, 
The answer out of tune appears 
That comes but from one’s idol’s nose. 





HOWBEIT astronomy is regarded as one of 
the loftiest studies that can occupy the human 
brain-pan, it is a curious fact that books on 
the Zola system are very much tabooed by the 
public institutions just now. 


A FALLING STAR.—Professor Baldwin. 
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Omnibus Conductor—‘ WILL ANY LADY RIDE INSIDE TO OBLIGE A GENTLEMAN?” 
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Terrible, if True. 


[A “sixpenny” (whose name we feel we are not worthy to pronounce, so we will 
call it the Stort) has just asserted that “ Liberal principles, of course, are bad.”] 


’T18 sad to find so many in this nation, 
Perversely blind unto the Good and True ; 
And those who most deserve stern condemnation, 
Are those benighted brutes, the Liberal crew. 
Tories, it seems, alone are worthy credit, 
While every Liberal is a cur or cad ; 
This must be so, for lo, the Stork has said it, 
“ All Liberal principles, of course, are bad.” 


’Tis true this “sixpenny"’ is often shady, 

Penned for Miss Tottie Sealskin to peruse ; 
Miss Tottie is, “of course,” a “ perfect lady,” 

Of manners blameless, and of righteous views. 
Its little jokes are of the “sultry ” order, 

The sort that makes the “swagger” masher glad ; 
Yet, still, it keeps within the Tory border, 

For “ Liberal principles, of course, are bad.” 


Tis true that Tories often muddle matters, 
And that to wisdom they are seldom prone ; 
’Tis true their leader varies oft, and chatters, 
And that their biggest “lights"’ have dulness shown, 
Tis certain that the members, who now rule us, 
Have wasted all the chances they have had ; 
But what of that? We let them still befool us, 
For “ Liberal principles, of course, are bad.” 


"Tis undeniable that every measure 
That ever helped the struggling and the weak— 








And all the liberties, which now we treasure, 

Have been the work of this vile Liberal clique. 
Tis true Conservatives have mostly battled 

Against these measures, as “so low” or mad; 
And that they vainly have ’gainst progress prattled, 

But, hush! the Stork says Liberal views are bad. 


This being thus, you, FUN, and all your readers, 
In every part of this terrestrial ball ; 

Of course, will of the Stork’s sage views be heeders, 
And humbly at the feet of Salisbury fall, 

The Tory creed is, doubtless, very trying, 
To Common Sense, nay, e’en it may be sad ; 

But, oh, remember, from what vice you're flying, 
Mind “ Liberal principles, of cowrse, are bad.” 











A SOBER citizen of London, having learned, with some dismay, that | 
the Lord Mayor-Elect has determined to exclude from his great show, 


on the 9th of November, anything in the shape of allegorical or circus 
displays, is most anxious to hear where the serious element is to 
come in. 


THERE are some people who are never satisfied with their lot in 
life, and whose only happiness apparently consists in self-depreciation. 

_ We know a man who has a beautiful house and grounds, and what do 
you think his greatest enjoyment is? 





down ” his own garden. Sad, isn't it? 





A CHATTERING MONKEY.—An harangue-outang. 


Why, continually “running 
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By GEORGE R. SIMS. 
SEE HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL For 1889, Prick OnE SHILLING, 


For 
THE ANNUAL ALSO CONTAINS HUMOROUS STORIES BY LEADING AUTHORS OF THE DAY, FULLY ILLUSTRATED BY THE BEST ARTISTS 


an Explanation of this Thrilling Situation. 








The 


SECOND - 
THIRD - 





ALL. 


SECOND EDITOR. 


ALL. 


THIRD EDITOR. 


“Crime” Cauldron. 


As BREWED BY CERTAIN PAPERS, 
(With sincere apologies to the Author of “ Macbeth.”) 
FIRST EDITOR. 


Vice seems not to be subdued— 
Vice and Crime are on the wind, 
Reports are here of crime—of crime ! 
Round about the cauldron go, 

In it slips of “ copy ”’ throw. 
Headlines of the largest size— 
Murderers’ letters—all “ faked ”’ lies, 
And other spicy bits we've got 

To simmer in our charméd pot. 
Bubble, bubble! Crime and trouble 
Make our circulation double. 


This will sell—make no mistake— 
For ’twill make our readers quake— 
Add, too, letters from a host 

Of people who in print will boast. 
Here are gory catalogues 

Touching murderer-tracking dogs. 
Tales of reeking knives and things, 
Which the “service” hourly brings. 
These served up with inquest—trouble 
Make our Crime-broth boil and bubble. 
Bubble, bubble! murder trouble, 
Makes our circulation double. 


Telegrams are coming,—hark ! 

Yes, more horrors dire and dark, 

Long reports of these we'll use, 

Working up all gory news. ,~ 

Post-mortem details, too, in “slips,’ 

Also funereal . 

Let us work all these up gaily, 

For our “ weekly ” or our ‘ daily.” 
* * 


| service with £100 a year, and owing about £60 he had borrowed 


| future before me. 














SECOND EpIToR. By the pricking of my thumbs 
More slaughter copy this way comes. 
Open locks for ali that shocks—— [ Left gloating. 








A CIVIL SERVICE CLERE. 


My nephew is a Civil Service clerk, and that young beggar has all 
his life lived in an atmosphere of sixty per cent. He went into the 
from his maiden aunts, and others. He said, “I've got a lovely 
If ever | want a pound, I can always borrow it 
from my relations, and the Civil Service is always such a good credit. 
You can always borrow from the money-lenders at forty instead of 
sixty, and isn’t that a good thing?” 

I should think he always thought it was a good thing. When that 
lad had nothing to do, and I should think that that was nearly 
always, he always passed his time in cooking chestnuts before the 
Somerset House fire and reading the Morning Post. But that was 
his most harmless amusement, the young idiot. He thought, because 
he had a good coat to wear, and an office stool to sit on from ten to 
four, that he was a valuable member of society. 

Member of society, indeed! Why, what on earth’s a Civil Service 
man but a sort of genteel toll-keeper—a newspaper reader that’s 
obliged to spell the long words out—an ignorant chuckle-headed 
imbecile? What, I say, is the good of supporting a man simply to stand 
with his back to the fire, and roast himself while he’s doing nothing ? 

I never read the estimates ; but what I should like to see is em cut 
down another £100,000, Civil Service, indeed! I would hand the whole 
thing over to the Post Office girls if I had my way. They would do 
the work, and be something worth looking at into the bargain ; that’s 
what I have always said, and say so still. The idea of anyone ever 
having the least sympathy for the fellows !—it’s simply disgusting. 
that’s what it is. The other day I stood outside Somerset House and 
watched the creatures going in. Upon my word, I should like to have 
put them all on at a job of stone-breaking, confound ‘em ! 

DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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A DAY’S SPORT IN WILTSHIRE. 
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The bird having a strong antipathy to 
was always fond of the noble sport o! 
alas, with no success. 


Justice and Her Ally. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


How little or how much 
Are we supposed to owe 
To the London police 
In keeping the peace - 
That's what we want to know. 


And does the gallant force 
Sufficient skill bestow 


WHAT IS LIME JUICE? 
The answer is that it should be THE JUICE of ithe LIMB 
FRUIT without admix:ure. 

In Montserrat alone is the Lime Tree cu'tivated for this 
purpose, and great care should be taken to vbtain Uns brand 
(as supphed to the Government), and not any of the numerous 
concociuions sold under the name of Lime Juice Cordials or 
prepared Liuwe Juice, &c. ASK FOR 


MONTSERRA 


(TRADE MARK) 


PURE LIME-FRUIT JUICE, 
AND TAEE NO OTHER 
it can be had everywhere, wn limperial Quarts and Pints, can 
Oe diuimicd and rweelened fo taste, and 15 sar stor many 
See mamro Sole gueces, AKAN 
son Arcar Cac fie 


oms 
aes 


rogwies, makes tracks, but Mr. C., who 
buttertiy hunting, tries the hat trick, but, 


In a fit of desperation he loads again, and all that Mr. C. bagged that day was a 
handful of feathers. 
[ The ert tinw Mr. Charle hould qo 


or a d tus sport, hu p ovided with the prove rhial pinch of salt.—ED. 


(Not receiving a screw) 
Just as usefully do? 
That's what we want to know. 


On hindering crime 
In the dark night-time? 
That’s what we want to know. 
The spirit of Scotland Yard 
May seem to live and grow; 
tut is it the best 
In which one could invest? 
That's what we want to know. 
Is Warren the right man there, 
Or would a dumb scarecrow 


Cadbury's 
0OC0a 


PURE AND 
IMITATIONS. 


Wuy is a retriever like a dead horse? 
Because he’ll go for what he will fetch, and 
he has a knack o’ (knacker) coming when 
he’s wanted. 





HIGH SociETY.—The Balloon Society. 
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Write as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer ‘or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 











SOLUBLE. 
BEWARE OF 
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Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BRANDAUER an‘ Co. § 
Pen Works, BIRMINGHAM: or to their Whoiesale 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London. E.C. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE SAVOY.—To judge by more 
than here and there a face and 
aspect round about, it seemed plain 
that many habitués and ardent 
Gilbertites present at the first per- 
formance of The Yeomen of the 
Guard; or, The Merryman and 
his Maid, were not without sus- 
picion that their favourite was 
“having a game with them.” Sur- 
prise, bewilderment, disappoint- 
meut even, were visible in several 
expressive countenances for a con- 
siderable time after the rising of 
the curtain. These feelings, may- 
be, were a good deal enhanced by 
the circumstance that there is a 
special seriousness of tone in the 
earlier portion of theopera. When, 
however, it became plain that Mr. 
Gilbert had, for the most part, cast 
aside his} paradoxical and topsey- 
turvey humour, and set himself 
to tell a straightforward operatic 
story of the ordinary type—so 
much of the ordinary type as to 

be, in its mainspring, identical with an operatic story already in 

existence—all was soon smiles and glad sympathy. 


OCIETY CLOWN,” 
] yr) ]f mn), 


THERE is something in the atmosphere of the Savoy, maybe, 
that attunes the mind to whimsical thought; anyway, there 
‘flashed to the gigantic intellect of the brilliant Nestor a curious 
“low if " that pleased him mightily with its quaintness, 
How if Mr. Gilbert, somewhat—influenced, shall we say /—by the 
constant warnings that he would find it impossible to stand on his 
head for ever, and that his style of thing was played out, had said 
within himself, or, perhaps, even whispered it to Sir Arthur, * Oh! 
they don't care for this sort of thing any longer, eh /—want some- 
| thing more in the regular style. Very well, we'll let them have it!” 
And he /as let them have it—a good old story, with numbers of the 
good old improbabilities and impossibilities—a story older than 
Maritana, messieurs the critics (though Maritana and The Yeomen 
being both operas, you are naturally drawn to make the comparison), 
It probably first appeared in the pages of ‘The Garden of Eden 
Family Novelette,” which Eve used to smuggle under the sofa pillow 
when Adam came home from work in the evening. But, no matter, 


but when it comes to the telling of the story, Mr. Gilbert cannot, 
luckily, be anything but himself. So it is told tersely, clearly, and 
‘with point, with touches of character and sly satire and lyrics, now 
rich with humour, now quaintly imitative of old-time styles, always 
neatly turned ; all this being, in so far as evidence goes, not within 
the possibilities of the ordinary librettist. The “chaff” of the Shake- 
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THE SA\VOY.—The Prisoner has escaped from the Tower !—a most un-Towered 
i . 
occurrence, 


| 


| spearian clown is very excellent fooling. The music which Sir Arthur 
has supplied is very likely the best he has done in connection with this 
series. I heard several people complaining—well, not exactly com- 








plaining—that there is nothing much you can “carry away ''—(per- 
haps because it carried them away instead)—but it seemed to me 
fully as tuneful as it was “solid” and full of -‘form.” There isa 
ballad. “Is life a boon?” (it might have been written by Waller) 
which has a charming melody in the old-world style. Then there are 


‘‘ Were I thy bride ;” the trio, “ To thy fraternal care ;’’ the glee quar. | 


tette, “Strange adventure ;” “Like a ghost;” the patter duet for 
Wilfrid and Point ; to say nothing of ‘‘ The merryman and his maid,” 
‘a singing farce’—all surely of the “catching” order, as well as 
clever and musicianly. It irks me to judge of music on one hearing, 
however, and my selection does not touch upon some very fine choral 


and orchestral work. 





THE Savoy corps has undergone some important changes. Mr. 
Courtice Pounds, for whom an apology was made on the score of a 
cold, and to whom an indulgent Courticey was therefore extended, 
has, in his first dress, something the aspect of asombre Jack of 
Hearts, nor does his second dress altogether dispel the illusion. He 
is probably incarcerated in the Tower for stealing tarts, in which case 
he proves himself incorrigible, stealing poor Jack Point’s “tart” at 
the last moment. Mr. Pounds smiles over-much, | think, but he is 
the most satisfactory tenor they have yet had at the Savoy, and has 
some little notion of acting. Mr. W.H. Denny is a clever comedian 
of some practice and ability, a well-known actor (whom some of the 
critics appear to have discovered for the first time in the policeman 
of Dandy Dick), and a decided acquisition to the Savoy band. For 
the rest they are as they are ever wont to be; Mr. Grossmith dry and 
quirky, Miss Jessie Bond arcli and piquant, Miss Brandram and Mr. 
Richard Temple solemn and sonorous, Miss Ulmar sympathetic an 
sweet-songed, the chorus good, the 
orchestra Al. Miss Rose Hervey —S 


does service in a part-song too deft Ti 
to be overlooked. The play is Jike oN 
to run. Vale. | 

THE ITALIAN EXHIBITION.— 


The “last weeks” of this home of 
varying interest and artistic beauty 
are announced, and I feel inclined 
to say a friendly word or two at 
parting. It is a long time since | 
took such pleasure in a thing of the 
kind, and the critic, though he has 
his canons (and lets them off with 
a sturdy bang,ever and anon), yet 
judges largely by his personal feel- 
ings. I have seen this show under — >>> 
the brilliant torrents of our ter- ~ 
rible summer, and also under the / 
blue skies of our early autumn, 
to say nothing of our now-coming 
evening mists and fozs, and have 
been alike pleased on all occasions, 
[ have seen the huge packing-cases 
of the earlier days expand and 
blossom into delightful art treasures; I have seen the little tickets 
attached to favourite works, bearing the legend, “A replica of this 
work has been sold to Lord Spinks, Mr. Jones, Miss Teafiter, the 
Hon, and Rev. Muflin-Crumpet, Esq.,” etc., etc., grow longer and 
longer; | have told the stall-keepers over and over again that their 
wares are outrageously dear; I've watched those queer buretti in thei! 
imitations of the human ballet-girl—near enouch to be extraordinarily 
clever, far enough off to be exceedingly funny ; I have applauded the 
Roman Emperor—-and who would not applaud such a Roman 
mperor?—and rejoiced in the salvation of the “Innocents” from 
smoky suffocation, andall the rest of it, with untiring interest. There be 
bands everywhere. and always, seemingly. The pictures and statues 
are endless—you never have done with them ; there's always anothe 
room in a corner somewhere. The art is rather mixed. it is true. The 
statuary, in particular, is largely in the “ Popular” style. and runs a 
good «deal to marvellously clever manipulations of textures, muslins. 
lace, woolly shawls, patched trousers, &c., and the realization of such 
things as tears, sly smiles, frowns, leers,etc , etc. ; but there is plenty 
of noble work amongst it. Then there is the wood-carving, an end- 
less source of interest—albeit, not all Italian work, I should say 
Altogether, with the many other points of attraction it possesses, it 
seems cruel of the days to draw in and curtail its life now it is so 
well into working order and seems so popular ; but there are whispers 
of a new lease of life next year, which, I hope. may come to pass, 
together with a decent summer to enjoy it in. Vira/ 





THE SAVoY.—The Assistant-Tor- 
mentor—ie, Second Low Comedian. 
(There; we don’t really mean it, but 
we must have our joke.) 


Nop AND WINK.—Mr. Barrington has opened his managerial 
career, and re-opened the St. James’s with The Dean’s Daughter. lt 
is said to have “struck oil” at once. NESTOR. 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 


TRAGEDIES AT THE EAST-END, 


SoME horrid murders have been done 
All in the slums of Whitechapél. 

The “ Bobbies ” up and down have run 
To find a clue, but sad to tell, 

The only link, a written scrawl 
Too early in the dawning day ; 

It was upon a dirty wall, 
Some busybody wiped away. 


Now Jack the Ripper, with his knife, 
Goes safely down the busy street, | 
Alert to take another life, 
Nor shirks a ‘ Bobbie” when they mec’. | 
We do not mean, nor would we say, 
That the police are aught to blame. 
A true and trusty band are they, 
As record of their deeds proclaim. 








lf possible to hunt him down, 
They'!1 catch him yet upon the wing. 
Tho’ some may sneer, and some may frewr. 
And talk of red tape blundering, 
“The Force” is no blind booby lot— 
They’re clever men, alert and “game,” 
And ill deserve a sneer or blot 
Upon their courage or their name, 


Tho’, doubtless, sometimes they may make. | 
In all their careful best laid schemes, 
A seeming blunder or mistake, | 

















Of what the wisest never dreams. 
But bear in mind, they are but men | 
(Since first created men have erred), 
One cannot do the work of ten, 
And they are ruled by Scotland Yard. 


A Cachinnatory Catalogue. 
(OR, AN A E IO U-SEFUL A-VOWEL.) 
[A German tage has lately set fortl reasons and instructions whereby the character 


of aman is to be predicated from the special vowel which predominates in bis 
l\ughter. Samples will be found below.] 


O YE who Jaugh, and chat and chaff, 
Take heed, I pray you, what you do: 
Yea, ye who smile in any style, 
Be careful, or your fate ye’ll rue. 
A langh, it seems, may furnish gleams 
Of character and turn of mind— 
A smile may show you high or low, 
Or cute or careless, cruel or kind. 
Heed vowel sounds in laughing, please, 
And for examp!es, pray take these : 


The letter A is good, they say, 
(That's if it hath the full “ah” sound) 
A Jaugh thus broad cannot defraud, 
ull of gay honesty ‘tis found, 
But laughs in E appears to be 
A sign of cold, phlegmatic ways, 
Most grim and glum are they, say some, 
Who laugh with Ks instead of As. 
Then cheer your sweetheart, ma and pa, 
3y laughing with the sound of “ Ah!” 


A laugh in I (though you'll descry 
That often hath the sound of “e” 
Hath childish tone, by which is shown 

(If you're full-grown) a foolish glee. 
In I we find a docile mind 
And indecision (saith our sage), 
And that, you know, as comme il faut 
Is not regarded on life's stage, 
So, therefore, ’tis not wise, you see, 
To laugh in I—with sound of E. 


The laugh in O would seem to show 
A dignified and proper tone ; 
A temper bold, not dull and cold, 
Is always by such laughter shown. 
But, oh, beware of all who dare 
To lauvh a Jaugh with sound of U! 


Dissatisfied Cabby (to Fare).—“ YAH ! 
THE COOK'S PLACE! ‘OPE IT’S FILLED HUP!” 


DID SHE DESERVE IT? 


I SUPPOSE YER COME ALL THIS WAY ARTER 


For that, it seems, betrays the schemes 
Of all the misanthropic crew. 

But there! a truce to vowel pretence ; 

Let laughs be consonant—with sense. 





CAUSES TOO CELEBRATED. | 


JONES has been to some more trials. I wonder how he manages to 
yet the time to go to ‘em, and how a good mavy other lunatics do the 
same. A parcel of nonsense, I say. What do people want to go to | 
trials for? Is the smell of goat’s hair wigs and bombazine so very | 
p'easant in foggy weather? If you think so [ don’t, | can tell you. | 
And what's there particularly to giggle about because a witness who 
gets into the box seems to be making a foolof himself?) The chances | 
are that he’s got just as many brains as the counsel who’s examining. | 
You may read, “laughter, in which his lordship joined.” Laughter, 
indeed! As if there was anything particularly droll about any of it. | 
| don’t suppose the poor beggars think so who've got to pay the costs. | 

And what's the pleasure in looking at an unfortunate juryman who 
has been lugged away from his business?) And the counsel, too, if a 
juryman asks aquestion, always refer to him as if he were a babbling 
idiot. It’s positively disgusting, the whole nonsense is. What plea- 
sure, too, can there be in reading three columns of newspaper report- 
ing? I can’t see any pleasure in it. Id as lief go to the British 
Museum and try to read the Cuneiform inscriptions, I’m hanged if I 
wouldn’t. I'd a great deal sooner read'a penny book of music hall 
songs. I know they would be rubbish as a matter of course, and 
would make up my mind toit. You expect to get sence ata trial, 
but you know very well you never do—that’s the beastly part of it. 

It seems to me nowadays that the only way people think they can | 
get justice is to lug a lot of swells into the witness box, and make a | 
raree show of the whole affair. J never read the Parnell r. Times | 
business, and I’m proud that I don't. J never read the Tichborne 
trial, and I'm proud that I never wasted my time in doing that, too. 
[t would be a great deal better, I'm sure, if all the courts were closed | 
to the public. The police courts are only clubs for thieves to meet | 
in, and the big law courts are only lounges for lunatics who haven't 
found out the best way to waste their time. A stop ought to be put 
to the whole business. I'd much sooner be tried by Californian gold- 
diggers than in a place where people go to drink sherry out of flasks, | 
and munch sandwiches. 





It’s all a disgrace to the country, that’s | 
what it is. We are getting quite as bad as the French over the water. | 
| wonder the photographers don’t ask the judges to let them sit on the 

bench beside them to take the portraits of the “ celebrities’ as they | 


turn up in the witness-box. Bah! DIOGENES TUBBs. 
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“ON THE CHEAP.” 


est Conservators, invited to shoot the public deer, butchered the animals. The 
roceedings against them (the Conservators). Mr. L. then writes :—“ Since the cost of the proceedings 
hould actually be paying my share of their costs as well as my own.” 


Mu. LINDLEY wrote to the papers to say that the friends of the Epping For 


OConservators thereupon suggested that Mr. L. should take p 
would not fall upon the Conservators, but would be paid out cf a public tax, I, as @ taxpayer, s 


What ingenuous babes Conservators are 





l Jndustrie who said, “1 do not want to pay tor want to do everything at other people's expense. lt 


Now, there was once a poor persecuted Cher } 
this shculd not be legal, and that I should be per-ecuted by this blue official !” 


avery hard that 
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Aud the friend and patron of his class lear] his plaint, and whi-; red, “My dear boy, perfectly lezal if you go the right way to work—see!”" And, waving lis 
wuceus, he transforme i that (Aevalicr into a Corporate Body. 
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his conduct, gets heavily fined, and so forth; and the ratepayer pays for the lot. There's a vast opening for Chevaliers d lvstrie in London 
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“WHEN DOCTORS DIFFER.” 


OPERATION 


SIR MORELL MACKENZIE PERFORMING 


A LITTLE 
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“SHOWING ’'EM SOME SPORT.” 

SPIRIT OF TRUE Sport. Dear, dear! Good gracious! Hold my 
-ides, for goodness rake, or I shall die o' Janghing! Here's a ridicu- 
lous sight! Here’sa 
mossoo in a green 
velvet coat, black vel- 
vet cap, kid breeches, 
and yellow leggings, 
carrying a vast brown 
bag covered with a 
crimson net and or- 
namented with bul- 
lion fringe, and a big 
horn, and two guns, 
ind a flag, and a 
jacket of telegraph 
forms! I say, Mossoo, 
what's the game? 

Mossoo. | go to the 
chase. 

SprrRiIT or T. §S. 
Chase? What chase? 

2 [ don’t see a living 
” thing in the country. 
Where are the ; a:tridges, or tLe | ares, or the rab- 

Mossoo. Ab, alas! but they are vanished before the prowess of my 
ancestors, 

Spikit OF T. 8. Well, then, where are the quails, the snipe, the 
finches | 

Mossoo. My faith, but we rejoice not in such great game. 

SPIRIT OF T. 8. What the deuce, then—frogs, perhaps! 

Morsoo. Ah, but a'as,no! It is tothe chase of the fly that I carry 
myself, I have news of a Jarge, magnificent bluebottle who sits on a 
wall two kilometres down the road, and I shall make a capture of 
him. I sball stalk him with care and finesse, 

SPIRIT OF T, 8. Good heavens, Mossoo, what pitiable sport! For 
Goodness sake come with me, that I may show you what sport—true 
British sport—really is. Tut! tut! <A bluebottle, indeed—why, how 
ean you torture a bluebottle? You couldn't tell it was suffering! 
What fun would there be? Come, let us take the nearest cut to 
Epping Forcst, and J/'ll show you a sight that will do you good— 
make a man of you. Ah, here we are; now observe, poor laughable 
Mossoo! There, do you see that gentleman with a blunderbuss!? 
He's a tine shot—a particular friend of the City of London itself! 
Isn't he noble? Listen to his pure sporting phraseology | 





* 7 , - * * 


FiRST FINE SHOT, AND FRIEND OF THE CITY OF LONDON. ‘Ere, 
Arry, come on, I say! ‘Kre’s a chance! We're to ‘ave some fine 


shootin’ for nothin’—all at the expense of the public, see! I've loaded 


this ‘ere blunderbuss with all manner o’ things up to the muzzle. 
Firet I put in a dollop o’ stones and slugs, then no end o’ powder—— 
SECOND F,8, AND I’.C.L. Why, that ain’t the way to load, is it? 
[ thought the wad bad to come atop o’ the slugs, and then the gun- 
powder atop o’ that! But I ain't sure. 
First I. 8. No more ain't I ; but what's the odds. Come on—'ere's 
& warm corner, where we shall be able to put the muzzles of our guns 
right agenst the deers’ 'eads, so that we carn’t miss, don't yer see? 
Hi! ’ere’s a deer—I'm a-goin’ to shoot. . . Bah! this ‘ere gun carn't 
it ennythink! You try now; he’s three feet orf. . . Brarvo! 
Blest if you ain't broke ‘is leg. Didn’t ’e wince tine. Look, ’e’s 
a-draggin’ the leg 
arter him and a-'op- 
pin’ on the huthers! 
This is wot I call 
sport—none o' yer 
tryin’ to ‘it carrier 
pigeons with brick- 
bats o’ Sunday morn- 
in’s round Worm- 
wood Scrubbs way ! 
Blest if I can ’it the 
thing. . . Oh, come, 
now I’ve got ‘im ina 
corner—that’s better. 
kre, I eay, don't 
leave me, ’Arry: ‘is 
eye looks narsty. Do 
you think 'e’ll bite. 
SECOND F, S, J 
dunno! I ain’t sure 
it wouldn't be better 
‘o git over this fence and shoot at ‘im fiom the other side. That's it. 
First F, 8, "Ooray! I've jolly well knocked ‘is heye out! . . There, 











| 
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I’ve broke ’is shoulder. 
between you an’ me. | 
SeconD F. S. No more don’t I—they might bust. Look ’ere, let's | 
go on with brickbats—'ere’s some ‘andy. Wouldn't it be a Jark if we | 
could ’nock ’is ’orns orf? Look hout! he’s a-goin’ to charge and 
torse hus! Murder! | 
First F. S. No, it’s all right; he was only a-writhin’. He carn’t 
it up, ’cos all ’is legs is broke. Let's go hup close and fire at ‘is back 
—that’ll tickle ‘im hup. I do like lettin’ ’em know—I ‘ate hanimals! | 

SeconD F.S. Sodo I. I say, do yer think it ’ud be safe to kick | 
‘im’? . . Ooh, lsay—elp! ’E’s a-gittin’ hup. Oh, I ray !—don't 
run away an’ leave me, ‘cos I ain't good at runnin’. Murder! ‘Elp! 

First F. 8. Don't yer think it’ud be safe to stop now? We're two 
mi'es orf from the [orest. 

SEconD F.S. No, no. Come on! ’E might be a-followin’ us to 
see where we live, so as to waylay us another day. Come on—we 
sharn’t be safe till we git to Guild ’All—that belongs to the City, and 
they'll protect us there. 


Sut I don’t think much o’ this ‘ere gun, | 





““O love me, my darling!” 

“OQ LOVE me, my darling!” with rapture he said, 

“With you my dull life will become one long pleasure! ” 
She replicd with a smile, “ There's a proverb I’ve read— 

‘Thos: who marry in haste may repent at their leisure.’ ” 
“ But this is not baste,” again p!eaded the youth, 

“TI have wooed you persistently more than a year ; 
Have | e’er given you reason for doubting my truth? 

O why to my pleadings thus turn a deaf ear? ” 


‘' There’s a reason, I own,” she replied to her swain, 
With a smile which assured him his wish he had won ; 
‘‘ Until we are marrie1 | know I am sane, 
But I must be Jeside myself when we are one!” | 
egy | 
THERE is something like good acting to te seen at the Globe 
Theatre just now; in fact, Mr. Lart has securei the services of such 
capital (L)artists that there is no chance of his Monk’s Loom being 


preferred to his “ company.” 








CUB PROSPECTS. 
The Squire.—* Good morning, Lady Di 8S’, oe you're off to the 
meet at Fouley Gorse. Does jour father tind the cubs plentiful 
enough /” 
M. FF. H.'s Daughter.—*“ I should think he does. I’ve five young 
brothers, don't you know !”’ 
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A Modern Martyr. 
[A member of the Salvation Army had 
a tooth taken out without inhaling gas, in 
| order to give the one-and-sixpence thus 
| saved to the Army funds.] 
WRITHING, moaning, 
Yelling, groaning, 
Martyr to the “ venomed stang,” 
Pain unceasing, 
And increasing, 
{an his “ tortured gums alang,” 





No relief, he 

Found with grief, he 
Got from hymns he used to shout, 
Ache past bearing, 

Almost swearing, 
| Off he rushed to have it out. 








| Dentist realy, 
| “Try gas,” said he; 
“Extra charge but one-and-six ; 
Feel no pain, sir? 
Come again, sir. 
| When you're in a sim’lar fix,” 
| 
| And the maddened 
Man’s heart gladdened 
| At the news, but soon, a’as, 
| He bethought him 
| What they’d taught him; 
| Now “twas Army versus gas, 
yee ORY 
Shouting “Glory!” Ont Ue 
Bravely bore he 
Martyr's pangs, and pa3zsed out 
thence, 
Bearing in his 


fa 


er 4) 
yt | 














Purse—not guineas— 
But the Army’s eighteen-pence. 


IT was recently reported that a MITHER!” 
man over one hundred years of age 
| had just taken part in a country MITHER!”’ 
cricket match. Surely there could 
be no person more appropriate than 
(a centenarian to fill the post of 
| long-stop. 
_— 








THE difficulty of finding any authority to settle a (lispute when 
doctors are the disputants is proverbial; but the Germans step in 
where angels fear to tread, and in the present great medical contro- 
versy they have “ decided,” and have, moreover, set in motion a very 
fine and large police force to carry out their decision by the time- 
honoured method of confiscation. 
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A SENSE OF COMPLETENESS. 


Mimi.—* | suppose, if the bloodhounds do catch the murderer, 
George, he’ll be put to the Ordeal by Fire to see if he’s guilty or not. 





ITS SCOTCH, YOU KNOW—QUITE SCOTCH! 
Mac Donald.—“ Y'8, YI8s, MON; AN’ WHILE I WA’ AWA’ I NEVER FORGOT THE POIR AULD 


Mac Pherson.—"Gi’ ME YER HOND, LADDIE. I LOVE A MON THAT THINKS OF HIS PUIR 


MacD.—* Ay! EVEERY MONTH I SINT THREE PON TEN TO MAIR PUIR AULD MITHER!” 

Mac P.—" GI’ ME YER HOND, MON, IT'S TO YER CREEDIT TO THINK OF YER POIR MITHER!”" 

Mac D,—“ Y18, EVEERY MONTH I[ SINT THREE PUN TEN TO MAIR PUIR AULD MITHER, AN’ 
TAULD HER TAE POOT THREE PUN AWA’ FAE ME, AN' TAE KEEP THE TEN FA® HERSEL'!” 


Reef-erences Required. 

'T1s said a golden reef extends 

From Wales to Wicklow, ‘neath the sea. 
If so, oh, what a find, my triends! 

How joyful should Hibernia be! 
No Wails from peasants e’er should now 

Keep Fortune's Wick-low, you'll allow ; 
Nay, by this reef, please bear in mind, 
The worst can now be reef-fiae ], 


Ho-mer-cy ! 
LApDY students of Homer this week were a ldressed 
At the Liverpool Royal Institution ; 
And the love they displayed for the bard they like bast, 
They vowed ne'er should know diminution, 
Sut many a husband denounces these roamers, 
Declaring all ladies should be “ stay-at-Homers.’ 





Wye and Wherefore. 

MR. I'uN's ad-wye-s to tourists in search of the picturesque is—Try 
the river Wye. How to get there? Well, nothing is simpler, To 
find out the way to the Wye, consalt your A BC. It would be Wyes 
to consider your exes before setting out. Xs always come before 


Ys. But Xs represent an unknown quantity, so Mr, FUN thinks the | 


least Z on this Z the better. 


Ir would seem that the difficult problem of Irish emigration is 
likely to be solved at last in favour of Burmah, for we noted with 


pleasure a recent telegram from Rangoon, which stated that “ the | 


prospects of the paddy crop are excellent,” 
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1. Swellerby had been for a Saturday to Monday trip 
in a great burry, bustles against him, knocking various private articles 
refuge in flight. 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpIiTor or “Fun,” 


Str,—Antumn mists begin to fall, and wrap us ina chilly pall: 
with back to fire we often stand, the cheery walnut is on hand; we 
wrap ourselves in wool and frieze, and show a taste fur cosy teas. 
Che Exhibitions ‘gin to close, and to the theatre one goes ; but what- 
e‘er pain or pleasure call, 1 do not like the thing at all. But still | 
must address you chaps upon the Jast of handicaps ; my services you 
must require before you touch the Cambridgeshire. 1’m just a little 
late maybe; but then I've taken pains, you see, and taking pain: 
(which is no crime) is tantamount to taking time. And though the 








race will almost start ere you can get the work of art | designate * the 
only tip,’ within your grasp, don’t let it slip. Read, mark, and learn, 


likewise admiic 


My Tip ABOUT THE CAMBBIDGESHIRE, 


Ou, youth is the season to win admiration, 
And age is the season to get pretty fly— 
A youth on my hands who's of good education, 
ls making me smile when | truly should sigh. 
He formulates views with alarming decision, 
On points which have puzzled the world from its birth. 
He is sure he is right, and he holds in derision, 
All other opinions all over the earth. 





2, On the way to the station, unknowingly to him, his bag opens.——3. On the platform, an old gent, 
ut of the bag, and says,“Cant you see where you're going ?”——4,. Swellerby takes 





For me his contempt he ne‘er thinks of disguising 
(In that he’s not wholly alone, it may be), 
And so it is not altogether surprising 
To find him get laying down horse-law to me. 
He tells me Tén¢breuse will take lots of beating, 
And Acme is not of a kind to despise ; 
‘ Mamia,” he says, does this Jambikin, bleating, 
‘‘ May have for us all quite a little surprise.” 


‘Then Trayles,” he simpers, ‘‘ may be worth the backing, 
lor boldness is frequently coupled with luck, 
And Sandal’s a certainty, nothing is lacking, 
So just put your foot in it if you've the pluck.” 
Confound the young jackanapes, Rive D'or displeases him ! 
Bismarck he says is an obstinate mule ! 
There's nothing whatever in Minting that eases him, 
And he won't, like myself, stand, to win, Gallinule ! 


And 80, whatever comes to pass, I’m bound to think that youth an 
ass! Ido not think he has much tin, beyond the sum he hopes to 
win, which, on the most elaborate of calculations, I may state, will 
scarcely serve to fill his store or keep him from the workhouse door ; 
and why a pauper, so to speak, should dare to have the “ gashly” 
cheek to go and talk like this to me is such as never Jdid see! How- 
ever, / won't make a fuss. I’m yours for aye, TROPHONIUS, 
—— | 
AN interesting lecture on Ancient and Modern Greece was delivered | 
on the 17th inst. at the “ Anchor,” in Cheapside, by Mr. J. Cyriax, the | 
friend and biographer of Wagner. With regard to Ancient Greece, 
the lecturer recalled to his audience that which is “ Greece but living 
(i1reece no more,” as the gentleman remarked of the bladder of Jard, and | 
throughout the whoie of his address, without roaming from the subject, 
portrayed the manners and customs of the min acd “maids of 
Athens.’ Mr. Cyriax evinced so thorough a know'edze of the Jecale 
of his lecture as to stamp him at once as an F.R.G S., 7.¢., Fellow of a 
teal Good Sort. Some magic-lantern illustrations of the Isles ot 
(ireece, where burning Sappho loved and chanted, helped a couple of 
hours to pleasantly slide. 














NOTICE--The Demand is Great, so Order Early. 


ie pe ; | 
Hood Ss Comic ANNUAL FOR 1889, | 
PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


Crammed full of Amusing Stories by leading Authors of the day, 
Lllustrated in the most Comic style by the best Artists. 
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“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C 























THE ADVENTURES OF OUR OWN PRIVATE DETECTIVE. 
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I set out, resolved to run to earth the I over.ear a suspicious looking individual make use of that strange expression, 


Having taken an affectionate farewell of 
demon who for so lone. &e., &c., &e, * Boss,” 


my wife, 
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Am about to fullow him, when I notice another and still more suspicious 
individual, 














And, after a brief stragyle, find I nave 
captured a disguised policeman. 


I go for the latter. 


N.B.—It was not until 1 had made the acquaintance of the mayzistrate at Bow Street tht Iwas allowed to go free again, 


KNICKNACKS. 

Mr, Nasty (after five minutes ineffectual bawling).—“ Lor bless my 
soul! How deaf youare! If it was anything I didn’t want you to 
hear, you'd hear it quickly enough.” 

Mrs. Nasty.—“ No, I shouldn't! And you've no right to say such 
a thing.” 





Jones.—* I wonder why a small tumbler of ale is called a pony.” 

Brown.—“1 should say because it’s a little gl-a:s.’ 

Smith.—“ Or rather because it’s a small loss (Corse) to the landlord 
if it isn’t paid for.” 





_—— 


A CONTEMPORARY states that boiling to death was a capital 
punishment in the reign of Henry VIII. It may have been thought 
s0 in those days, but he who would consider it a capital punishment 
now would, to say the least of it, be somewhat eccentric in his tastes, 


WHAT with bonds and wars, Turkey has for some time been an 
expense to us, and now the Sultan has run us into another £40,000. 
That is not quite correct, however, for it was the steamship Ville de 
Victoria that the Sultan ran into ; still, we have to pay for it. 


on the Great Northern Railway.” . 
Father (thinking of the banquet he attended the previous ev. ning ).— 
“A platelayer, my boy? Why, a waiter, of course.” 


THE horseflesh that a man was charged with stealing in the New 
Cut as beef the other day was certainly a Vew Cut of beef, and the 
man who bought it could har.ily bridle his indignation, and said he 
could not eat a bit. 


i 
| 
| 


A GROCER of the name of Hammond charged a man named Burton 
who had assaulted him because he (Hammond) was beating a boy wh 
had attempted to rob him of a Spanish onion. Mr. Partridge, th: 
magistrate, happenen to see the fracas; or, as he observed himself 
“ He took a bird's-eye view of it,” as a partridge naturally would, and 
he blamed the grocer for sending for a stick instead of a policeman. 
But the two articles are so frequently synonymous, that he ought 


| scarcely to be censured for this. Besides, it cannot be denied that he 


was overcome by the Burton, who, on this occasion, instead of being 
put into a “jug,” was allowed to run away. 


Mr. FINLAY, Q.C., M.P., says that the Irish policy pursued by the 
Gladstonians is demoralizing. That is all right, then; and if the 
G.O.M. and his brave little band of followers can demoralize the 
Tories, Traitors, and Turncoats by the next election, all will be well 
Or, in other words, it will make a good Fia(a)lay (finale), 


A BISHOP, speaking at a Y.M.C.A. meeting the other day, told his 
auditors that they ought to resolve never to speak of a man’s virtues 
before his face or his vices behind his back. This is all right in theory. 
but in practice it means that a man is never to enter into conversation, 


_ for the most interesting conversations are made up of praise and blame 
Son.—“ What is a platelayer, papa? Isee that one has been killed | 


PROFESSOR B, T. LOWNE has given it as his opinion that the reason 
why little boys are so frequently told that they must not ask questions 
is because grown-up people do not know how to answer them. The 
professor is not a-Lowne in this opinion. 

OVERHEARD IN WHITECHAPEL.—*“ Hallo, Sal! Leather Apron 
ain’t killed you, then “No, the reptile! Sure, an’ I wish he had !° 
“ What for!” “So that I might say him hung, the mane crater!” 
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EXTRACTS FROM ANOTHER DIARY, 


A LEAF from a Diary has just fallen into Mr, Fon’s possession. He does not dread being consigned by Prince Bismarck to the deepest 
dungeon beneath the castle moat for publishing the same, for the extracts do not appear to have any political significance. 


‘‘When Doctors Differ.” When doctors happily together pull 
. ‘ , (As hath been said of actors on the stage), fray, 
(SEE CARTOON. ) Their unanimity is wonderful ; And some most vigorously hitting back, 
‘Wuo shall decide when doctors disagree!” sut when a scientific war they wage, Making it just about as clear as day 
That question, which was asked long, long Maybe there is much cry and little wool, That, when he’s set down for a fool or quack, 
ago, Maybe they're only simulating rage, One doctor possibly may treat another 
Yet to the patient's friends, who suffer sadly, | As if he were a man but not a brother. 


Has never yet, as it appears to me, 
Been answered satisfact'rily, and so 
Perhaps it would not be amiss if we 





They seem to want an umpire very badly. . 
. een JOHN LUCAS, a waiter at one of the Sara- 
Should try tosolve it now ourselves; but,no! But, uncontrolled, each fights in his own toga hotels, recently died, and left a fortune 


T were rash to settle off-hand in these pages way, of 60,000 dollars. Another proof that every- 
A point that’s puzzled many bygone tages. Some choosing simply to ignore attack, thing comes to the man who waits 


The Latest Novelties for House-Furnishing. 2 ‘ 
WHANCASTER Cadbury's [ae ink 
WINDOW-BLIND CLOTH eC TAKS 
IN WIDTHS VARYING FROM 95 TO 72 INCHES 
PLAIN COLOURS. FANCY PATTERNS. ARTISTIC DESIGNS, ABSOLUTELY 
et ease ilwset Regt were =| PURE AND 
PAE, YEE ADAM BLIND fn rie dee of eine BOLUBLE. LI e 
° 


THE ORIENTAL BLINDS (a special make) harmonize with 
almost any style of furnishing BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


OF ALL DRAPERS, UPHOLSTER RS, AND CABINETMAKERS. 





Some striving to dodge scatheless through the | 
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(5) That Savoyard, Sir Arthur, on the | (7) This giving to the poor the cost of 


rd Randolph, who wit 
chums, a parachute now sighs for, | 
To help him reach 
heights that his ambition flies for. | 
(4) The Emperor Will and Italy 
embraced four times, effusi 

On parting, w! t 


() The Dudes now carry canes that 
Carry spirits in a cavity; 

The Dude e’en might affect dud- 

heens, with less offence to gravity. 


the startling 


(2) The German Prince, young Heinrich, 
when Pope Leo kept him loitering, 
1 into his presence by 


(6) The new Russian watch-dog sentinel 








rights of music lectureth ; Lord Mayor's show frivolitics, 
That music none should minim-ize | But proves this Mayor the merrier 
no crotchet-eer conjectureth. | —and full of sterling qualities, 
| (8) Two convicts had a prize-fight, but 
by many deemed erratic i | the warders who were viewing it, 
But why lament? B weknow | Need not have called out “Time” 


men already “doing” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE St. JAmEs's.—Meseemeth that there will be more of the Slash 
than the Paff about these my notes this week. Two new manage- 
ments have starte?-—one of them with a new theatre, one having pro- 





THE ST. JAMES +.—* Dea ! what have I dean to 


deserve this 7” 


duced a bad play very well acted, and the other a good play very ill 
acted. Now [ hold it the province of the critic to be of use to the 
earnest actor by pointing out all his faults as plainly, and as un- 


_ pleasantly, as possible, as means to amendment and the glory of 


success ; and as it is my desire to be as “useful” as possible, meseemeth 
——as I said before. 


The Dean's Daughter—most admirably written if not over-well- 
constructed, though in that matter it is well to remember the 
difficulties of novel-adaptation—belongs to the degrading and irri- 
tatingly unpleasant class of drama more or less inaugurated by 
As in @ Looking-Glass, and followed up by Ariane. The swivel- 
eyed view of life which the purveyors of this class of literature 
indulge in, is, no doubt, by themselves regarded as extremely clever, 
clear-sighted, and outspoken; and there is a sort of flashy surface 
cleverness about it which may deceive the unwary for awhile, and 
which constitutes its chief danger. Happily, the general sense 
of the community is healthy, and there are not wanting signs already 
that the days of this sort of thing are destined to be short. As ina 
Looking-Glass being “a new thing,” and being moreover embellished 
by its leading exponent with a picture of death by poison of a re- 
markable nature (gymnastically), enjoyed some considerable success. 
Ariane was practically a failure, however, and the amount of favour 





THE SHAFTESBURY.—Oriando (loq.).—“ By my faith, Charles, it irks me 
somewhat to try a fall with one so plainly out of condition as thyself. ’Tis long 
odds against thee ; thou hast such a par/ouws ill chance against muscle.” 


which appears (to my judgment) likely to be meted out to the St. 
James's piece,encourages the belief:‘that Mr. Gilbert's version of Romola 
or some other work, may be seen earlier than might have been ex- 
pected. 





APART from the play, however, nothing but praise is the due of Mr. 
Barrington’s managerial ideas. He has engaged a company not only 
carefully, but with an astuteness and foresight some older managers 
ought to envy (but probably do not), and he has placed the piece on 
the stage most carefully and well—not that I think the Vicarage is 
the vicarage of a “bard up” person, though that might be defended 
on the score of the vicar being not one likely to deny himself any 


luxury for so trifling a reason as his inability to pay for it. 


MR. BARRINGTON S performance of the Dean does not, in the least, 
give us the character as drawn, but his method of taking it witha 
sub-flavour of jocularity is the only condition under which it can be 
made bearable, or prevent:the audience rising as one man and pelting | 
him with their boots; it is thus a specimen of great tact. Miss 
Nethersole plays the heroine better—a great deal better—than she 
ever played in her life before ; but pray the gods she be not spoiled 
(though I permit her to be gratified) by the lavish praises which have 
fallen upon her. It is an earnest, clever performance, well-balanced 
and mirthful, with the right stuff in it, but she has to do better yet, 
and will, 7 know. Miss Adrienne Dairolles is exceptionally good, | 
and Mr. John Beauchamp’s Craven is very naturally and judiciously | 
played. Mr. Allan Aynesworth plays particularly well asa callow 
lordling, and Miss Hill (with a lot of “fat,” mind you, and a way of | 
dressing ina Devonshire village which must rather startle the natives) 
is bright and vivacious enough to earn a hearty welcome home. 





THE SHAFTESBURY.—This theatre is the best-arranged building of 
the kind I have ever seen. Every advantage for safety has been | 





THE SHAPTESBURY — /osalind.—* Odds my little life, Touchstone ! I tell thee 
thou seemest less of the Mackintosh than the wet blanket, in good sooth.” 
(Never mind, Mr. M., ‘tis a sound and thoughtful performance—from a point of 
view, however, which is not the most effective.) 





taken of an exceptionally favourable site (I had an exceptionally 
favourable sight of it myself), and in every part of the house (except 
the last row of the stalls, perhaps) the comfort and convenience of | 
the audience have been quite lavishly considered. There is a prom- | 
enade at the back of the gallery capacious enough to hold a Trafalgar | 
Square meeting in, with a ready access to a gallery overlooking the | 
street, from which the spouting proletariat could conveniently pitch | 
each other when the meeting was over. Even those exacting gentle- | 
men, the first-night pitites, were charmed into pleased quiescence. _ 


It isan ungrateful task, therefore, to have to record that the per- 
formance was very much below par. Mr. Forbes-Robertson, though 
a trifle hard, perhaps, was absolutely the only person at all times 
bearable in the whole cast of this As You Like Jt (which has nota 
short cast); he spoke the text with appreciation and intelligence, | 
“trippingly on the tongue,” too, and not with the maddening sleep!- | 
ness of his companions, and bore himself heartily, so that his presence | 
was always gladdening to the oppressed bosom. Miss Wallis (in) 
whom I am gratified to mark the apparent absence of all desire to) 
“star” it) is untiringly careful and painstaking, but, though she 
lapses into occasional prettiness, she is artificial and unconvincing 4S | 
a whole. Mr. Arthur Stirling is not the Jacques we moderns look for, 
and I'll say no worse than that of him, for I owe him some pleasant 
evenings. Mr. Mackintosh takes a new view of Touchstone, which 1s 
interesting ; itis somewhat dry, and I think I should prefer it mellowed 
with a trifle more of humour, but he has his grounds and far be it from 
me to stand i’ the way of conscience. NESTOR. 
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A Coster-Carol. 


[Mr. Montague Williams recently denounced certain vestry busy- 
bodies for removing hawkers’ barrows and refusing to return them 
without a fee.] 

YERE, cheer for Monty. Williams, he’s a proper sort of 
bloke, 

He won't stand no interference with our earning of our 
toke ; 

He won't let the woilent westry come and collar our 
bloomin’ trucks 

Without just corz or reeson—or strong words ‘e at ‘em 


chucks. 
CHORUS, 


Then yere’s luck to good old Monty, 
Wot's the beak of Wosshup Street, 
All swines wot worries poor folks 
He gives it ’em a treat, 
When the westry nicks yer barrer, 
Why, like a bloomin’ arrer, 
Whoy! He gives ’em all what for, does good old 
Monty. ! 


| He’s a model for all magistrates, of that there’s no mistake, 
|And for sympathy with workin’ chaps of beaks he takes | 
the cake. 

| For didern’t he last year assist poor parties out o’ work? 

‘Rather! he don’t go to preach and then his duty 

shirk !—Chorus. 

| And so we thinks, my mates and me, which ain’t not 
scollard folk, | 

That if any bloke deserves a testimonial, he’s the bloke, 

In fact for stopping brutes as sneaks; our barrers out o’ | 











sight, | 
We thinks as by the Queen he should be made a barrer- 
nite |— Chorus. 


Mist-er Point. 

THE Socialist fraternity, we read, | 
Never “ Mister”’ one another when they’re serious, 
Which statement, if veracious, proves indeed, 
That, after all, their cult is not mister-ious, 





THE Pastel Exhibition at the Grosvenor should be, 
A conspicuous success in that Art-dwelling, | 
For the specimens on show prove exclusively, you see, | 














That the beauty of the Pastel is pas(t)tel-ling. 





‘Was Micky dhrunk, soor, whin he fell off the scaffold? 
Well, yer ’onner, afther he tumbled, he seemed to have 
had a dhrop too much.” 











THE RESULT OF OVER-DECORATION. 
Rector.—‘ HOW DID YOU LIKE THE HARVEST FESTIVAL, GILES?” 
Giles. —“I DID NA GOO, MUSTER, BUT MAH MISSIS TELL ME THE 
INGUNS AND CABBAGES WAS WERRY GOOD.” 














KNICKNACKS, 


AT a meeting held the other evening, under the presidency of 
Alderman Dr. Jackson, in favour of free libraries for Croydon, the 
opponents of the movement offered some most remarkable objections. 
One gentleman stated that working men had plenty of clubs and 
public-houses to go to of an evening ; another that his son was con- 
tented with a penny paper after his day’s work, and consequently 
that ought to suflice everyone else; a third, that he considered reading 
a waste of time. He had never been inside a public library in his 


brains like these that condemn the inhabitants of a borough to com- 
parative ignorance ! 


“WELL, uncle, it’s ho! for Manitoba!” exclaimed a young man 
who had never been there. “I leave Liverpool next week.” 

“Humph!” growled the old man, who had been there ; “and when 
you get there you'll still find it’s hoe for Manitoba, and dig and 
plough, too, or else the country has altered very much since I was 
t re,” 


THE other day, as H.M.S. Caroline was saluting General Sir F. D. 
Middleton, the breech piece blew out of one of the guns and injured 
two of the crew, and now our chopper of logic wishes to Ww 
whether the damage was caused by a piece of the breach or a breach 
of the peace? 


Well-intentioned Critic—“ Yes, my dear boy, I was present the 
other night when your tragedy was played ; and, excuse me for say- 
ing 60, it was really a very sad performance.” 

Amateur Dramatist.—“ Well, what else would you have it?” 














life, and never intended to enter one. And it is the possessors of | 





| stand on the platform, but when the cars are crowded, t 


THE other morning the fog was so thick round our suburban 
residence as to necessitate the use of fog signals on the neighbouring 
railway line, and when our new servant girl, fresh from the country, 
brought up the breakfast, she observed, “I s’pose this be the fust day 
of pheasant shootin’, bean’t it, mum? for I've heard the genelmen’s 
guns a-goin’ off all the mornin’.” 








LORD GEORGE HAMILTON, when addressing the Glasgow Chamber 
of Commerce, stated he believed that the naval manceuvres, if made | 
an annual institution, would build up in this country a valuable | 
school of naval strategy. There would be no doubt respecting its | 
value if that is reckoned by cost! But the question is whether the 
country could stand the expense, or whether our dockyards and private 
shipbuilding firms could keep pace with the destruction of engines 
ro vessels which usually accompany any severe strain put upon the 
British Navy. 


Robinson.—*“ It’s wonderful what an alteration a little frost makes 
in everything, isn't it? Now, when I left home this morning these 
were boots, but the frost has turned 'em into slippers.” 

Thompson.—* That's nothing, old man! If this weather only lasts, 
think of the number of soles it will turn into skates.” 


Some of the Metropolitan Tramway Companies have strange rules 
and bye-laws, but for genuine eccentricity you must visit the smaller 
lines. There is a company not a hesiiel miles from Croydon who, 
when their cars are only partially full, will not allow a ‘mee r to 

ey infringe 
the police act, and permit it. 
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NO RECOMMENDATION. 
Shopman,—* This is a very handsome article, Madam; we have 
been selling a deal of it lately, I assure you.” 
Fair Customer (who prides herself on being original),—“ Oh, 
have you, indeed? Then it must be quite common. It would not 
do for me at all.” 





The Horticultural Theatre. 


WHAT an extraordinary thing it is that the Princess's Theatre Com- 
pany should be so intimately connected with agriculture and arbori- 
culture. 

To start with the fair manageress, the graceful Grace, she is a 
sweet J/awthorne, and next to such a name, of course, comes Mr. 
May-eur (you may-eur may not remember him, but look in the bill). 
Then there is the clever Harry Park-er. What more natural in a 

ark than a Roe (Bassett)? Then comes the comical Teddy Garden. 

hat more natural in a garden than a Bird (the part played by 
Abingdon)? And last, but certainly not least, the volatile Charley 
Glen-ny. 

If these are not all rustic enough, your own Poltwattle doesn’t 
know what is. 





Art Galleries. 

THE Grosvenor Gallery is now open with a very pleasing collection 
of pastel pictures, contributed by some of our well-known artists. 
Among others, Miss Jopling sends several powerfully drawn heads ; 
Mr. 8. Soloman’s portrait of Miss Ethel Wright ; and several views 
of Venice, by Mr. J. M. Whistler, possessing all the characteristics of 
this erratic artist. Among the most worthy we would call attention 
to those by Gunning King, Mark Fisher, G. Clousen, W. 8. Colman 
and Tom Graham.—Messrs. Dowdeswell, of New Bond Street, have 
opened one of their well lighted galleries with a collection of water- 
colour drawings and sketches by Arthur Hopkins and C. Robertson, 
under the title of “Our Country and our Country Folk.” They are 
all very pleasing, and bear strong evidence of being earnest studies 
from nature. 





A CURIOUS experiment is to be made during the coming season at 
the Court Theatre, Munich. A series of performances of Shakespeare's 
historical plays is to be given. They are to be represented, as nearly 
as ible, as they were in the old Globe Theatre by the poet him- 
self, without any aid from “scenery or effects.” Let us hope the 
actors will play their parts well. It would be too bad to “murder” 
Shakespeare without “ accessories.” 





A Good Game. 


[The Americans have now a new game in which certain guessers “try to remem- 
ber” certain events, &c.] 

A NICE new game has of late been invented, 
By cute folk who live out West, 

And those who have tried it are most contented, 
Yea, gladness they’ve all expressed. 

Certain questions are put unto certain guessers, 
Who to answer aright must aim— 

And this pastime is called by its new professors, 
The “Try to Remember ” game. 


This game needn’t be to the States restricted, 
We might use it here in a sort, 
For here we have many, alas, afflicted 
With memories somewhat short. 
We might try it, for instance, on politicians 
(Ay, on some who have name and fame), 
It might wake up their promises—and their omissions— 
This “ Try to Remember” game. 


You might use it as well upon those who borrow, 
(The number is not a few), 

Who promise that they’ll repay you to-morrow, 
But who seldom, if ever, do. 

Let us shake them up with this new invention 
Into more of an honest frame, 

And teach them (as French people say) ‘“ with intention,” | 
The “ Try to Remember” game. 


There are others who also might gain improvement 
By the pastime described above ; 

Promise-breakers abound in every movement 
In business, in art—ay, and love ! 

The vows of so many are now so hollow, 
And so few can full credence claim, 

Then let's hope these forgetful ones all will follow 
The “Try to Remember” game. 








Why this (S)lough-dness ? 
AGAIN at Slough 
Men make a row— 

To their old name disloyal. 
Re-christening they 
Desire, they say ; 

They’d fain be “ Upton-Royal.” 


Why is this thus? 
Why all this fuss? 
What good can these strange “fakes” do? 
And why should they 
Desire, we say, 
To cast their “slough” as snakes do? 


























OVERHEARD AT THE SAVOY. 
He—‘T1 should like Grossmith’s line awfully. Think I should 
do very well as the ‘ Society Clown.’” 
She.—“ You would be all right as regards being a Clown; but I 
don’t know how you'd get into Society.” 
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THE STRANGE CASE OF MR. PUDDLER. 
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Mrs. P. had gone out. Puddler was reading, “ The 
Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,” 


make the potion.” 


“The idea is quite feasible,” said Puddler, “I have 
half a mind to try the experiment, and transform my- whisky would, I should think, effect the purpose.” 
self into a sort of Hyde, only I don't know how to 


“ A mixture of equal parts of rum, brandy, gin, and 
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“Tt does! I feel a different man! “Hal ha! Mrs. P., 1am no longer your pliant husband. [ am And she was not long (with the aid of the pump) in 


All I want is a little more soot on my the brute Puddler Hyde!” “ Bosh!” said Mrs, P. 


face to give me asuificiently repulsive 
aspect.” 





changing him into Jekyll Paddler. He has not repeated the 
experiment since, 

















OUR VERY LATEST FOG. 


ANOTHER set of fogs. Of course there has been another set of 
fogs. Who knew the time when there wasn’t in this wretched coun- 
try? My throat feels as if I had held my mouth over the top of a 
chimney. My eyes are full of blacks. I don’t wonder at the French 
beggars saying that the English always hang themselves in the fog 
season. I should like to hang myself, that [ should; only I know 


that it would benefit some of my relatives, and that would be quite | 


enough to stop me. I went past Covent Garden ina hansom the 


other day when the fog was on. They were larking there, and a | 


fellow threw a lot of cabbage-leaves in my face, meaning them for 
another porter. If I had had my way, and this country was governed 
in a common-sense manner, I would have had that fellow cat-o'-nine- 
tailed. But there’s no sense in anything we do. The man sang out, 
“Someone’s got his Sunday vegetables, anyhow.” The policeman 


standing by laughed. I took the fellow’s number down, and I'll | 


write to Scotland Yard, that I will. They may just as well attend 


to my business there as going wasting their time in hunting up | 


murders they can't find out. A parcel of lunatics! 

Another thing about fog, too, is that it’s an excuse for every lazy 
beggar to be late. One of my clerks came in this morning half-an- 
hour late. “The train was delayed by the fog, sir.” I said to him, 
“ You wouldn’t care for me to say on pay-day, ‘ your salary is delayed 
by the fog,’ so don’t attempt any of that nonsense again with me, or 
it shall be the worse for you, and to spare.” Theonly comfort I have 
got out of the fog is that that wretched lunatic, Jones, stumbled over 





my doorsteps and barked his nose against the street-door. He! he! 
It saved him from his usual cackle about “ seasonable weather,” any- 
how. There’s nothing I detest more than people talking about 
‘‘seasonable weather.” Is the weather any the better on that account, 
I should like to know? Because arsenic is the right sort of arsenic, 
you don’t want to swallow it, do you? Because it’s right that a 
washerwoman should drink gin, that’s no reason why you should be 
always drinking gin. But that’s a way that miserable Jones has, A 
sort of chop logic talk that I hate. When he came in I said, “ You 
ought to be thankful that you’ve got a nose to bark, instead of sitting 
there rubbing it like a rat trimming his whiskers.” He was offended 
at this, and went away, which was just what I wanted him to do, 
Seasonable fog, indeed ! DioOGENES TUBBS, 








To be Sure. 


IN Zululand a penalty, fine or imprisonment, is imposed on anyone 
sellicg wine or spirits to the natives. The National Debt of England 
would look small after even a week of such fines in our own dear 


native, boozy land. 





WE often moralize on the ruin effected by racing and on the noble 
estates that are swallowed up by losses on the turf, but we never 
ponder over the evils of fox-hunting. How many gentlemen “lose 
their seats” annually in pursuing this favourite sport ! 
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AWFUL REVELATIONS! 


A CORRESPONDENT lately informed a London paper that he had it, on the assurance of an important official on the staff of a London hospital, that the 
surgeons carry out painful operations on the patients which they know to be uteless, and do not even trouble to render successful. The knife is used, he says, not 
to benefit the patient, but by way of experiment or demonstration, 


We have dwelt morbidly on this information until our nerves are entirely unstrung ; and now we are incessantly hatinted by the above hideous picture of 
the fate of anybody and everybody who even ventures to casually pass by the portals of a London hospital. 
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DOUBLE, TOIL AND TROUBLE, 


RN, AND CALDRON BUBBLE. 
[ See 


rat ‘, : — 

: e he . oes oe 
OS a Sa 
(on Sate gate. = 
ar a he = a I —Gnee, 
PAR, 5 abe 


- 


mm. awe 


“sy 





EU N —ocrosen 31, 1888. 


SCENE—A Dark Cave in the Law Courts 


THE THREE WIiItCHEes. 
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A WELL-LAID SCHEME. 


(“STRANGE INCIDENT.—A man ectered the Bull's Head public-house, and 
handed to the attendant a parce! found to contain three butcher's knives. Infor- 
mation was given to the police at Bow Street; and, during the absence of the 
manager, the stranger called and asked for his parcel, saying he had made a mis- 
take. He was told to call for it yesterday, but up to last night had not appeared. 
Should he appear, he will be arrested by detectives who are watching the house.”-—Item of 


news intelligently published in a daily paper !} 


ScenE—O fice of Editor of a Daily Paper. The EvitTor discovered 
wrapt in profound thought. 


E. DITOR. It is ithe duty of 


the daily press— 
Its glorious duty and 
its privilege— 
To lend its vast com- 
bined intelligence, 
Its boundless tact, its 
mighty influence, 
To the frustration of the 
plans of crime. 
Now, let us ponder 
deeply. Here’sa party 
Suspected of assisting 
in a crime, 
And much required by 
the authorities 
At Scotland Yard. Now, 
how shall I assist 
The ends of justice in 
this weighty matter? 
7 hel * * t * 
Now, by my troth! I have a stratagem, 
The which I will elaborate and ripen 
In all its subtle details. To this end 
I will invoke the counsel and assistance 
Of certain competent and trusted friends— 
Mine aged grandam, in her second childhood, 
Shall aid me first with her maturéd wisdom : 
Then will I hie me to the neighbourhood 
Of pleasant Earlswood's caravanserai 
And seek the counsel of its myriad inmates. 
* - * * 
Tis done! My well-digested plan is this— 
To forthwith publish in my daily sheet 
The plans of them that reign at Scotland Yard 
With every step they do propose to take 
To draw the net around the evil-doer. 
Yet, first—perchance—it would be wise to lay 
This thing before the evil-doer's self, 
Who haply might, by some new light, assist 
These our endeavours. I will seek the man. 
. * * * * 
THE “ WANTED” ONE, Oh, Mr. Editor, with cruel pangs 
Of doubt, uncertainty, and hesitation, 
My breast is filled by this thou askest me! 
What shall I say ; how answer; how advise thee ? 
How honour doth do battle in my mind 
With baser instinct of self-preservation ! 
For see you not that, when this thing appears— 
This frank divulgence of detectives’ plans 
To catch me—in plain 
type and legible, 
So all the world may 
read; why, also I 
Shall see the words, and 
so become aware, 
Forewarned, forearmed, 
and able thus to form 
My plans upon mine 
enemy's, and escape ! 
Yet honour would for- 
bid that I should use 
Such information, not 
designed for me, 





* 


For mine advantage. 
This were base, in- 
deed ! 


How, then, toact, should 
this appear in print ! 
Tis true that rigid hon- 

our would suggest 
The strict ignoring of all information 
Thus come by, and adhesion to such plans 
As I should follow, being ignorant 














Of these mine adversaries’ moves: yet how 

To thoroughly cancel and obliterate 

All the impression made upon the mind 

By this new light? This were too fine a problem ; 
And, in this cruel and perplexing doubt, 

Escape (should that ensue) would lose its sweetness, 
Seeming obtained by these dishonoured means ; 
While, should I yield myself to Scotland Yard, 

The thought, all fraught with bitterness, would come 
That had my scruples not been too Quixotic 

I might have found a loophole of escape 


With honour unimpaired ! 


EDITOR, All this I see. 


Yet doth my duty to society 
Forbid that I should spare one pang to thee ; 
This thing shall into type! 
“ WANTED” ONE. I do beseech thee ! 
Oh, give me but one loophole of escape 
That shall not pierce the wall of mine own conscience. 
Nay, get thee hence . . . behold the words in print! 
Behold the published sheet—thou knowest its purport ! 
“ WANTED” ONE. Too true! Tootrue! Away, unworthy thought 
Of feigning these ensnaring words unread 
To mine own self! Away to Scotland Yard 
To honourably yield myself to justice ! 


ENVOI. 


In sober truth this is a jest of ours 

Rooted the rather in the thing which seems 

Than that which is. We have a shrewd suspicion 
The editor hath less simplicity 

Than one might gather at a casual glance. 


EDITOR. 





| 


} 








The Criminal’s Nursery. | 
(“Prison officials well know the hardening influence of gaol-life on the young | 
° . and that the first term of imprisonment is not likely to be the last, in the | 
case of children.”—/iev, Charles Goldney, Prison Chaplain, Stafford.] 
So yer want me to tell yer then, gov’nor, how I came to be—well 
then, a thief ; 
All right, but I'll just wet my whistle afore I begin, by yer leaf. 
‘Ere’s yer ’ealth ; well, since y’re so pressing, I don’t mind one more, 
for yer see 
I ain’t out on bizness—yer twig me?—so I may booze a little more 
free. 


Well, as I was goin’ to tell yer, it’s many a year since the day 

As I was a lively young nipper, ever ready to fight or to play; 

Lor’ bless yer, although then so skittish, 1 never did no one no ’arm, 

Though I: could tell who collared the apples and chickens from old 
Wurzle’s farm. 


One day, some-un snicked off his pony, an’ Wurzle he swore as ‘twas 
me ; 

’Cos why? well as luck, sir, ’d ‘ave it, ’e ’appened to twig me, yer see, | 

The day afore,:on that sameipony, a-gallopin’ just after dark 

Cross one of his medders ; but blow me! ’twas only a bit of a lark. | 


b J ’ ° b by 
An’ so I was lagged, an’ old Wurzle he swore right an’ left lots o’ lies, 
An’ the beak wos as deaf as a hadder, an’ ’e couldn’t see out of his 

eyes ; 
So ’e called me a ’ardened young villain as ever on this ‘ere earth trod, 
An’ said ’twas as clear as the noonday, an’ so I wos marched off to 
quod ! 


Now, I tell yer, it ain’t in them places yer meet with the moralest pals, 

An’ there for the fust time I mixed with sich men—ay, an’ women 
an’ gals, | 

As pete till then I’d ’ad truck with, though since, we’ve been regular 
chums ; 

Yer see lords an’ ladies don’t live in what blokes like yerself call the 
slums, 


I kem out in a fortnight, but somehow, I felt very different-like ; 

An’ ev'ry-one give me the go-by—lI tell yer as even my tyke | 

Sneaked from me. Wot need to goon,though! but this I will say 
afore God— 

If yer want to make others like me, sir, why just lock the boys up in | 
quod ! | 


THE Metropolitan Volunteers have declined, with thanks, the kind 
invitation of the Lord Mayor-Elect to take part in his procession on | 
the 9th of November. No doubt the volunteers are much more pro- | 
ficient as a body than they once were, and it would be beneath their | 
dignity now to let it appear that they wanted an old coach behind | 
them when on the march-out. 
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| THIS is a young lady thinking (at 7.30 P.M.) what a bore it is 
that it’s time to dress for that wretched ball ! 





VANITAS VANITATUM. 
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AND this is the same young lady thinking (at 3.40 A.M.) what a 
bore it is that this is the last dance, and the fun will soon be all over. 











THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER WITH THE 
SAVOY BEEFEATERS. 


Cher Mon FUN,—Zat your rosbif of Ole England go vell vit cabbage 
| goes vitout saying, zerefore, voila / zat your beefeatares vill naturally 
take to ze Savoy also va sans dire; but, mon ami, I vill go straight 
' to ze point (ze Jack Point), and vill tell you a story. 
_._ Ven Jollidogue demand of me if I vould go to see ze last effort of 
Messieurs Gilbert and Sullivan, I go ask him, “ Aha! ze Sullivan he 
is at it again; I suppose you desire I sall go vit you to ze buze,” 
Jollidogue reply, ‘‘ Que oui,” and I make up my mind I am off again 
to my native land. Mais non, ze Jollidogue he do notestop ze cab at 
Charing Cross, but presentlys ve turn down a side street in ze Strand, 
and I find myself before I can say John ze son of Robin, in ze side 
of joli theatre of Savoy. Zen, sare, 1 comprehend I have arrive to 
listen to harmony, not discord—to ze vords of ze Gilbert zat babbled his 
first ballads years ago to you yourself, and to ze music of your English 
Rossini. And zare, upon Tower Vite in front of ze Green Tower, ze 
story tells how ze brave Colonel Fairfax, because of charges zat are not 
fair and not facts, is to lose his head. Most of times ze man lose his head 
before he commit marriage, but ze dréle Colonel is of a mind to marry 
before he go lose his head, to prevent his unkind man of kins from 
succeeding to his estate. He say he vill be hang if he do not marry, 
so before he go to ze block he is led to ze altar. In most cases it is 
love zat is blind; in zis von it is a blindfold vedding, and ze Colonel 
is married in haste to ze charming leetle cantatrice, Elsie Maynard. 
Maintenant ze brave Sergeant Beefeatare and his charming leetle 
daughter and brave big son have determine to aid ze poor Fairfax to 
escape. Ja belle Phoebe turn ze turnkey inside out, so lovally she 
mash, and, vraiment, it is owing to a Bond ze prisoner is set free. He 
put on ze suit of Beefeatare’s clothes, for vich ze brave Leonard have 
been measured, and fall in ze ranks of ze Yeomen of ze Guard. Zese 
are ordared to quick march out of ze courtyard, and so become ze 
Go-men of ze Yard. Ze bell begin to toll—ze last hour of ze poor 
captive is told. Zey go fetch him, and ze man of heads stand ready 
to complete ze picture vit ze cut on ze block. But ven zey go find 
him in his cell, ma foi / everyvon is sold but he. Zey look everyvare 
for ze right man but in ze right place, and all ze time he is letting 
brozzarely Jove continue, as you say, vit ze charming leetle Phoebe, 





Elsie is in love vit Fairfax, and he vit her, alzo zey are married (but 


shot ze brave Colonel. Za belle Elsie, instead of ze veeds of vidows, 
go put on ze blossom of orange, to marry ze soi-disant Leonard. 


going to marry his own vife, so for a leetle surprise, as he have receive 
ze royal pardon (as often happen in your country for doing nozzink), 
he cast aside his shell and arrive as Colonel. Maintenant, to save ze 
beloved Fairfax from being destroyed, ze brick of a Sergeant have 
promise to marry ze Dame:Carruthers, and ze dear little Phoebe for ze 
same sake is to tro herself avay upon ze assistant of tormentors—ze 
scélérat Shadbolt! Sare, Iam so enrage I vould sooner marry ze dear 
leetle English miss myself. Cher mon FuN, M. Grossmiff vas 





dréle Jack Point, I comprehend zat it take a clevare man to be a fool. 


| 





who, alzo she is not a sistare, manage to assist him. And ze charming | 


zey do not know it). In come Master Shadbolt, who declare he have | 


But ze Colonel he have learned from Madame Carruthers zat he is | 


nevare gross, but fine all tro, and aftare I have listen for an hour to ze | 


VOICES OF THE NIGHT.—“ Baked taters all ’ot.” ‘“ Last bus for 
the Helephant.” 
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ONCE AGAIN THAT DREADFUL CHILD. 
Dolly (in a loud voice).—‘Isn’t that man a donkey, Miss 


Smith?” 
Miss Smith (in a whisper),—“ Hush, my dear!” 
Dolly.—*“ But didn’t you see his ears? ” 
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Mem for C.C.s. 


ov WE $$ GS a | {Mr. John Hutton, : ae news- 
ietor and editor, has be 

® < t wi elected by West St. Pancras as Liberal 
candidate for the New County Council.] 


Mr. JOHN HUTTON has just been 
Rose — And you are guile sure my dress | selected 

sels alright behind, dear? To serve as a Liberal candidate 
Liry — Oh yes, love? Beauligully! Younever} For the new County Council ; to 


id look so lovely b , win he’s expected, 
did look so lovely efore Sie salted tiie: place ot a 


handy date. | 
If the Liberal creed isn’t now dead | 

as mutton, 
‘Twill take care that its ground it | 

will build this good Hut(t)on. 





As. 

















A Discoverer Discovered. | 


THE latest “crank” in this most | 


cranky day, | 
Declares Columbus isn’t to be! 














| trusted, 

He did not find out America, they | 

say, 

If so, Columbus then is Colum- | 

bus-ted. 

For if this Genoese tried but a| 

. 2 “ fake,” | 

: #. 7% Henceforth he cannot take the 
= And yer when she wenf on, (Genoa) cake. 
j LZ _ ; : ; she was received with mosf aot 
3 we G unseemly Laughler. QUEEN’s PAGES.—Leaves from ; 
ob our Diary in the Highlands. 








Another Injustice to England! | HOTCH POTCH. 

(“The British Jack Tars” (says a German newspaper) “are not nearly so well “YouR gardens in London are wonderfully small, are they not?” 
kept as the German sailors, of whom each single individual looks, in his Sunday enquired a provincial the other day. ‘* Some of them are,” we replied. 
uniform, like a gentleman. Each German sailor has trousers that fit him, and are “Ah. but only about three or four feet long I mean.” ‘There are 

4 ’ , e c 








ith a faul } “AS y the English sailors they are sometimes too long H A 
ps gort dh -ather ee ee ne ee Cores S80 LRG, very few so small as that,” weexplained. “Indeed,” said the rustic, 
: ‘““why, my cousin Tom told me that most of the large houses in London 
1,—AIR— Wacht am Rhein. had only a small square yard'behind them.” 
(WITH APOLOGIES TO FuUN’s OWN BREITMANN.) wer waned ; 
Ter ; Jones.—“ Where are you off to in such a hurry, Smith?” 
DOsE Briddish sailors dress 80 qveer, Smith.—“‘ Um going into the City. Haven’t a moment to spare. 
Dey can’t egspecd to gauze no fear! Haven’t you heard that the German arms have sustained a reverse? ”’ | 
O nein, O nein—yah, ver moch nein— Jones (eagerly, with visions of falling stocks, §'c.). “No! Where?” | 
Loog at de trausers in vich dey shine! Smith.—*Why, at Havre, where the coat of arms on the Vice- | 
Dey hang so loose, dey are so vide, Consul’s house has been turned upside down. ‘Ta-ta!” 
Der sailors’ lecks loogs thin inside ! nnd 
So laugh at dose strange Jag Dars dat bloughs de meer, EVERYTHING now seems to indicate 
How could dey vight der voe in glothes so queer? That we are to have a salt syndicate ; 
As a free-trading nation, 
Der Deutsche mat roses dress oop schmart, ’Gainst this selfish creation, | 
And zo vins efery fraulein’s heart ; Our characters we ought to vindicate. 
Zo fine, zo fine, und zo divine, 
Ve alvays loogs bote on landt and brine ; Dr. OscAR LENZ in a letter to the Neue Freie Presse, states his 
But Englisch Jag Dars dress all flops, opinion that Stanley has joined Emin Pasha. We hope this may be 


Der trausers lecks is all ofer der — 3 so, but we are afraid that this is a case in which distance Lenz: 
So dey can’t be prave upon de vave, dose Englisch dars, enchantment to the view. 
Vile ve in var und beace are alvays schtars ! 
TAPROOM.—An old man and a young one playing dominoes. 
II.— RESPONSE. AIR—Bay of Biscay. |  Vew Comer,—*“ Well, old’ un, how are yer gettin’ on ?” 

Old Player.—“ Oh, we be pretty even ; he’s lost two games and I’ve 
won three.” | 





WHAT'S all this gab, we wonder, 
These Germans on us shower? | 


These sourkrout chaps, by thunder ! —_—_ —- ~ - 
From our togg'ry judge our power. | JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. 


TT HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1889, 


For these meinheers to ba-ark ! 
Avast there, belay ! | Which Excels all Previous Editions. 


Is all we say, 
We loves the same old breeches, 0! 














It contains Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse by 


GEORGE R. SIMs, GEORGE MANVILLE FENN, J. F. SULLIVAN, PAUL MERITT, 
GODFREY TURNER, H. CHANCE NEWTON, DEWAR WILLOCK, JOHN NORTHCOTT, 
J. W. HOUGHTON, OHARLES 8. OHELTNAM, GEORGE DALZIEL, ARTHOR T. PASK, 
H. M. PAULL, LAUNCE LEK, PERCY REEVE, KATE BURTON, AUTHOR OF “MY 
NEIGHBOUR NELLIE,” CHARLES J. DUNPHIE, BYRON WEBBER, H. T. JOHNSON, | 
CLO. GRAVES, SAMUEL REID, FRANK OLEMENT, LEOPOLD TURNER, W. SPEABR- | 
MAN, RICHARD HENRY, and CHARLES G, LELAND (Hans Breitmann). 


The whole fully Iustrated by 


These Germans, s‘elp us never ! 

Do they think as we can’t fight? 
They fancy as they're clever, 

Jest becos their “slacks” is tight. 
But we don’t mind the sneers 
Of all these darned meinheers ! 


— — = 





We hoist our slacks. peng ag J. F. coon pte EER Yet MAURICE GREIF 

And give the foe whacks. | FENHAGEN, J. W. HOUGHTON, LUCIEN Davis, H. P. DOLLMAN, H. Tuck, MATT 
_ g id b e h r | STRETCH, ERNEST GRISET, ALFRED GRAY, G. GATCOMBE, THOMAS DALZIEL, 
n these tame 0 reeches, € PHIL EBBUTT, HaL LUDLOW, E. G. REYNOLDS, and LESLIE WILLSON. 
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| A Modern Socialist. 
A STORY OF CONSISTENCY. 


_HE was very democratic, 

| He was also very wise : 

| But his conduct was erratic, 

| And was tended to surprise ; 

| He would talk about division 
Of the riches of the great, 

_And he spoke in wild derision 

| Of the officers of State. 


| He'd a very strong conviction 
| Of our streets he held a lease, 
| And this caused a lot of friction, | 
| With magistrates and police ; 

He was down on grant and pension, 
And he hated kings and queens, 
But it passed my comprehension | 
What his work, and what his 

means. 


But the gist of this my story 
I am coming to at last, 
And it covers him with glory 
In the present and the past ; 
He was distantly connected 
To a rich and noble lord, 
Whose death, quite unexpected, 
Made him master of a hoard. 


Now, although you may derideit, | 
And remark, “Oh, whata lie!” | 
Did this democrat divide it | 
With the people passing by ? | 
No, he didn’t, which was comic, 
Mixing with the wealthy few, 
He became most economic— 
What the vulgar call a screw. 


Now he talks about the masses 
' Ina high and mighty way, 
As a lot of stupid asses | 
Quite unworthy of their pay ; 
He'll not tire of relating, 
He is china, they are delf ; 
He is fond of elevating,— 
But he elevates himself ! 











Mr. Poodle-—* CHARMING, Miss Eva! 
CURIOUS FACT, BUT DO YOU KNOW, NOW, I NEVER DO!” 





HOW DO YOU ACCOUNT FOR ITP 
Miss Eva.—“ DO YOU THINK MY LAST PHOTOGRAPH A GOOD ONE, MR. POODLE?” 


You ALWAYS SEBM TO ‘TAKE’ SO WELL. ITS A 

















A DAILY PAPER announces that the despatch of the 100,000th Pole 
was celebrated at Prince Bismarck’s estate at Friedrichsruh the other 
day. Lest this statement should be taken as evidence of the German 
Chancellor's determination to extirpate the remnant of that unhappy 
nation which has been practically sent into exile by Russia, it is only 
fair to explain that the Pole referred to was a telegraph pole, for 
the production of which sort of article the Prince’s forests are famous. 








WHEN the Eiffi Tower is completed, it is calculated that the weight 
of the rivets alone employed in its construction will total up to four 
hundred and fifty tons. 
whole civilized world to this eiffl’utin’ undertaking. 





THE boy who vainly cried for the moon in the bucket of water |) 


managed to get the star in a pool later on. 






































A STUDY IN EVOLUTION. 


WHAT MAY BECOME OF THE GIRL OF THE PERIOD. 


Enough, surely, to rivet the attention of the 
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MODESTY. 














Native.—“ WELL, SIR, FAIR TO MIDDLIN’, I SH’D SAY. ENOUGH TO GIVE US OUR FIVE DAYS A WEEK AND A KILL OV A 
BRACE A DAY. WE AIN'T AMBITIOUS IN THESE PARTS, SIR.” 


| 
| Stranger.—“ FAIR LOT OF CUBS THIS SEASON?” 
} 














The Three Witches. Rows, evintiomt, press reports, 
. ' Tenants, landlords, Irish courts, 
(SEB CARTOON.) soycotters and No Rent plans, 
First Wircu., Thrice the 7imes hath thrown its mud. Dynamiters, Fenians, 
SECOND ,, Thrice the Irish Pig hath whined. Counsel, witnesses, all fused 
THIRD . Parnell cries, “’Tis time! ‘tis time!” With accusers and accused, 
FIRST ” Round about the caldron go, | Pop'them in with expedition, 
In the poison'd letters throw, Serve up hot for the Commission. 
Evidence of handwriting, | ALL. Double, double, toil, and trouble, 
Forgery and that sort of thing, Fire burn, and caldron bubble. 
All the proofs that can be got, First WITCH. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Boil them first in the charméd pot. Something wicked this way comes; 
ALL Double, double, toil and trouble, What can it be ?—Well, we shall see. 








Fire burn, and caldron bubble. 
SECOND WITCH. Allegations false or true, 

Charges black, or charges blue, 

Speeches made at many times, 


"Arry in Parry. 
’ARRY has been spending his fortnight’s holiday in Paris, “ doin’ the 








Specimens of lots of crimes, toff.” When asked by his pal Chorlay what he thought of the girls 
Threats and manifestoes take, over there, he said the English tarts weren’t in it with the French 
In the caldron boil and bake. buns. We suppose he meant donnes; anyhow, we give him the benefit 
ALL, Double, double, toil and trouble, of the doubt. 
Fire burn, and caldron bubble. 
Tuirp WitTcH. Land League meetings, books, and cash, HE was a parliamentary candidate, ani! he remarked to his consti- 
Spoken bosh, and scribbled trash, tuents that he had ascheme for preserving vacant spaces in his head. 








SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


To nga Pease UERAC:: Cadbury’ S 


The Specific for NEURALGIA. | ABSOLUTELY 

per tains its tation in the treatment | * | 
of Neutign"—Lenet | Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch | PURE AND 

“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved "or spurt, the points being rounded by a new process | SOLU BLE. 


effective in all those cases in which we have pre- | Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sampie 


scribed it.”—Medical Press. Box, or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co.'s 
Qs. 9d., 4s. Gd., & lis. Of all Chemists. Paw Works Brmwuwaman ;, or to their. Whoiesals BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
or me a z ba =e -¢ - c. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) American ladies, with gems that 
shine brightly, 
Must, by Gem-ini, travel with arms 
carried (K)nightly. 


(2) In suppressing the slave trade John 
Bull is a firm ‘un, 
And he'll now have the help of our 
Own cousin German. 





(3) With such zeal the police guard the 
brave Gordon's statue, 
That, if een you approach it with 
flowers, they're a/ you. 
(4) The Prince has decreasel since he 
sought recreation,— 
May he never “lose weight” in our 
own beloved nation ! 





VOL. XLVIII.—NO, 1226, 








(5) Female Firemen are found to work 
nobly together, 
May the dears, when engaged, 
always find Merry-weathor! 
(6) A suitor in Glasgow was lately dis- 
carded, 


The girl thonght his 
should be less ci-garded. 





conduct | 


(7) A plaice with “H. Read” marked 
upon it was captured, 

With this fish Read-ivivus 
soon grew enraptured. 


(8) Now at afternoon parties no lights 
are de “ rigger,” 

Which riggerous rule makes some 

cut a strange “ figzer.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HERE was just a word or two more 
| Lad to say about the Shaftes- 
bury Theatre last week, only I 
hadn't room to say it in. They 
tell me things have gone a bit 
livelier since the first night; but 
I give you that only as the “ hear- 
say” it is, as far as I'm concerned. 
There's a lively controversy going 
forward on the question as to 
whether the season of the play 
should be autumn or summer. The 
“autamnals” make good points 
with the deer-hunting and the 
phrase “bleak air; but W. 8., in 
my opinion, used his poet licence 
somewhat freely in this play— 
“which is truly of no season ’— 
and I fancy those who prefer a 
summer-ised version (if | may so 
put it) might, with no great 
labour, discover witness on their 





side, After all, it matters very 
THe SHarTessURY.—A Rosk op AR- little, the tale of Rosalind is ac- 
DEN~WHO SAYS IT WANTS CUTTING? ceptable in any setting that is not 


Sammer or 


ugly. 


absolutely 
winter, gentles, have it As You Like It, 


Pout, to what I wished to say. I think I should yield Miss Annie 
tose some half-hearted praise for a pleasing performance of Celia, 
(which has considerable life, in spite of a too great measure of 
affability of manners in delivering the bard's “ lines”) and when I 
have done s°, and told you that Mr. Seymour Jackson warbles the 
songs of Amiens with a very pretty touch, I shall have dispensed all 
the praise | have about me at the moment. I like neither the dresses 
nor the scenery, and I[ think it is about time managers left off the ad 
captandum nonsense of casting a big, fat man, obviously “ out of con- 
dition,” for Charles the wrestler. It always gets a derisive laugh 
yr two, but managers should be safficiently imbued with the artist 
spirit to sacrifice that advantage in the noble interests of consistency. 


THe LyceomM.—Justa line to say that Mr. Mansfield has aban- 
doned both the gruesome and the unpleasant, and gone in for the 
trivial. Prince Kari is the wildest of farcical comedy, with a good 
deal in it that is funny, and a good deal more that is not. Mr. 
Manstield’s character-sketch of the courier-lover-noble is commend- 
able and interesting, and displays the stagy expertnese, which seems 
his particular excellence, to better advantage than anything he has 
yet “obliged” with. 


Drury L.AN&.—The collection of relics and cognate matters con- 
cerning the Armada, which Mr. Harris has secured from Plymouth 
and elsewhere, and comfortably and conveniently housed in the 
spacious saloon of the National Theatre, is delightfully interesting, 





THE GAIETY.—FAUST IN 


roHE FIigLD, 


,and the ceremony which inaugurated it was very pleasant. This cere- 
| mony consisted of an iexcellent lunch, and a clever and interesting 





speech from the Earl of Winchelsea (with whom Nottingham, you 
know). He really spoke excellent well for a lord, but in these days 

of School Boards one must be surprised at nothing. The collection 

itself is well worth a visit, which can only be paid, however, upon 

booking seats for the drama now acting on the boards of this said Old 

Drury. Couldn't Augustus make a small charge for admission instead ? 

Idon’t know! The relic—which is not an Armada relic at all, by- 

the-way—which attracted most attention was a blood-curdling torture- 

chair of the Spanish Inquisition. It was looked upon generally as 

more impressive, even, than the ordinary dentist’s chair, and Mr. 

Clement Scott appeared to regard it as a useful invention for a first- | 
night pit seat. For myself (and everybody else, seemingly), there 

was metal more attractive in listening to some excellent chamber 

music discoursed by the Drury Lane band, under the able guidance 

of one Master Walter Slaughter, whom well-named we cali in this 

connection. Shall I conclude without appreciative reference to 

the active part Mr. W. H. K. Wright, F.R.H.S., Hon. Sec. to the Armada 

Tercentenary Commemoration, has taken in the matter? I sha!! not. 

He has evidently been the Wright man in the right place. 


THE GAIETY.—The Gaiety is itself again! The sacred lamp has 
been retrimmed for the autumn season, and seems as good as new. | 
You may not have noticed it, but there is a point of distinct and | 
separate individuality in the autumn and winter burlesques at Mr. | 
Edwardes’ merry theatre. It consists in the fact that in the former 


el 


the authors’ words have it practically all their own way, while in t! 


Say +} if 


latter it ig the actors’ words that “haveit.” I'm bound t 
it makes little difference in the 

amount of amusement, whichever (1 ¢ 
way it is. I thought I'd just aiff 


mention it, you know. 







Fuust Up to Date, is the new 
pabulum, and Messrs. Sims and 
Pettitt are the pabulators. These 
gentlemen have often been asso- 
ciated in the arena of melodrama 
(and will be again at least once), 
and their success follows them 
into lighter fields, The burlesque 
is fanny, and several of the people 
in it are (if the authors will allow 
me) funnier, though Mr. Lonnen 
wasn't quite so funny when I saw 
him as he probably is by this time. 
It is by means of opening in the 
Italianeries, and closing in the 
Olympiaries, that the legend is 
brought “up to date.” Some of 
the costumes are glorified modern 
dresses, which also helps the no- 
tion, though the majority of Mr. 
Perey Anderson’s handsome de- 
signs seem founded on the proper period, with freedom of opinion. 


LANE.— Muddled Visit — 


DRURY 
“H'm! Elizabethan  plotographers | 
head-rest, I suppose. Very interesting.’ 


| 
Miss St. JOHN has a vein of sly humour, in addition to her | 
abilities as a vocalist, which comes out very freshly in the ‘good | 
girl’’ Margaret. Mr. Lonnen is very droll as usual; he is hearty all 
through, too, playing with a zest which is infectious and exhilarating. | 
Mr. Stone's comicality of visage and expertness in making up are irfe- | 
sistible, and Miss Fanny Robina is really a very fair substitute for the 
real Simon Pure (which its other name is Nelly Farren). She’s natty, 
and ready, and dances with an attractive grace. Talking of dances. 
the quartette dance at the opening of the second act, finishing with | 
a sortof “all legs, no arms”’ movement, is rather original as well as 
graceful ; it is danced by Misses Lillian Price, Florence Levey, Greville | 
and Mabel Love (as far as | could make out), and received a double | 
encore. 


Mr. LONNEN has an Irish song, of course (with a chorus to assist, 
this time), which is nearly as funny as the immortal “ Killaloe.” But 
he also has another taking ditty, in which he warns certain persons 
that he'll “have ‘em by-and-bye.” The audience were anxious for 
encore verses, but there appeared to be none on hand—no doubt he'll 
have them by-and-bye. Miss Jennie McNulty makes a very nice 
Siebel, but she wants a little more chic, 1 think. As for all the other 
girls, they’re lovely ; and as for all the other boys, they’re charming. 
Mr. C. Harris’s stage-management is quite up to sample, and Herr 
Meyer Lutz's music will take a lot of beating; it is full of character 
a3 well as melody. Some of the orchestration is worth concentrating | 
the attention upon. And so—Mr. Edwardes, all right till Christmas. | 

NESTOR 
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My Worth! 
LAsT night, ere I retired to rest, 

I promised I would grant my wife 
Her long-postponed, oft-urged request, 
And would at last insure my life. 

And then I wondered how on earth 
The knotty point I could decide 
How much a fellow’s life is worth ; 
How can he tell till he has died ? 


My brain the question still revolved, 

When, looking through the morning news, 
[ thought I saw the problem solved 

As | proceeded to peruse. 
[ read a young man had been missed, 

His friends their painfal loss deplored ; 
Whcever proved him to exist 

Might claim from them ten pounds rewar:! 


‘So I am worth ten pounds,” I thought ; 
But, as my eye still further strayed, 
[ saw that if Bill Sikes were caught 
Two hundred pounds would then be paid. 
‘No wonder virtue’s left the earth,” /) Se E 
I mused ; “let friends say what they will een © = ne AA 
‘ . ’ aff ea) c . . . ~ — eed = ong y . ba J 
[t’s clear they think a good man worth EO 
A twentieth part of Burglar Bill!” A MITEY JEST. 
Funny Man (eating chrese).—“ LIKE SAMSON, I NOW SLAY THOUSANDS,” 
‘AH! AND WITH THE SAME WEAPON TOO! 


TIMES GETTING HARDER. 

r So coal’s going to be dear this winter, is it? Well, let the people 
buy coke, and if they can’t get that, let em go without. What on 
earth's it got to do with me whether coal’s dear or cheap? And if the 
times are hard, I should like to know if I made them so, It’s all the 
fault of the poor, I say. And it always is the fault of the poor. Ii 
they've got a pound a week and six children, let ’em live on it, and 
don’t come bothering me. If they live low, it’s all the better for 

it that o’er public weal is e’er a constant gloater, their livers. Potatoes are cheap enough, and they don’t always want 
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AN INcUBUS—A would-be author. Tother One.—' 





Promotion! 
[According to the “ Man About Town” (County Gentleman), the Company Promot 
ls the idol of the day.] 
WHO is it that is all the rage? On whom the world’s a doter!? 
Who is of all attractive schemes a most unselfish floater! 
Who is (for ether men’s behoof ) of shares an Aenest quoter? 
The Company Promoter ! 


Who is 
And, for that weal, would be content with, say,a crust and bloater, | to be stuffing, do they? 1 believe all the poor are born with beastly 
Rather than of false reports he'd be the least denoter ? big appetites, so that other people; are bound to keep them going ; 
The Company Promoter! just like the dragons in the old fairy tales used to eat up whole 
: ; ; villages, cows and horses included. Every half-hour in the day some 
Who of his Co.’s prospectuses is ne'er a sugar-coater lunatic or the other comes knocking at the door for a subscription to 
And for the unadulterated truth is e’er a voter : something or the other. “Our soup-kitchen.”” What's the good of 
Who never “ makes a bit,” although of many schemes a ficater ' a soup-kitchen, I should like to know? Pea-soup—nasty, bilious, 
The Company Promoter ! indigestible stuff. Give ‘em bread and water, | say. It’s light 


enough, and a great deal more digestible. 

Why, there have been half a dozen old women, and young ones, 
too, coming to me for money. One woman said, “ Will you subscribe 
to our ‘mothers’ meeting’!” I said that women who were mothers 
at times like this supplying the world with more children to devour 
everything like young locusts, ought to be brought up before the 
police court. What do | care about their singing hymns and 
swilling tea while they do plain sewing’ Plain sewing, indeed, 
they oughtn’t to have any children to make clothes for. Why, the 
curate’s wife actually called and asked me to subscribe to one family 
because they had just had twins—as if that would rouse my sym- 
pathy. I said to her, “ Madam, | wish they could be got rid of as 
easily as kittens can; but perbaps if the weather's sharp they won't 
get over it, or they'll choke themselves with squalling.” She said she 
was surprised, and thought that I was a man of feeling. I'd like to 
feel for some of your poor children with a cane, that’s about all the 
feeling I've got for’em. The fact is, there are too many children 
everywhere. We want a good plague, or famine, or something or the 
other, to get rid of ‘em. You hear them singing in the streets, and 
bowling their hoops between your legs, and knocking up their tip- 
cats into your eyes, and throwing their balls into people’s windows. 
Children are at the bottom of all the hard times, you may depend 
on it. How I hate ’em! DIOGENES TUBBS, 




















| AWN Italian doctor maintains that eels contain as much poison as 
| vipers. He says a five-pound eel has enough venom in his composi- 
tion to kill ten men. We don't doubt it; we don’t stake our taith 
| on the magnanimity of the eel, but rather on the artfulness of man, 
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RIVALS. ) 
. ; who carefully cooks the eel before eating him, which has the effect, 
y ; ’ J] oe 2 7 + i) . . . . ’ ‘ ‘ 
Prete I< <n eS ne t oe —— a bouquet with a we are also informed, of taking the sting out of the poison. So, how- 
"Maen j has, ° a 98 " th : “0. mags aia ond bacelet with a | ©¥¢? imcongerous it may sound, we shall continue to take eel-pieson, 
erie Ae Meee Oe 8 eS Se and risk the eels that flesh is heir to. 





bouquet inside it. Think of that!” x : 
| And they could not make out, fur their lires, which of _ 


them had made the most lasting impression on Billy WILL Mrs. Gordon Baillie pay a five years’ visit to the old one of 


that ilk? 





Sao he. the A merica n millionaire. 
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HURRY AND REPOSE: A PLEASANT CONTRAST. 


“ THERE does not seem to be much public benefit out of the ‘record cutting’ by the steamers between Liverpool and New York. The delays and incon- 
veniences of landing at Liverpool have already been discussed. Now an Englishman relates that he was, by special favour, enabled to get his luggage through the 


New Ycrk Custom House in lees than eight hours after reaching Sandy Hook.” 



































“ Hullo, old chap! Can't stop. Going to sail for America in a week, and just training downa bit. Steamship company won't carry any passenger over ten stone, 


as it makes the boat too heavy.’ 





























The passage—straight through everything; record beaten by 7 94 seconds! 


' NOTICE.*" « ' 
| I Te THOSE WAITING TO C. CAR 
THEIR BAGCACE 





Geen GEOS .- 


VPENSion BY THE WEEK 
en YEAR. 
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Arrival and well-carned Repose—“ In bond” at the Custom House—left till called for—laid down to mature. No change of address until further notices 
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THE OPENING OF PARLIAMENT. 


THE HAUGHTY NOBLE ON HIS ROAD .TO THE HOUSE, 
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MASTER GLADSTONE. 


GRAND DISPLAY 





OF FIREWORKS BY 


| See Cartoon Verses, Pp. 904. 
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THE IRRESPONSIBLE ONE 'AGAIN. 


RAILWAY PASSENGER. There! Now there's an accident, and here 
I am knocked all to pieces—nice treat this is! Let me collect myself 
and reckon up—there, 
l’ve lost four legs and 
three arms, and——— 

ENGINE DBIVER. 
Ugh! I’m worse off 
than that—lI’ve lost six 
legs and nine | arms, 
and—— 

Pas. But I've lost my 
head too. I shall never 
be fit for business again; 
here’s my livelihood 
gone! A nice thing! 
Now, / want to know 
what compensation I’m 
going to get for this? 

DRIVER. So do I—I 
sban’t be able to work 
any more. 

GUARD. No more 
shall I; but I suppose 








we shall have to grin and bear it. 

COMPLACENT AND CONTENTED PERSONAGE (stepping up). Oh, 
dear, pray do not imagine that! This isa most just and equitable 
country ; and he who is to blame always has to make reparation. 
Everything will te most satisfactory, and someone will be brought 
to book—ahem! (Sniggers complacently behind his hand, and steps 
slowly away.) 

PAS., DRIVER, AND GUARD. It really is quite reassuring to find 
somebody who believes that justice will be done. I wasn’t aware 
that anybody of that persuasion still existed. Ha! they are 
holding the official inquiry on the matter, and now we shall see who 
has to pay. I only hope that the verdict will be fair. 

COM, AND CON. PER. (appearing opportunely). You may rest 
assured that perfect and accurately-balanced justice will mark the 
verdict of the Commissioners, 

Pas., D., AND G. This person really is very reassuring. He quite 
makes one believe in human equity ! 

THE COMMISSION OF INQUIRY. We find that the accident is due 
to the engine being three wheels short, and having no means of 
turning off steam ; to the metals of the line being composed of putty 
_instead of iron; to the abolition of signals and signalmen by the 
directors of the company on account of expense; to the absence of 
regulations in consequence of the directors feeling disinclined to 
bother themselves; and to the general need of all kinds of latest 
improvements, brakes, buffers, Jamps, and most other things on the 
line, owing to the desire of the directors to obtain as much dividend 
from their personal shares as possible; and we therefore recommend 
the hanging of the whole body of directors. 

Com. P. Ahem! I'm really afraid that will be quite useless, as 
Parliament, in passing Jaws respecting railway companies has, in its 
wisdom, carefully protected the directors from liability of any kind. 
Ahem !—awfully sorry, you know. 

Pas., D., AND G. Well, but somebody will have to be responsible, 
'and to suffer for this “accident” ! 

Com. P, Oh, yes; you will find somebody will suffer; you may 
rest assured of that. 
(Chuckles blandly, and 
strolls airily away.) 
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t . . * * 

( Ape Pas. Why! Good 

—F v4 heavens !—look here, 
oy The compensation for 


our injuries is to come 
‘ut of the pockets of 
the shareholders ! Why, 
(‘m a shareholder my- 
self; so, in addition to 
receiving the injuries, I 
um to be fined to pay 
myself ! 

DRIV. AND G. Oh, 
you're well off compared 
with us. Why, Parlia- 
ment has just met spe- 
cially and passed a short 
bill to the effect that, it 
| being quite out of the question, and too shocking, to punish the 
sacred railway director in any way, and being at the same time 
necessary to make an exam le of somebody, the driver and guard of 








the train shall, though in no way to blame for the accident, be hanged 
by the neck until dead as a wholesome warning to directors. That's 
a nice equitable state of things ! a 

Com. P, My friends, I assure you that the recent decision of Parlia- 
ment has its roots deeply imbedded in justice and equity, and is 
watered by the rains of true impartiality and desire for the public 
good. Ahem! (Dances off.) 

Pas., D., AND G. Oh, this won’t do; there must be some mistake. 
Let us go and speak to Parliament itself. Why, this short Act looks 
for all the world as though it had been drawn up by the directors 
themselves. 

Com. P. (aside). Aha! Do they: suspect the terruth? I must 
conceal my identity. 

* a * am * * 

Pas., D., AND G. Look here, we’ve come to complain 

MASKED PERSONAGE (representing the PREPONDERANT POWER 
IN PARLIAMENT where RAILWAY QUESTIONS ARE AFFECTED). 
Oh, yes ; we know all about it, but it’s no use your bothering here; 
somebody must be the scapegoat, and why not you three? Oh, there ; 
if you particularly wish it, we will hang a couple of booking-clerks, 
and make the under-porters pay the compensation ; they’re not in- 
fluential enough to make much fuss; they'll do. The laws are 
characterized by the most unswerving equity, I assure you. (Aside.) 
By-the-way, why should I conceal my identity? Am [ not invul- 
nerable at every point, and; wholly above the action of the law? J] 
am. (Throwing off mask.) Behold in me the Complacent Personage, 
the Railway Director, and the Influential and Preponderant Law- 
Maker rolled into one! Now, go home and tremble, and keep quiet. 
* * * 





* * * 


COMBINED COMMONWEALTH OF RAILWAY PASSENGERS, SHARE- 
HOLDERS, AND EMPLOYEES. Look here—let us catch this omnipo- 


tent Director and compel him to ride on the engine. (They carry | 


out the plan. Tremendous collision, and general havoc.) 

PASSENGERS, AND OTHERS. Why, look; we are knocked all to 
bits, while the Director is entirely unhurt, and comfortably seated on 
the funnel, smoking a cigar ! 

COMPLACENT DIRECTOR. Yes, my dear friends; my influential 
position places me not only beyond the reach of the laws, but above 
the action of physical eventualities. It’s quite useless to try and get 
at me—I am the RAILWAY DIRECTOR. I shall now proceed to 
the House of Commons, and pass a short Act providing that you shall 
all be fined to compensate me for the inconvenience of seeing you 
knocked to pieces, and be hanged into the bargain ! 

(Red fire, and Triumph and A potheosis of the IRRESPONSIBLE 


RAILWAY DIRECTOR.) 








“ BuT, my dear child,” observed a father to a self-willed daughter 
“you surely ‘never intend to marry that young man! why he is a 
perfect stranger to us! we do not even know where he came from!’ 
“I don’t know where he came from, father,” replied the damsel, “ and 
I don’t care; but I know where he’s going, and that’s to church, and 
I’m going with him.” And so she did ! 








HOW ARE THEY GOING TO MANAGE IT? 
Captain Bilks (to our friend, Old Innousense).—“ Know nothing 
of the game, sir? Well, that’s odd! Exactly my case, sir, exactly 
my case; we shall have a jolly little game.” 
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KNICKNACKS. 


IT has been suggested that the authorities are desirous of putting : 

stop to Professor Baldwin’s daring exploits in the air. They can 

j easily accomplish this, by arresting the agile aeronaut at the conclu- 

sion of one of his exhibitions, a3 a vagabond without visible means of 

| support. By-the-bye, does anyone know whether he carries a para- 
chuting irons, after the fashion of the Far West? 











Colours at an election in Ireland?” 
| The O'Shallaghan.—* Och, yes, sure! Iny amount of thim.” 
| Brown.—* Ah, principally green, I presume?” 

The O'Shallaghan.—‘ No, bedad! the colours Oi've sane most used 
at a contested ilection have been black and blue, and they've chafely 
been worn about the fatures.”’ 


| Brown (anxious to pick up information).—* And do you wear 
i 


It is stated by a correspondent that the L. B. & 8. C. Company 
find a large source of revenue in the sale of waste paper, consisting 
of the letters of complaint they receive from passengers who protest 
against the unpunctuality of their train service, the absence of lights 
in third-class carriages, high fares, anil want of consideration. Pos- 
sibly this fact will account for the disinclination the company shows 
for the reform of abuses. —_—___ 


IT is not to be surprised at that Mr. Ritchie, M.P., obtained a 
favourable reception the other day in Dundee, for we all know, that 
like likes like, and many Scotchmen are itchy themselves—God bless 
the Duke of Argyle! 





LORD MAYOR WISEHEAD TO THE RESCUE! 


THE new Lord Mayor proposes to do away with as much of the ridiculous “Show” as he can, Serious objections to the intended 
reforms are, however, entertained in certain quarters. 


‘ 


THERE is to be a Conservative meeting at Danmow, and, whatever 
may be the result of the assembly, of one thing we may feel assured, 
which is, that, owing to the dissension existing among that most dis- 
cordant party, there will b2 no chance of their receiving the famous 
flitchof bacon, 

INSTANTANEOUS photography is to be brought into use on the 
Parisian racecourses, in order to ascertain, with absolute certainty in 
a close struggle, which is the winning horse. So that in future horse; 
will not only run for, but past the plate—a dry plate, of course. 
Horse-cartes will become as fashionable as dog-carts, and no doubt 
the photozraphs of the winners will be sold oa the course ai the 
“c'rect card.” 

WHILE Funniman’s train was kept waiting at a station the other 
day, he called the guard to the carriage window and observed, “ You 
expect to live to a good old age, don't you, guard?” “I don’t know, 
sir,” replied the official, “Why?” ‘ Why?” repeated Funniman ; 
“why, because I’ve noticed that at every station at which we have 
stopped you seem to be ever last in’.”’ 


IT is stated that the poet Wordsworth had no sense of smell. If 
this was the case, what an excelleat bargee he would have made for 
the river Lea. the horrible odours arising from which, since Tottenham 
has again utilized the once pretty stream for a sewer, have caused 
many of the poor fellows to bring up in ahurry, not only their barges, 
but their dinners also, 
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| Only! 
| ONLY a tear 
In a maiden’s eye ; 
Only a dear 
Little tender sigh ; 
Only a gasp, 
And a sob of pain ; 
Only a clasp 
Of the hand again. 


Only a wail 

From a weary heart ; 
Only a tale 

Of a poisoned dart ; 
Only a wild, 

Longing crave for sloth ; 
Only a mild, 

Pretty lady’s oath. 


Only a sigh 
From a heaving breast ; 
Only the cry 

Of a long unrest ; 
Only the spite 

Of a pain that preys— 
All from a tight 

Little pair of stays! 











WANTED. — The name of that 





OVER HEAD AND HEELS. 


Dealer.—“ WELL, SIR, OF COURSE YOU MUST TAKE "IM OR LEAVE ’IM, 
‘WITH ALL ‘IS HIMPERFECTIONS ON ‘IS ’EAD,’ AS THE POET SAYS!” 
Prosaic Customer.—* AH | YOUR FRIEND, THE POET, CAN’T HAVE LOOKED AT HIS LEGS? 


member of the public who has read 
the verbatim reports of the “ Pro- 
ceedings of the Parnell Commis- 
sion.” 


THERE ’E IS, 











New Leaves. 


Longmans’ is full of interest. When you have escaped from “A 
Dangerous Catspaw,” studied “The Frog and his Relations,” and 
regaled yourself with “A Fresh Herring,” then you may heartily 
enjoy the gem of the number, “Margery Daw.”—T7he Boy’s Own 
Paper this month has asbeet of portraits of “ our leading cricketers,” 
and another of “our leading football players,’ b«sides its coloured 
print.—The other serials of the Religious Tract Soc'ety are also richly 
provided with almost everything desirable.—7/¢ Jung Man is very 
good, and The Nursery Record is growing a valuable paper.— Howse- 
hold Words is full to abundance with good stories and other good 
things.—In “Good Cheer,” the Christmas number of Gvod Words, 
the story, by Katherine Saunders, is very tenderly told ; and the ex- 
quisite drawings by Mr. W. Small will give enhanced pleasure to the 
readers of “ Diamonds in Darkness.” 

The recent discussion of the question, “Is Marriage 
has resulted in a card game under that title being published b 
Messrs. Martin Clare and Co., of 14 South Street, Finsbury, whic 


may afford amusement for winter evenings.—The “ Canadian Pacific — 


Primers,” issued by the Passenger Department of the Canadian 
Pacific Railway, and obtainable from their traffic agent, 18 Cannon 
Street, London, will be very useful in educating travellers and plea- 
sure seekers as to the advantages of that route. 





A City Novelty. 


Hes MAJEsty has been graciously pores to confer the honour of 
knighthood upon the Lord Mayor, Mr. Alderman de Keyser, which 
event has given rise to the following observation : 


Wr'vE had Sir Reginald, Sir James, 
And mapy other knights before, 

But never has our list of names 

Yet boasted a Sir Polydore. 





a Failure?” | 





Suggestions for the Show. 


SOME persons are daily suggesting, it seems, 

All sorts of new-fangled, extravagant schemes— 

Pet projects, the fruit of experience or dreams— 
For the Ninth of November, you know ; 

So he who addresses you fain would suggest 

A notion or two (mind, most humbly expressed) 

Of certain new features he longs, with much zest, 
To observe in the Lord Mayor's Show. 


For instance, four Aldermen (if to be found) 
Who don’t vow that all civic doings are sound, 
With, say, three Board of Worksmen, who can’t be “ bought 
round” 
By a price—when it’s not too low. 
Also one Volunteer who applauds the Duke’s aim, 
And his method, regarding that Wimbledon game— 
These features, I fancy, would add to the fame 
Of our popular Lord Mayor's Show. 


Then I’d like (if enough of ’em now could be caught), 

Say, siz politicians who act as they ought, 

And with hate of each other are not overwrought ; 
And one similar kind of “ Pro,” 

To conclude, find (if possible) one of the band 

Who gained by the show so glitt’ringly grand— 

Who agrees in his heart with what now has been planned 
For this Whiteheaded Lord Mayor's Show ! 





“] WISH you'd help me with my home lesson, mater,” said young 
Blunderby the other evening. “ What is it, my dear?” asked the old 
lady, adjusting her spectacles. “ Algebra,” replied the youth. “I’m 
very sorry, my dear,” observed his mother, shaking her head, “ but 


| that there algeberer is al-gibberish to me.” 

















'TIS BUT A FEW STAGES. 
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A Mis-Guyded Victim. 


I HAVE comm fe ponent nen Fifth of November, 
Its gunpowder gushing “rot ;” 

For fg aie no reason that. this silly season 
Should “ever be forgot.” 

A parcel of jeerers, and snubbers, and sneerers, 

ade rabid remarks on the sly ; 

And at certain confessions of mine, and expressions, 

They shouted out, “Guy! Guy! Guy!” 


At first I remember that day this November. 
said we should all thank our lot 
That those wise men, the Tories, had by their great 
glories 
Made Britain a thric2-blessé1 spot ! 
“ All Conservative measures,” I urged, “are great trea- 
sures,” 
When, lo !—and I cannot tell why— | 
People danced all around me, and dared to confound me | 
By holloaing, “Guy! Guy! Guy!” | 





And next, I remember, that Fifth of November 
I chanced to remark, “ It is clear 

That, the journals we read now are truthful, indeed, 

now, 

And in them no ‘horrors’ appear. 

Their ‘ reports’ are well-founded, al/ properly grounded, | 
No ‘ bluffing’ in them meets the eye.” 

Then poor me did folks jostle, and cry “ What a fossil!” 
Also, “ Here’s another Guy !” 


And anon, I remember, while Anger’s fierce ember 
Lay smouldering deep in my heart 

(Where its nature was foreign), I cried, “I'll fetch 

Warren, 

And he will soon make you depart!” 

But (would you believe it ?) they didn’t receive it 
With terror, nor e’en did they fly— 

On a chair they first placed me, and afterwards chased 





YEAR.” 





me, 
Still calling out, “Guy! Guy! Guy!” 





Bustling City Man.—“ WELL, BROWN, HOW D'YOU FIND BOSINEsS?” 
Brown,—*“ FIND BOSINESS ; I HAVEN'T FOUND A BIT OF BUSINESS THIS 











A FIND AND A FOUNDER. 








Town and Country Mice. 

{Mr. Ruskin, in his latest work, complains that Shakespeare’s ideal woman is never 
lowly born, she is “a duke’s daughter, at the least;” whereas “‘the right life” is 
such as “that of the Swiss peasant girl.”] 

Ho, ye dramatists, take warning, 
Do not copy William § , 
Who, the peasant maiden scorning, 
Has no heroine ranked less 
Than a mighty duke’s grand daughter, 
That can neither spin nor toil, 
Since nobody ever taught her 
Work that might her fair hands soil. 


Let no fair and soft-voiced Celia 

Of Duke Frederick’s proud race, 
Let no royal-born Ophelia 

Oust coarse Phoebe from first place ; 
Let the Audreys and Nerissas, 

Rough of way, and loud of voice, 
Be the type of such a miss as 

Makes the lover’s heart rejoice. 


So henceforth, ye high-born ladies, 
Whose offence is rank, no more 

Doubt the lowly country maid is 
Greatly your superior. 

Heroes of the sock and buskin 
May make love to a princess ; 

Off the stage, says Mr. Ruskin, 
The ideal girl's a shepherdess, 





No wonder that the Shah of Persia, when over here, made the re- 
mark, “How these Christians hate one another!” The Bishop of 
Rochester has forbidden the Rev. Mr. Chapman, Vicar of St. Luke's, 
Camberwell, to preach in the Congregational Church belonging to 
the Rev. Mr. Tubb. Is this Christian love or State Church policy? 
But are, the Bishop thinks that every Tubb should stand on its 
own m |! 





Two of the Princes of Oude have accepted employment in Burmah. 
Oude have thought it? 








A STATISTICAL contemporary informs us that two-thirds more men 
are forced by want of education to make their mark on the marriage 
register than women. Our old bachelor contributor says that this is 
easily accounted for by the fact that those women who succeed in 
capturing husbands are naturally among the most clever of their sex, 
while, per contra, the men who are caught exhibit their mental in- 
capacity by falling victim; to the snares of the artful ones, 





PRovUD of our volunteers? of course we are—rather. And if one 
battalion finds a warmer place in the cockles of our heart than 
another it is that gallant corps, the “Artists.” A soldier’s life is 
second nature to them, accustomed as they are to “serving with the 
colours ;”’ they are equally at home either “under canvas " or covering 
it, and are sure to render a good account of themselves should they 
ever have a “ brush”’ with the enemy. 





DANIEL HAND is a merchant of Clinton, Connecticut. He has 
given nearly 2,000,000 dollars to educate negroes in the Southern 
States. What you might fairly termia“ free Hand,” we should say, in 
drawing—cheques. 





<—~- 








HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1889, 


Being the 21st Year of Publication. 


It contains Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse by leading Writers of the Day. Fully 
Iilustrated by the best Artists, 





“The latest. Number is one of the petgotons and most genuinely funny that has 
come under the notice of the public.”— of the World. sy 
of its predecessors, is profusely illus- 


“The twenty-first issue is superior to 
trated; an excellent sh sworth.”— The 5 

“It isacapital shilling’sworth, as the reader will find if he will but scan just a few 
of the contributions.” —#ntr‘acte, 

“The book is full of humorous stories, in prose and verse, by celebrities, The 
price of this stapendous work is only one s  —<Sloper's Half-Holiday, - 

“A more diverting collection of comicalities, and q humours of pen 
and pencil brought together within ite picturesque cover, it would not be easy to 
find ’’— Scottish Leader. 

“It woul! be difficultito find a fuller shilling’sworth of hearty amusement.’ 
Nottingham “arpress. 

“A better number of the Annual! has not been published for many a year,”—7he 
Stage. 
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AT this street’s top a station stands, 
While at the bottom—just to vary 

Affairs a bit—the Misses Gands 
Conduct a Ladies’ Seminary. 


A PROBLEM. 


And ev'ry day; as Arthur Brown 
Goes up to “train it’ to the City, 

He meets those ladies coming down, 
Who “eye him over” without pity. 
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Well, now, I put the case to you 
(It’s hard on Arthur, that I do thiak), 
What ought that meek young man to do? 
Stare on the ground or—what do yu think ? 








The Opening of Parliament, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


OF course you remember 
The Fifth of November, 
The gunpowder treason and plot, 
And also bave reason 
To know at this season 
That gunpowder isn't forgot, 
For + noi go fizzing, 
And banging and whizzing, 
Just whether you like them or no; 
And they sometimes do startle one s0 ; 
And you're sure to encounter the cry— 
“Holloa, toys! holloa, boys !—here's another 
uy!” 





I'll bet you a shilling 

That thousands are willing 
Lord Salisbury’s rule to impeach ; 

Nor could it surprise you, 

Were I to advise you 
That the Grand Old Man's Birmingham 

speech— 

So strong an attacker, 

Has gone off like a cracker— 
Attached to his lordship’s coat-tail, 


Which quite made him jump and turn 
pale, 
Whilst they greeted him.:then with’the cry— 
“ Holloa, boys ! holloa, boys!—here's another 
Guy!” 





A Nursery Rhyme for Foot- 


ballers. 
MAORI, Maori, 
Quite contraori, 

How will your record go? 
More often I'll beat 
Than suffer defea', 

Events will probably show. 





WE believe (rightly or wrongly) that hence- 
forward another terror will be annexed to 
the examinations of medical students in Ger- 
many ; for, in addition to the subjects hither- 
to compulsory, they will now be obliged also 
to pass in Morell Philosophy. 
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ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 








Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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(1) Two Yanks bent on “splicing”—a 
bull chanced to see, 
So they fied and got married while 
both “up a tree.” 


(2) Some rats down at Whitchurch who 
held “ upper” views, 


Of late “ sole”’-ly supped from nice 


new boots and shoes. 





“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


SU 


(3) The A pom a Footballers made a 


good goal 
When they met Albert Edward, a 
genial soul. 


(4) Jan Van Beers and a“ friend ” had a 
duel to the death, 

But they only killed Time, it ap- 

Beers—report saith. 
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(5) Some endeavoured to steal, by the 
phonograph's aid,| 
The new opera Gilbert and Sullivan 


(6) When Whitstables some have as 
booty designed, 

A guinea per “native” they're 
shell-fishly fined, 
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(7) A pretended deaf mute was of late 
soon bowled out— 
A deafinite sentence they gave him, 
no doubt, 


(8) A sponses romantic old couple 


Thst their parents both knew they 
were out it is hoped. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE EMPIRE.—Being oppressed 
with the cares and worries of 
existence and in a very des- 
perate mood indeed, I resolved 
—being invited to witness the 
first appearance of the new 
ballet at this hall of dazzling 
light—to see the performances 
from the commencement. I 
put my resolve into effect 
bravely, and live to tell the 
tale! also to record the curious 
fact that on the whole I found 
it not unenjoyable. I grew 
gradually tolerant of the whole 
thing as the evening advanced, 
and the whiskies exercised their 
soothing influences ; and though 
I thought there was a trifle 
more “acrobat” than was al- 
together necessary, I dismissed 
the defect with the pregnant 
criticism that it “didn’t matter 
after all.” At the conclusion ,I 

may say, I went home in peace and love with all men —also 

women. Nature, in all her phases (athough the faces seemed a little 
blurred), never appeared so beautiful, and the conductor forgot to 
give me my change out of half-a-crown. 











| THE first thing of importance that I noticed on entering the show 
| was that the box lounge was entirely empty, in which condition | 
'found its size, luxury, and comfort particularly impressive. The 
second thing of importance that I discovered was myself alone in the 
stalls. This monarchy of survey, however, was not of long continu- 
ance ; other members of the disgraceful confraternity of which I am 
the most degraded member appeared upon the scene, and the monarchy 
became a Republic which handed round cigars and cigarettes within 
its circle to the probable chagrin of the polite little boy who vends 
those articles on the premises. We had to fall back upon the local 
drinks, however—civilization not having yet reached the happy pitch 
when it will be d¢ rigueur for the pocket pistol to be worn at places of 
public amusement. (I will take no notice of the pertinence of that 
penultimate word.) 


OFFICIAL proceedings commenced as usual with an overture. 
“Styria Mazurcke” was the name of it, the composer being M. Hervé, 
who is the director of the orchestra here, but who is, of course, too 
great a swell to lead anything under a ballet! I think this overture 
must have been very well played, because it didn’t interfere with our 
conversation in the slightest degree. When it was all over, a party 
known as “Jolly John Nash” put in his appearance. He sang a 
laughing song. The first thing | saw on opening the.eye of intelli- 
gence, in my infancy, was Jolly John Nash singing a laughing song 
—and he’s doing it still. I shouldn’t like to “let on” how many 
years the interval covers (from which you will guess that it is a 
great many), but I’ve never seen any- 
body doit better yet. His is the genuine 
“tuneful laugh” that novelists write 
about. Yes, he’s still laughing; he 
ought to be called the Laugher-yet (or, 
if you prefer it, the Lafayette) of the 
Music Halls. 


Now we'll go to Coventry. Other- 
wise Miss Fraaces Coventry, who next 
appeared. She is what in these regions 
they call a ‘‘Serio-Comic,” and gave us 
a couple of songs with beautiful morals 
to them. Shesang well enough, accord- 
ing to Hall—if not all—standards, but 
her dancing is her strong point,—easy, 
clever and inspiriting, is the way I'd 
describe it. The Pinauds followed ; 
they possess an apparently exhaustless 
ingenuity im the discovery of musical 
instruments in unlikely places and 
things. A trioon a Railway-train, with 
: squib obligato, would make a nice, quiet 
ece with which to “oblige” at an evening party during the 
season; | recommend it to the attention of all amateurs. 
1 not say with what diabolical in.tent !) 
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THE EMVPIRE.—A NASi4-IONA], 
INSTITUTION, NASH-WKALLY 
FOUND AT THE EMPIRE 
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THREE young people called the O’Meers give quite the cleverest 
single wire performance I have seen. Everything is done without 
a “trial heat,” neatly, unhesitatingly, with grace and precision. 
Weighted Japanese umbrellas in lieu of the balancing pole of earlier 
custom add the grace of colour. 


AFTER this the ballet. This ballet is called Diana ; or, The Sleepy 
Young Man of Arcadia. The lady mentioned, we all know, is the 
representative of the Moon, and when you find that Mdlle. Palladino 
is the representative of Diana, you will readily believe my statement 
that there was a lovely moon that night—it is not often that you see 
a moon and a star all in one! But let me tell thestory. In Arcadia, 
a country where everything happens in French, there lives a young 
gentleman called Endymion, who is the “sleepy-headedest” person 
you ever saw. He is evidently fast asleep round the corner some- 
where when the curtain rises, and an old retainer is explaining to a 
young one that he won't take his shaving-water in. They retire 
disgusted. Two young ladies in lovely Greek nightdresses next 


try to arouse the sluggard with blasts upon the horn, but | 
Like failure follows the efforts of a corps of 


without success. 
huntresses, who dance, and sing, and wave bows and arrows with 
great vigour, skill, and abandon; not even for the _ special 
efforts of Diana will he wake (but her light foot would scarcely wake 
a fly!) until a bright idea strikes her. She'll have a bath. If that 
doesn’t draw him forth——-! But not even that will do it, probably 
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THE EMPIRE,—Diana.—* Bless me! what a sleepy-head. There he is at it again.’ 


because Diana bathes with her clothes on. He is aroused at last by 
the barking of a neighbour’s dogs (that rouses the best of us, as we 
know) and comes forth. But he is no sooner “forth” than he com- 
poses himself to sleep once more on a grassy bank, P.S. 

DIANA and her attendants having retired in 
they may be) de Fleurs, shepherds, shepherdesses, and children, who 
go through a series of complicated revels all round that young man 
without causing him to turna hair! One particularly pretty shep- 
herdess in a particularly pretty blue dress contemplates glove-winning 
as an anti-somnolent, but the elderly retainer gets “ nasty” about it, 
and she is not allowed to try its efficacy. She consoles herself by 
dancing a particularly pleasing solo, but the young man has the hideous 
taste to slumber still. At this point “the great God Pan” puts in an 
appearance, and by a number of vigorous leaps and twirls does 
succeed in arousing the sleeper once more; not fully, however, for 
he leans drowsily against a garlanded statue for awhile, and presently 
falls asleep again on another grassy bank—O.P. this time. 
now night, the proper time for sleep. All the mortals gé to bed, Pan 
and his very fine collection of white nanny-goats have gone, and Diana 
is also about to retire, when this perverse young man takes it into his 
head to get up to make love. But it is too late, and Diana leaves him 
to his well-earned fate while she goes to Apotheose (by proxy) on the 
new moon, taking a seat in that upper circle surrounded by nymphs 
who are not accommodated with chairs. This ballet is a charming 
one, the whole tone in excellent keeping—delicate, chaste, and cha- 


racteristic of the Pale Queen of Night. 


Nops AND WINKS,—It’s an odd thing for me to mention, perhaps, 
but there was an excellent show of chrysanthemums at the Aquarium 
on two days last week. NESTOR. 
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despair, the | 
game is taken up by a crowd composed of “ ceuilleuses ’’ (whatever | 


But it is | 
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How his poor arm did ache! 


liked it too. 
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And he had to pretend he 





LATER on a considerate idea occurred to her. 





“You’re’ Another!” 

[Mr. Gladstone observed, in replying to an address of welcome at Birmingham, 
that the whole defence of the Government resolved itself into saying to their 
opponents, “ You're another.”) 

GLADSTONE’S phrase is not a fiction, and it needs no contradiction, 

It applies to many matters in this nation. 

‘Tis not alone restricted, as Gladstone has depicted, 

To the present style of English legislation. 

In Commerce, Art, and Science, there's too much of this reliance 

On tu guoques one another's views to smother, 

Many people now display it, and they think—if they don’t say it,— 
“ You're another !” 


In political diversions, and alarums, and excursions 
(Especially in this vexed Hibernian question), 
It has grown (as Gladstone tells us) to such: lengths that it repels us, 
And is quite too much for cerebral digestion, 
But pray, does not the artist who imagines he’s the smartest 
And far above his palette-using brother, 
Say (or think) whene’er a critic dares to seem too analytic— 
“ You're another”’ ? 


And when, upon occasion, in the mercantile persuasion, 
One trader finds another not too honest, 

Pray, don’t you find the latter his accuser will bespatter, 
And declare that Ais integrity is non est? 

Oft, alas, such bullying Trojans are disclosed ’mong theologians— 
Some will wallow in mere controversial smother ; 

They ignore true piety’s teaching, and confine themselves to screeching 

“ You're another!” 


And this habit finds expression in what “ pros” call “the profession,” 
They, though often helping others in affliction, 

Seem to gain much satisfaction from a general detraction, 
And of others’ lack of talent hold conviction, 

And there are some who'll chatter, chatter, chatter.on a matter— 
But hold—I must desist, O FUNNITE brother, 

For if I prate unduly, you, my reader, may say truly 

‘You're another!” 








TOO MUCH CULTURE! 


AND we shall have more theatres than we have already, shall we? 
Well, I don’t care anything at all about it, one way or the other. 
You can open a new club, or a hospital, or a laundry, for the matter 
of that, and it would be all the same to me. I never go to the theatre. 
Of course I don’t. I’m not quite such a fool as all that. “The 
play’s the thing,” is it? Don’t you get quoting things. It’s a kind 
of bosh that I cordially detest. Supposing a man does know Shake- 
speare. What then? He’da great deal better know the beadle at 
the Stock Exchange. He would get a great deal more useful infor- 
mation out of him, you may be sure. J never read a play of Shake- 
speare through in my life, and what’s more, I never mean to. I don't 
go in for reading. And I’d stop all the lower orders dloing it, too, if I 
had my way. What’s the good of it tothem? On Sunday mornings 
the men that have had too much to drink on the Saturday, sit up in 
bed reading the rubbish. Or else they lean with their backs to the 
wall, taking in the latest “atrocities,” while they wait till the “ Blue 
Pig” or the “ Red Lion” opens. That's the good of literature, and 
education, and all that. A parcel of hanged nonsense. 

There was never a living soul a rap the better for being educated, 
I’m sure. It's positively aggravating to hear a parcel of lunatics 
meandering on about “culture,” and all that, “Culture,” indeed ! 
Nobody wants to be cultured. Have a good liver and a few pounds 
at your banker’s, that’s the best way to go through the world. It 
beats all your art and all that sort of thing. Art, too! They've been 
having some picture galleries opened, too, lately. And what's the 
use of that? Some say cheap and free exhibitions of pictures for the 
lower orders would refine them. Kefine them, indeed! Babbling 
rubbish, I say. As if a man, because he could see a Michael Angelo 
for twopence, would be likely to leave off drinking and kicking his 
wife! No fine art ever kept a man’s hand off a poker who meant to 
go for somebody with it. All the statues in the British Museum 
haven’t stopped people from blacking their wives’ eyes. Besides, the 
lower orders much prefer beer to all of it. A gallon or two of beer is 
better than a whole gallery of old masters. I don’t drink beer, and 
I don’t look at old masters, but I know what I’m about, for all that, 
Bah ! DIOGENES TUBBS. 














On the occasion of “ Professor” Baldwin's last “rise and fall” at 
the Alexandra Palace, the Prince and Princess of Wales—so we read— 
congratulated him on his “feat.” Sounds rather uncomplimentary 
to his head—doesn’t it ? 
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“The public ask why halfpenny post-cards cannot be purchased fora halfpenny. The Government are now paying the manufacturers £60,000 a year more for 


be obtained forelsewhere. When the fen wears’ (1!!!) contract ends, the total loss to the public will exceed 








to Britain on business, and wanted to see our rulers. He came 
sed of the public; his footstool was the Ministry; near by were 
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SM17H.—* | 
SATISFACTORY, 
COMPELLED TO /UT7 YOI IN THE CORNER." 

[See Cartoon Verses. 214. 
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AFTER THE HOLIDAYS. 


HEAR, MASTER MATTHEWS, THAT YOUR CONDUCT DURING THE VACATION HAS 
I SHOULD BE SORKY TO TAKE HARSH MEASURES, BUT I AM VERY MUCH 
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“LITTLE SACRIFICES.” 


Lord Harris lately lamented that the War Office has not been empowered to 
call out the volunteers even when there is ‘no hension of invasion.’ He 
thinks that the volunteers would not shrink from the sacrifice of being liable to 
turn out whenever the militia are embodied. Perhaps not; but the volunteers may 
be a trifle tired of being constantly asked not to shrink from sacrifices, 


and —— 80 very little in the way of privileges and encouragement in return.” — 


Newspaper 
ScenzE—A Public Place. A group of Citizens, 
Frrst C1T1zEN. Ye speak of Jones? A worthy citizen, 
one who, for the 

commonweal, hath suf- 
fered 

Much sacrifices. It was 
Jones who fought 

The recreant water com- 
pany that strove 

To roband tyrannize, e’en 

) to the Lords, 

All for the public good. 

| S#COND CIT. And it was 
Jones 

Who gave such sums and 
valuable time 

To found our reading- 
room, and schools, and 
gardens. 

THIRD Cit, And it was 
Jones—but Jones hath 
done so much 








That 'twere a labour to numerat2 
His sacrifices : doth it not suffice 
| To say that Jones is quite unparalleled 
| As an example for good citizens! 
| (A transparency at back shows JonEs in the act of enrolling 
himself as a volunteer.) 
Chorus of C1T1ZENS, Oh, this explains it. He's a volunteer! 
Oh, as a volunteer, he hath but done 
His threadbare duty in these sacrifices : 
Oh, now we think but little of his acte— 
The world expects them of a volunteer: 
'Tis his to sacrifice—endure—forego. 
Jones bath done nothing to enlarge upon ! 
a - om * - 
Change—JONES, just enrolled a volunteer, discovered sleeping. 
THE Spinit or Duty (alias LonD HARRIS) descends, and 
bends over him. 
Sersgit oF Duty. No longer, 'mid the ruck of men, 
An ordinary citizen, 
All, all that makes existence dear 
Forswear. O Jones, the volunteer ! 
Arise, nor pause to count the price ; 
But make a little sacrifice ! 





All old ambitions leave behind, 
Remarking gaily “never mind :"’ 
No longer value at a pin 
Thy hearth, or home, or wife, or kin, 
But only think how very 
nice 
To make a little sacrifice ! 
JONES THE VOLUNTEER 
(awaking). Is this my 
duty? 
isp. oF D, As a volunteer 
| It is expected of thee. Now 
at once 
| Thou hast a chance to show 
_ thy readiness 





To serve thy country. Lo! 
we call upon thee 
To mobilize—come out upon 


the march 
For, say, # month——. 
J.THE V. But this I can- 
ay ditty lets ob cen 
y yearly leave of absence 
from the office 
Falleth not now. 
Sp. oF D, (with withering scorn). “Thy yearly leave of absence |” 
Then say to thine employer, “ Let me go ; 
Give me an extra month, or two, or three ; 
And make no count that thou wilt lose, perchance, 
Some few base thousands.” 

















But I do misdoubt me 
That he might say me nay ! 
Why, then arise 
And take thy base employer by the beard, 
And say him thus, and thus, “I do defy thee 
And all thy tyranny. See now, I go!” 
And so march out. 


J. THE V, 


Sp. or D, 


Again I do misdoubt me 
That when I should return to claim my place 
After that month ye speak of, I should find 
Another in it. 
Sp. OF D, (with curling lips). Very probably ; 
And dost thou fear this little sacrifice? 
J. THE V. And if I make it? 
REPRESENTATIVE OF THE GOV. As some recognition 
We will refuse you any sort of means 
Of learning how to shoot ; we will decline 
To help you in obtaining waggons, guns, 
Parade grounds, means of transport—anything. 
MILITARY MAN, And we will say, with scarcely veiled contempt, 
Seeing thee pass, ‘ Oho !—a volunteer ! 
Ah! very well for play in times of peace ; 
But in the case of war—why then—of course,” 
And smile contemptuously, and shake the head. 
J. THE V. (struck with a sudden idea). 
Come! I will doit; and the rest of you 
Shall join me in this worthy sacrifice. 
(To Cabinet Minister.) 
Come, let us sacrifice our selfish ends 
In favour of the national defences ; 
I will resign my livelihood, and take | 
To “mobilizing.” You shall boldly make 
Those much required reforms, the cost of which 
Would swell your budget, cause your loss of office, 
And rob you of your cherished salary. 
(To Redundant Departmental Official.) 
You shall resign your several thousand pounds 
Per annum, saying, “1 am useless here ; 
Devote the money to the nation’s good.” 
(Tv Contract Official.) 
And you shall yield your little perquisites, 
Those little presents which contractors make 
(Amounting, say, to thrice your salary), 
And, ceasing to approve defective goods 
And “ pass” gross counterfeits, be of some use. 
(Tv War Office and Admiralty Incompetents.) 
And ye 
ENTIBE OFFICIAL WOBLD (as one man). 
Enough of this! These sacrifices 
Are wholly out of place, and unrequired, 
Save in the case of thee, the volunteer. 
We are astonished—startled—scandalized 
At such a proposition made to us. 
We really—too ridiculous |—good day ! 
(They depart hastily.) 


J. THE V, 














New Leaves. 


WITHOUT disparagement to the other attractions in The English 
lilustrated, we may point to the cleverly-written paper by Mr. Ashby 
Sterry on “Charles Dickens in Southwark ;” it is also cleverly illus- | 
trated by Mr, A. D. M’Cormick.—The admirable series of papers on | 
Railways, in Seribner’s, is continued in “The Every-day Life of | 
Railroad Men ;” but there is a great fulness of other subjects of equal | 





_ interest in the number.—The picture portions of Jilustrations are, | 


from an art point of view, far more interesting than beautiful ; but 
there is a very fine reproduction of Sir Edwin Landseer's “ Sleeping 


| Bloodhound,” from the National Gallery.—The Portrait and Bio- | 


graphical Sketch in The Magazine of Sport are of Mr. J. A. Warbrick | 
of the New Zealand Native Football Team.—The American Magazine, 
Babyhood, contains a lot of information that mothers ought to knew, | 
if not a lot more than they ought, or than is good for them to know. 





Startling News! 

OF all the Christmas annuals yet out, for right-down good old 
sensationalism give us ‘THE PIRATE'S HAND,” a complete story 
by Miss Clo, Graves, fully illustrated by Bernard Partridge and 
Maurice Greiffenhagen. This volume of one hundred and twenty 
peas forms the Round Table Annual for 1889, and, judging by its 

ighly-original and attractive cover, and its blood-curdling contents, 
few firesides will be without it this winter. It can be had every- 
where, price ls., or post-free ls. 3d. direct from the Publishers, 99 
Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 
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LOOK HERE UPON THIS PICTURE, AND ON 








THE TOAST OF THE EVENING. 
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THE TOAST OF THE MORNING. 











The Meeting of Parliament. 
A MOORE-ISH MEDITATION. 


SAY, can a meeting like this make amends 

For the time that our members have wasted away ? 
Each session the Tories commence only ends 

In muddle and fog, like a badly-made play. 

Again they will meet and grand notions design, 
Once more they will bicker and bluster in vain ; 
But (as all last session) they'll whimper and whine, 

And the only result will be nil once again ! 


They come, all these members, in glorious state 
Of all parties and shades, to St. Stephen, his hall ; 
For hours they will wrangle, for hours they will prate, 
Seldom showing the least common sense, if at all. 
In squabbling and raving their time they will spend, 
And on “ Party” alone (which is politics’ bane), 
Their souls will be centred. Oh, when will this end? 
When will Parliament work for the nation again? 
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NOT TO BE DONE. 
Collector.—“ Ticket, sir, please.” 
Rustic (who has just taken his seat, and is unused to the through 
train ).—“ Give o-op myiticket? Not me! Why, l’ve only just 
paid for it.” 











| Stocked coverts, and from merry meets, to “ town out of season.” 


| where, as in the home oyster trade, natives are suffering from com- 
| petition with Dutch; and where the slave trade is by no means a 


| busy at Law Courts. Mr. Bradlaugh, however, keeps a lynx-eyed 


_ Explosives. Sir Robert Fowler gives a Byronic narration of a “ Pri- 


| their cookery lessons.—Sporisman, Oct, 31st.) 


FUN ALMANAC ror 1889. 
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'HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1889. 


| 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. | 


THE session may be autumnal, but its opening day was decidedly | 
wintry, and Lords and Commons alike denounced the stern decree | 
which had brought them from snug country houses, from pheasant: | 


The Lords busied themselves for an hour or so with East Africa 


defunct one, inasmuch as the traffic in ebony goes on almost under 
the shadow of the Union Jack. 

First-Lord Smith intimated that the first consideration of the 
House would be the Estimates, and members present plunged into 
Civil Service Supply. Gladstonites mostly at Brum; Parnellites 


watch on the liberties taken with John Bull's pursestrings. 
Wednesday—Commons.—Niggers’ Supply. 
Thursday.—On this,;the 8th Novemb2r, the Commons follow an 
historical precedent on a memorable 9+b, by sitting in Committee on 


soner of Chillon ""—latest article of the Salvationist gender. 
Friday.—In Supply Commons emulate Arthur Roberts and the 
Avenue Company in “ putting it to the vote.”; 








My Gracious! 


{About thirty girls belonging to the Grove Road Board School, Lewisham, bave 
recently withdrawn from the cookery classes, with the consent of their parent- 
and the sanction of their schoolmistress, because they were required to undertake 
“the menial work” of washing-up the plates and dishes which they had used in 


THE schoolmistress who sanctioned this certainly committed a very 
stewpid act, in fact she made a hash of it, and deserves to be hauled 
over the coals, and to get herself into hot water, for how can she 
expect her pupils ever to be fit for hymeneal duties unless they under- 
stand low menial work? We are looking out for the following adver- 
tisement:—“ WANTED —A Lady (titled preferred); first-class 
character and testimonials indispensable, to wash up after Board 
School girls. Apply, ‘Mistress,’ Grove Road Board School,” 





THE GREATEST TYPE-WRITER.—Shakespeare. 
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Ready November 22nd. Price Twopence 





CRAMMED FULL oF Humorous PICTURES AND READING. 





JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. 


BEING THE 21st YEAR OF PUBLICATION. 
Universally pronounced by the Press to be the best Annual of the Season. 
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mE GIT TTT TMT TGR THT TT TAR Can it be? 
Vo me 2 pha 1] l el | ane Y/N [Sir Edward Olarke, while speaking at Guildford the 

. ears ‘ other day, predicted that “If the present Government 
continued in power, there would, by 1890, be no Irish 
Question to trouble them.”] 


On, hark to bold Sir E. Clarke, 
Who orated in manner prophetical ! 
The irrev’rent may deem it a lark, 
Wiikbiti = | n And to many twill seem theoretical. 
ihn’ Fe | ar. ||| | A strange event Ted did forecast, 
RT i Se i 4) i : x For he said (and with no wish to “bubble” 
them) 
If till 90 the Government last, 
There'll be no Irish Question to trouble 
them. 





What an optimist Clarkey must be, 
Such a longed-for result thus to predicate ! 
If his “ tip” could come true, you'll agree 
Grand statues to him we should dedicate. 
These Hibernian problems, alas ! 
E’er haunt us, howe’er we'd fain “ double ” 
them ; 
So how can it e’er come to pass 
There'll be no Irish Question to trouble 
them ? 











Why, squaring the circle’s a sell, 
And perpetual motion’s a fool to it; 
All naught to what Clarke doth foretell, 
And without any clause re Home Rule to 
it ! 
Clarke may think Balfour’s blusters will 
stay— 
isnees asatitieattiad That he Li (if *twere possible) double them— 
If that is the case, we should say 
AMENITY OF FRIENDSHIP. There'll be no Irish people to trouble them. 
Grace.—“I ALWAYS PLAY ‘SWEET AND LOw,’ AS GEORGE IS SO FOND OF IT.” 
Becky.—* OF COURSE, DEAR, HE WOULD BE; FOR IF HES NOT SWEET, NO ONE 
CAN DENY THAT HE 18 Low.” 
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A GALLEY SLAVE.—A compositor. 
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A Complaint from the Corporation. | Bracing. 
(After some feller by the name of Byron.) | _ bred ore = wt aan vy 
Fn Avy top ae ha rr death aac Those who wear them declare they help joys on ; 
KNow ye our land has a famine of turtle? | le ata i fuss, 
What bad news for feeds which this soup’s made sublime! Take large doses of this Equi-poise-on. 


How can aldermen care now what arrows may hurtle 
Around civic glories, at such a sad time ? 

Fond as we are of the real champagne wine, 

We loves turtle still more, it’s so fat and so fine ; 

And its lovely green chunks drives away all our gloom, 

And makes our round mugs with contentment to bloom. 

We gorges with gladness the joints, birds, and fruit— 

For every good dish does our appetite suit ; 

But the a thing on earth which entrances our eye, 

Is the rich turtle soup, which so dear is to buy. 

And now we are told that it scarce is, O fie ! 

Shall we aldermen suffer this lack when we dine, 

And pine for the fat of the turtle divine ? 

‘Twill darken each feast, like a day without sun— 

Who can smile at such feeds when of turtle there's none ? 

Oh, wild are our accents, and woeful as well, 

As hearts which is hearts can with readiness tell ! 























THE darlings are going ahead, and proud man is being daily taught 
his proper place. The latest female conquests fall to the lot of four- 
teen ladies who have taken Bachelors’ degrees in Arts at the Royal 
University of Ireland. Wouldn't these toilers and spinsters prefer 
i the “ married circle” to “ Bachelors’ degrees"? We wonder ! 





Two dairymen at Eastbourne, for diluting their milk with ten per 
cent. of water, have just been formally introduced to the working of 
the “ Food and Drugs Act,” with a taste of its penalties thrown in. 
rg i won't be such a popular “ watering” place for milkmen 
after t 

















Mr. PARNELL'S Highland fling—we mean Scotch action—is being INGENUOUS. 
fought appropriately “step by step,” and is evidently not going to be Stranger.—“ How d’yer get to the Old Bailey, Policeman?” 
won right off the reel. Policeman.—“ Well, most as I know get there in the Van.” 
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Playing 
. with | 
\ts Mother. 
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SWEET INNOCENCE; 


 “T oan NEVER THINK VERY UNKINDLY OF HIM SINCE THE DAY I FIRST SAW HIM, A BRIGHT BOY IN RED PETTICOATS, PLAYING 


| 
| 
| 
| 


} 


WITH HIS MOTHER! "—Gladstone on Lord Salisbury (vide “ Pall Mall Gazette’’). 








A SHORT but pithy circular to be used by the Selecting Committee Mrs. PopMORE is a great believer in a classical education for he" 


| of Art Galleries to be sent with rejected pictures.—Tekel ; Thou art | children. All her daughters, she says, have been thoroughly 


weighed in the balances and art found wanting. grounded in the dead languages at a young ladies’ cemetery. 











WHY tobacconists advertise so largely.—Because their goods are THz Even TENOR OF His Way.—“Sims Reeves’ Life, by 
made to be “ puffed.” Himself.” 
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WRITES to us as follows :—To THE EpiTor or Fun. SIR, 
are other scents of which I am not so enamoured ; and in a tramcar it was my misfo 


Hear my sad story :— 


A MAN OF COMMON SCENTS 


—I love the language of flowers—I adore their perfume. But there 
rtune once to be assailed by a compound of these. 





SITTING 


ue LADY OPPOS! 





HIS CENTLEMAN ALSO WAS 
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VERY TALKATIVE. 
eAwo THIS LAOY 


MARKS WERE 


iN PrpPEAMINTS . 


SOME OF THESE SHE 


PARTOOK. OrHERS 
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"OHIS YOUNG MAN. 
(WHO HAD TREATED 










Or 


HIS, HANDKERCHIEF 

TO A GOOD DEAL’ OF 
CHEAP SCENT) 
WAS GOOD |* 
ENOUGH 
TO 


EVIDENTLY 
BEEN RECENTLY 
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Re: 


|. 
ve, WR 
v5 
iv / ) : 
— => y 














Unoer ‘THESE 
C/RCUMS TANCES , WAY, 
1K, HAD Ja Nose? 

cAeove ALL,WHY AN 

ORGAN OF SUCH 

NOBLE PROPORTIONS ? 


vs 4 
MY 
8 AF 
‘ 
ss ‘ 
S + 
Vee 5g 
, 4 
L4 











After the Holidays. 
(See CARTOON.) 


THE scholars of St. Stephen's school, 
Reopen'd for an Autumn term, 

Are now once more beneath the rule 
Of Mr. Smith, who's fairly firm. 





Of course, they’re sorry to be back— 
Work isn’t half as nice as play, 

But lessons must be done, alack ! 
And end must ‘come to holiday. 








Well, there they are ; and Mr. &., 
Who takes the Ministerial class, 
Imparts with varying success 
he points in which they have to pass. 


But Henry Matthews—wayward lad !— 
Receives a warning quite severe, 
Concerning what his master had 
| Been lately very vex'd to hear. 
| 
For in vacation time, it seems, 
| His (Henry's) conduct did not gain 


Full approbation, whilst his schemes 
Were not what he should entertain. 


So he is told, straight to his face, 

That his good place he’s sure to lose, 
And will get put into disgrace, 

If he don’t mind his P’s and Q’s. 





On dit, the baby king of Spain salutes in 
military fashion—an infantry manceuvre, of 
course. 
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Cadbury's 
we” Cocoa 


PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 
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POINTEX-LNO. 
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Write as smoothly as a Jead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenay Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co.'s 
Pen Works, BirMInGHAM: or to their Wholesale 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London, B.C 


tor W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E« 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) In America cats have costly tombs— 
And also cat-acombs, FUN presumes. 
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(3) An ex-prisoner, late of his locks bereft, 
(2) Mr. Magistrate Bridge 'gainst the Barmaid seheme | (4) 


But the masher, at the thoughts of a-Bridge-ing it, 


Complains that a “(h)airy nothing * is left. 
An old pair, who'd neglected the nuptial knot, 
Had to tie it ere parish relief they got. 
(5) Two bottled-nosed whales that were caught of late, | 


7) Here's a new explosion for warfare strife, 
Started wailing and “ blubber”-ing at their fate. 


| (6) Fe | 
| Oried, “How doth Fates 
| out!” 





M.D., when caught, no doubt, 
pill-ory bolus 


—~ = 


— will blow you up worse than an angry 
wife! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THe AVENUE.—There is a great deal of difficulty in settling 
down seriously to write a notice of the new piece here, Nadgy—not 
on account of ite defects in particular, but 

wr, because the title is continually dragging at 
él - one and endeavouring to force one into the 
commission of patent and puerile puns. 
Virectly one attempts to use an Nadgyctive 
—there, you see! “an adjective” was what 
{ wanted to write !—it wil/ curl itself up into 
a partial resemblance to that title, and one 
Nadgyrally—I mean naturally—gets into 
such an Nadgytated —agitated —condition, 
that nothing but as speedy an Nadgyourn- 
ment—oh, dear, oh, dear! adjournm: nt—as 
possible to the nearest bar can restore ones 


cqnanimity. 


THERE is really very little to be 
said about the play anyway. It is 
thing, but evidently done to 


oe & poor 
5 attern. and there ia no need to be 
SEE p ; i. j hablvy serv 1] 
Za lard upon it, it probably serves ai! 


intentions. Mr. Roberts has a part 
2 which he will no doubt “ work up” 
in the usual manner, till it “goes 
with screams ;” and the ultra-Ameri- 
can Variety element is imported hot- 


and-hot in the shape—the sufficiently 
attractive shape—of Mdlle. Vanoni. 
What more can the patrons of this 
What more, in fact, do they desire: 


-—OUR “Von ONY’ 
COMEDIAN. 


eatablishment desire ? 





Mr. ROBERTS is already very funny in places (particularly in a 
song called “ Deportment,” which contains ‘ possibilities”) and 
Mdile. Vanoni makes a Nadgytant—there | go again !—after his own 
heart, I should say. The lady appears to possess an exhaustive 
knowledge of “kicks.” It would be interesting to know whether 
they are higher than her salary or more numerous than her ha’pence ! 
There is no denying that they display an Nadgylity—once more, 
dash it !—which can only be the result of long practice, and in the 
quality of “chic” she is gifted. That she acts ina constant condition 


‘of “wriggle” is probably considered quite en wrigg/e, and for nous 


and Messrs. Marsh and Tapley. 


autres who find it all in uncommonly bad taste, are there not /es 
autres’ 


THE solid part of the opera is in the hands of Miss Giulia Warwick 
The singing of the former is an 


/unmixed pleasure to listen to, and the latter, lucky in the songs he 


|to it all of very fine young la 
|and Clara Grahame. There is some good scenery and some very bad, 














had to sing, scored heavily and by no means undeservedly. Mr. 
Marsh didn’t appear to be in form exactly on the first night, but thoee 
who know his quality may be sure he has “ made it all right” since. 
Mr. J. J. Dallas works manfully and with some success, but I don't 
think much of his solo from my point of view. There is a “ backing” 

fiea justly led by Misses F. Melville 


and the dresses are elaborate, rich, 
and numerous, but not very striking 
in design. I'd nearly forgotten the 
music! I don’t think it is up to 
even the moderate standard of such 
things, to tell the truth, though I 
seldom care to judge music on one 


hearing. The only thing that 
arrested my attention was a melo- 
dious, if not very specially original, 


ballad sung by Mr. Tapley—* Let 
me woo thee!” 


THE PRINCESsS’s.—I'm always 
glad to meet old friends, so there is 
nothing but gratitude in my bosom 
for Mr. Henry Pettitt, in face of 
the whole host of old friends he has 
introduced to us in Hands Across 
the Sa. The good old folks and 
incidents cf melodrama, how I love 
ye all! The hero—*“ good easy 
man,’ who falls so lightly into the 
obvious traps by the so-well-known 
villain set ; that cool-headed, merci- 
less, and marvellously-lucky gentleman himself; the comic man 
who, in the end, when free from his comic love-making, confounds 


THE AVENUE.—THE OTHER VAN-ONI. 








him; the noble, long-suffering, and tearful heroine; the sprightly 
friend or relative (female) ; the wily foreigner; the siren; above all, 





Ta, 
46 


r blood stir withi 

One thing only I cannot forgiv 

Pettitt—he has omitted the lady in black without a bonnet and 
baby. Where is she: 


the Britons that never will be slaves—does not ou 
us at the very mention of them? 
Mr 
with a 


JOKING placed aside for the moment, and, though there is no deny- 
ing the staleness of the materials—and even the ludicrous i 
bility of some of them—the experienced and expert hand is manifest 
in the manner they are put together, and the scenery beiog r-ally 
good, sometimes specially so (a particularly clever chargein Act |! 

and the cast particularly strong,a performance of great grip and 
stea ly interest is the result. Mr. Henry Neville, smiling abroad and 
casting his hat back as of yore, has a bonhomie which is infectivius, 
and Miss Mary Rorke’s charm is as potent as it is indescribable; bu: 
it is something far more than this personal magnetism that stir 
hearts and holds our admiration during the agonized colloquy between 
the husband and wife, who dare not openly recognise each other. It 
ig the truthful art on all sides, in fact, which ennobles the trite 
materials. Mr. Pateman, as a Frenchman with a rather unlikely 
accent, plays with plenty of force, and tinishes with a striking, but 
wholly unexpected, paralytic stroke. ] 


“ss fy 


‘2 
Try) > 
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s our 


Mr. E. W. Garden displays his 
usual humour and ease, and Mr. W. L. Abingdon embodies vice with 
firmness, though with a superabundance of “ Now, look here's,” 


Miss WEBSTER'S Lucy is bright and made the most of, and ina 
general chorus of unstinted praise may be included Messrs. Julian 
Cross, Bucklaw, Edmund Gurney (capital bit of quietly gond acting), 
Eugene Mayer, George Skinner, and George Dalziell, who looks every 
inch a French Minister—there are a good many inches ! 


THE ALHAMBRA.—The numerous attractions at this merry home 





THE PRINCESS'S.—A RATHERRORKE-WARD CUSTOMER. 


of beer and skittles have been supplemented by the engagement of 
M. Gilbert, an “ Anglo-French” comic singer. NESTOR. 
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The Whether-or-not Plant. 
A DREAM OF THE FUTURE, 


WE'VE a plant that tells the 
weather, 
Taking note of ev'ry change ; 
As there's no end to the tether 
Of the cultivator’s range, 
We may soon expect a flower 
That will feel the public pulse, 
Tell when revolutions lower, 
Warn when crises will convulse, 


If we had it, it would tell us— 
As you probably can guess— 
That the Chamberlaits are jealous 
Of the Birmingham success ; 
And would shudder with aversion 
At the mention of Balfour ; 
And would shrivel at coercion, 
Or at Walter, I am sure, 





It would give forth odours grateful, 
And would radiant be to see— 

Taoough to Tory voters hateful— 
At, say—W. E. G. 

It would ripple into laughter 
At Sir William’s witty fits, 

And would go and chuckle after 
At our Labby’s cynic hits, 


[It would point with scorn at Stan- 
hope, 
And at 
Charles, 
And would mean: “ What could a 
man hope 
From such 
carles?” 
If Lord Randolph wandered nigh it, 
No opinion ‘twould express. 
But if Mister Smith went by it 
It would droop in sheer distrees. 


Matthews, and Sir 


vacant - headed 


So I'll dedicate these verses 
To the horticulturists, 
And Im sure they'll fill their 
purses, 
And will clear away the mists 
That veil us from to-morrow, 























If they'll work out my idea; 
Whieh they all are free to borrow 
At the Bank-rate for the year. 





“NEw SovutTH WALES sends 
away six millions of ounces of 
silver annually.” So says a con- 
temporary. ‘ Where does it send 
it?” says Poltwattle. “None of 
it comes my way.” 


Also those pretty dallerines, 








THE writing of plays has become so general that it is now almost 
a distinction not to have committed a drama or two. Those, how- 
ever, who, professionally or amateurly, desire to be in the fashion, and 
desire succinct directions as to the concoction of plays, and as to 
their chances of production after concoction—or who desire to know 
the best way to aroid writing a play—should at once consult a 
volume called “ Playwriting.” This book is composed of several sage, 
albeit amusing essays, which originally appeared in 7he Stage, from 
the office of which paper the book is now issued. . 

The Lifeboat, quarterly journal of the Royal National Lifeboat 
Institution, contains the record of deeds of daring, and splendid 
services performed in the saving of life at sea; which appeals as 
strongly as words can do for such liberal support as the institution 
richly deserves.—Amongst much pleasant reading in The Manchester 
VYuarterly, there is a very enjoyable paper by Mr. Richard Bagot on 
* Bohemianism.” 

‘ Volunteer National Camp,” Cannock Chase, Stafford, by G. H. 
Crawford Powell (Alexander & Shepheard), sets forth the seeming 
advantages of that particular site for volunteer purposes. 

Men and Women of the Time October number contains highly-suc- 


. T , n } r4 sttan Star j 
etsful portraits of Lord Tennyson, Madame Antoinette Ster! 


ing, ana 


BEHIND the scenes, behind the scenes, 
There came a “swell” of ample means ; 
Quoth he, “I'll mash these player-queens, 


Behind the scenes, behind the scenes! ”’ 


And at the wing—the O. P. wing— 
Reclined a sweet and “ giddy ” thing, 
Who'd come to learn to dance and sing. 


SOCIETY AND THE STAGE. 
The swel! advanced—but, with a spring, 
Jumped back as though he’d felt a sting | 


“Can I,” he cries, “ believe my eyes? 

The Lady Blewbludd in this guise?” 

“ Why, yes,” the high-born “ pro.” replies, 

“ Society now with stagedom vies.” 

“Gweat Scott!” he drawls—and straightway 
flies. 





Sir Charles Warren, with short, but very graphic sketches of their 
several lives.—‘‘ The Life of Sims Reeves,’ written by himself 
(Simpkin, Marshal], and Co. and the London Music Publishing 
Company). The vol. is very interesting; it contains many well-told 
incidents, more or less remotely connected with the author, but 





} 





beyond these and a recital of his engagements and triumphs there is | 


little indeed of the “life” of Sims Reeves —“The Baglioni,” a 
tragedy, by Fairfax L. Cartwright (Field and Tuer). The great 
Baglioni, a very bad lot, were richly deserving of all that they got. 
This play of the author his credit exalts; the work with its merits is 
not without faults —‘‘ The Dame and Her Donkeys Five’ (same 
publishers). This is one of “The Leadenhall series of Forgotten 
Picture Books for Children,” reproduced in facsimile of the originals. 
It is the first, and will be followed by others equally amusing. 

‘‘ Devlin the Barber,” by B. L. Farjeon (Ward and Downey). The 
strange sensationalism of this story is wonderfully imagined and dis- 
played. It is powerfully written, and the solution of its mysteries 
well preserved and worked out with surpassing strength. The cha- 
racter who gives the title to the story isa singularly skilful creation. 

“The Dangerous Man,” by Alf. J. Weyman (Roper and Drowley). 
Apart from a few inconsistencies, the book is fairly up to the 


average of the shilling sen‘ationailim of t aay. 
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THE INSINCERITY OF ADULTERANTS. 


IT has come to light that the present system adopted by adulterators is to admit the admixture of some harmless adulterant with the article sold, and adul- 
otal the harmless adulterant nyse ra ingredients. Example :—Ostensible commodity, raspberry jelly : nominal adulterant, “ fruit substitutes:’ accual 
ingrediente, oil of vitrio), impure glucose, algine, aniline, and raspberry ether. ] 
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The tradesman was so candid and straightforward! “I will not deceive you,” he said to the customer; “the article is adulterated witt a harmless admixture of 
bread crumbs.” And he smiled a smile of lamb-like and eternal truthfulness, 
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The customer could not resist the impulse : he embraced the trader, and wept down his neck. ‘So good—so honest!” he murmured, “in the midst of this 
disingenuous and unscrupulous world!” 
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But he had judged hastily, and there came a time when he loaged to recall that embrace. He ate the article, and became complicated'y unwell: he was suf- 


fering from the other ing ie. vitriol fs P - 
gredients—arsenic, vitriol, strychnine, dynamite, copperis. corrosive sublimate broken glass, v . | 

, - ,™e ’ i, ¢ ubilmate, ) 88, ve a pedlea —w : 

had omitted to mention. PE g rdigri , and needles —which the tradesman 
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DANCE BY SIR CHARLES 
ON THE 


E'U N .—Novewser 21, 1888. 
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BEDAD! 


RUSSELL—SIR JAMES HANNEN DECLINES TO TREAD 


TAIL OF HIS GOWN. 


[ Seg Cartoon V raea, Pp). 224. 
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BROWN-HIDE WILLIAM: 
A SEQUEL TO BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 


Svsay. If please, can you tell me the way to the docks? I 
Rie J Y en te Cash of 

my William. 

SHIPOWSER. 


* = 





“Will—" 





name. What sort 
of a person——? 
Scsay. What! 


Not know my 


ping! 
true- 
gallant 
seaman. 
8.-0. Hum!— 
I thought I knew 


British 








tish ” 


I'm 


mar eseription. 
fechaps you didn't mean “true- 
It's so easy to make a mistake in a | 


with one exactly answeriag to 
you veemplo: ed the right words 
hearted" and the other thing! 
word. 

Susan. Mistake! My William is the staunchest heart of them all 
—the bravest lad of all the crew ! 

S.-0. Oh, he might easily be that without being anything remark- 
able. 
doesn’t seem to me to be much to choose between ‘em for the qualities 
you mention. 


able to pick out your William. 

ScsaN. Pick out! He is already picked out—in blue on a white 
ground—anchors, and love-knots, and things on his manly arm. 

S.-O. ( pondering). Ha!—that gives me a little clue, certainly; I 


have one fellow something like that, only it's blue and red on a dark | 


brown ground—curly patterns all over his face; and he didn’t come 
exactly from Wapping, but from some island or other in the South 
Sea. 


Scsas. Ha'—here come my tormentors sgain—these inferior 
landluabbing young men who seek my hand, already plighted to Wil- 
liam alone. 

TomMyY ATKINS, JAMES THE PosTMAN, CONSTABLE Al, AND 
OTHERS (in chorus). Ah, Susan, discard this unreasoning attachment 
for one who has no official existence, and choose one of us. These 

| — alliances with those of Asiatic or African blood are always to 
_ be deprecated as tending to—— 
| Sc0san~. What—what can they mean’? What terrible meaning can 
be shadowed forth in these their mysterious words? Bat no, it is 
some base and unworthy calumny to deceive and wean me from my 
William. (70 Shipowner.) Produce—oh, produce my William! 
(To Switors.) And you, 
landlubbers, begone and 
lub in your wonted infe- 
rior style. (Sneers.) 
S.-O. Indeed, fair maid, 
the name you mention is 
not mentioned 
books; but, 
your true-love may have 





changed his name. How- 
ever, here are Achmet 
Abdallah, and Black 


Sambo, and Peter from 
the Malay Peninsula, and 
our tattooed friend—— 
Scusan. What strange 
and cruel misgiving racks 
my ae Can—it is 
my only hope—can this 
dark-brown party picked 
out in red and blue be, 
indeed, what remains of 
my William—changed to 
this peculiar hue by the 
| action of tropic suns upon 
his manly Lrow—his once curly fair hair rendered straight and black 
by the chemical action uf the sea-water—his stature reduced by some 
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“Willism”— | 
Cant | 
say I know the | 


_ sentences of my William? 


William of Wap- — 


He is a | me. (She carries out these plans, but with unsatisfying results.) 





- mostof our“ Bri- | 
seamen ; 
bat I can’t say | 
acquainted | 
Are you quite sure | 


I really don’t identify him from your description—there | 
| feel myself in a position to provide an adequate establishment 
Look here, I'll show you the assortment of tars which | 
(from motives of economy) I have on hand; and perhaps you'll be | 





on my | 
perchance, | 





six inches by the—by the necessity of sleeping in confined bunks? | 


danced with such vociferous applause when he figured under the pet 


name of T. P. Cooke. I will prove him As he does not seem to| 


recognise me (which is another disq 


uieting element in this affair), I | 


with him. (To the Tatteced British Tar.) 


May | ask you to give us a hornpipe? 

TaTroozp B. T. Yiss—yiss! Me speakee piecee Inglish. Bacco! 
—rum !—piecee money! 

Scsas. Again this faltering heart misgivesme! How can I recon- 
cile this rudimentary dialect with the long, heroic, well-rounded 
No matter—courage, poor little heart, 
and try again! I will fill his pipe, and mix his genial giass of grog, 
and throw myself, sobbing, upon his bosom; and then the light of 
recollection may, perchance, rekindle in hiseye, and he may recognise 


ToMMY ATKINS (with motives but too obviously base, designing, 
and unworthy). Hi! Hullo! Fire! Theship’s sinking! Two inches 


| of water in the hold! 


[Mad stampede among the British Tars (from Asia and Africa). 
In the very natural confusion of ideas consequent upon sudden and 
unlimited terror, they fancy themselres at sea, trample the captain 
and passengers under foot, cut each others’ throats, crowd into the 
boats, break open the rum casks, get mad drunk, and behare in a 
generally indiscreet way. | 

TomMMY ATKINS, ASD THE OTHER SciTors. See, Susan, your 
William is a less desirable person than you imagined! Accept us! 

Scsam. On reflection, I think you are about right. I accept you. 
Here is my hand—yet—oh! What is this ragged and emaciated form 


tramping about outside the dock-gates, selling matches—this starved 
| and wretched 





7 


THe FORM ALLUDED TO. Iam your William! I have concealed 
my identity because, being unable to obtain employment, | did not 





ScsaN. Unable to obtain employment—you, my William, the 
bravest and most able seaman in 

S.-O0. Yes, that is certainly true; but, you see, the fact is your 
William wanted a pound a month more than the foreign gentlemen, 
besides eating more : so, on commercial principles—( most shortsighted, 
I admit, in the possible event of war)—I discharged your William. 

‘ Flowrish of National Metal Fog-horns. Britannia, seated on 
an imperial throne (composed of oficial paper) arises at back, and 
stretches her hands over the heads of William and Susan. | 

BRITANNIA. Susan, wed your William, and be happy. J will 
provide for you. You shall have a lodging—nay, two lodgings, one 





on the male and one on the female side—in the workhouse of your | 


parish! Thus Britannia will never neglect her gallant sailors. Bless you! | 


[Red fire (by special permission of the master of the workhouse ), 
and triumphal investment of William and Susan in parish costume. 
Hornpipe by William, promptly suppressed by beadle az unruly 
conduct. Curtain.) 








It Didn’t Strike M. Zola. 


(“The amount of work turned out by a single journalist in the course of a year 
is really surprising.”—M. Emile Zola.] 
Ow his only chair in his only garret— 
And his only garret was dark and drear— 
Gracefully sipping his sixpenny claret, 
The journalist sat at the close of the year ; 
And a ret e glance he was fain to cast 
On the work he had done in the twelve months past. 


He thought of the pain of a burning brain; 
He thought of his appetite, aye grown less ; 
Of his blood grown cold, and his looks grown old, 
And then—of his reams of sublime MS. 
“*Tis well!” he exclaimed, with a gleesome shout, 
“ By George! l|’vea goodly amount turned out!” 


On his only chair in his lonely lair 

The journalist sat, and, in joy supreme, 
Recalled how oft he had soared aloft 

On the eagles’ wings of some heavenly theme, 
And the author's pains, in the author's pride, 
From the thoughts of the author were cast aside ! 


Then a change upon him there seemed to come, 
And his face grew dark with a sudden leer : 
“Oh! the journalist's life is a fraud, a hum, 
And the journalist's claret is small, small beer! 
And his bread is thick, and his butter is thin, 
And his pockets are lined with an absence of ‘ tin,’ 
And his creditor's smile is a fiendish grin, 
For ceuceily small’s the amount TURNED IN!” 


— 
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THE PARNELL COMMISSION. 
Ovk SPECIAL’Ss NOTES IN AND OUT OF THE LAW COURTS. 








Reconciled. 
(WITH APOLOGIES TO A BOHEE-MIAN BALLAD.) 

(“I am pleased to be able to announce,” says * Moi-Méme” in the World,“ that the 
Emperor William is now on good terms with his mother,a reconciliation having 
taken place between them.”] 

THE German Emperor Will who made his ma feel ill, 

By behaviour most rude and repelling, 

Has gladdened now her cup, for he’s kissed and made it up, 

And there’s happiness (pro tem.) in her dwelling. 
Though his heart is good enough, he’s been a little rough, 

Now his bitter feelings he doth smother, 
And, says he, “ Let dogs delight to insanely bark and bite, 

A Kaiser's best friend is his mother.” 


CHORUS—Then, mother, gladly sing, and kiss your own boy-king, 
For kings and queens should all love one another ; 
See the tear-drops in my eye, l’ll be good, ma, by-and- 
bye, 
For an emperor's best friend is his mother. 


| How sweet it is to see these stars of royaltee 

| Setting such a good example to their nation, 

Though just like humble folk, kings their mammas may provoke, 
They are not too proud for reconciliation. 

Though the Emperor's ma did groan at her big boy's naughty tone, 
She and Will have now embraced each other, 

And (until another time) they’!l chirp, in tones sublime, 
“A Kaiser's best friend is his mother! ” 

Chorus. 








Buy! Buy! Buy! 








Fon has the greatest possible pleasure in advising his readers to | 
urchase “ Judy’s Annual for 1889,” published at 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet | 
Street. Bound in a highly attractive cover, “Strange but True” is | 
one of the best shilling Christmas Annuals out. When we say that | 
the pictures are from the gifted hand of the late W. G. Baxter, our | 
readers will know where there is something really humorous to be | 


got. | 


OvB junior clerk is kept well up tothe mark. Punctuality isa | 
sore point with “the governor,” so he’s never late in the morning, for 
if he misses his train he's sure to catch it! 


"—s«Ready November 22nd. Price Twopence sid 
FUN ALMANAC For 1889. 


CRAMMED FULL oF Homorovus PIcTUags AND READING. 


JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1889. 


BEING THE 21st YEAR OF PUBLICATION. 
Universally pronounced by the Press to be the best Annual of the Season. 


“FUN” OFFICS, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, EC. 
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“AND THINGS ARE NOT WHAT THEY SEEM.” 








aa seees 8 


Dichey.—“ Tm! YES, ALL RIGHT SO FAR,” 
KNIOKNACKS, 
Prisoner's Pal.—“ But | say, guvnor, ’ow is it Bill's got a stretch? 


? 
. 


I were in court, and I thought as ‘ow ’e were ‘quitted 
Solicitor’s Clerk.—“ Ah, but there were three counts to the indict- 
ment, and——” 
Prisoner's Pal,—*“ Oh, if them blessed foreigneerin’ blokes ’ad any- 
thin’ to do with it, I ain't s’prised,’cos | know them Germin baker 
chaps was always down on Bill.” 


Chairman ot meeting in favour of Free Library to violent opponent. 
—'' Perbaps the gentleman will tell us why he is so strongly opposed 
to the establishment of a library.” 

Opponent. —“ Wy! wy? Wy, 'cos I can’t real, in course, so wot'll 


be the good of it t» me?” 


OVERHEARD WITHIN A HUNDRED MILES OF PENGE, 

Gentleman (in greengrocery line).—'’Eard that Bill Mullins ’as 
smashed up?” 

Honest-looking Dealer in Fish.—* Yes, the silly! But, there! 1 
ain't got no gem with the likes of ‘im! ‘Ere there’s a mug born 
into the world ev'ry minute of the day, and all a chap ‘as got to do 
is to find ’em out.,”’ 


WE understand that certain builders are in the habit of causing 
sugar to be mixed with their mortar, in order to protect the brickwork 
from the effects of the frost. We presume that this is more especially 
the case in erecting suites of apartments, and of course under no cir- 
cumstances would icing sugar be used. 


Customer (confidentially).—*“ But still you shouldn’t grumble, 
because you cannot deny that you licensed victuallers make a large 
profit.” 

Publican (sadly).—“Ah! not so much as you might think, sir. 
The water company’s charges in this neighbourhood are awfully high.” 

A LOVING couple, named Miranda Ellsworth and Jeremiah Simpson, 
residing in Connecticut, took it into their heads, the other day, to be 
united in the bonds of holy matrimony—up a tree! We trust that 
we shall not be guilty of treason if we suggest that it is subsequent 
to the ceremony, as a rule, that the husband finds himself up a tree! 


But perhaps it was an olive tree, and the branches tempted them. Any- | 


how we cannot get to the rect of the matter, and will Jeare it to our 
readers. 





Master —“‘ Give me the derivation of the word ‘ physician'!”’ 
Pupil (efter a few moments’ consideration).—" He is in the habit 
of taking fees from the sick ; thus feesick, or physic, and physician.” 


LAMBETH WORKHOUSE is to the fore again, but according to all 
accounts there's precious little of the /amb about the officials 
employed there. One of them named Payne is charged with causing 
es to one of the inmates, and as he was sentenced to a month's 
mprisonment a short time ago for a similar offence, Mr. Biron, the 
magistrate, observed that he thought the guardians were payin’ him 
a very bad — by reinstating him in his position. Does a 
man invariably become a “ Bumble” on being elected a guardian? 





“Now FOR THE COAT.” 








“Without Foundation.” 


[(“ Mr. Speaker; the statements that appear in public newspapers are always, so far 
as | am concerned, without foundation.”"—Mr. Matthews on Sir Charles Warren's 
resignation. ] 

THE mild, meek Matthews, that great Home Sec. 
(So beloved by all this nation), 

Who has not of his duties made a wreck, 
And has not gained execration,— 

Opines (and he'd like us to acquiesce 
With fervent corroboration), 

That the statements we read in the public press 
Are “always without foundation.” 


Now if the Home Sec. (it appears to me, 
And I say it with reservation), 

As old as Matthewselah lived to be, 
He could not be more lovei in this nation. 

But surely he doesn't expect that we 
Believe his asse veration 

That statements declaring he’s always at sca 
Are alwazs without foundation |! 














VERY PARTICULAR. 


Housemaid.— Why did you leave your last place, cook?” 

Cook.—*‘‘ Well, now, I'll just tell ye. The Misthress was very 
particular, and the Masther was the other way ; and, faix, they 
couldn’t keep a good-looking servant in the place at all, at all!” 


' Housemaid thinks the Misthress must have been much more 
particular than the Masther. 
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A Day of Sun Shying. 


A SHORT CHAP. (AFTER Loxc- | 
FELLOW) IN THE HISTORY UF | 
THE WEATHER. 


O DEUCED odd and darksome day ! 
Whereon shall no man find his | 

way; | 
Whereon it’s bad enough for,me, 
Not to be doing, but to see! 


Through every cloudy window- 


pane 
I peer for light, but peer in vain. ; 
I feel like one who's had a lit, 
“ touch ”"— " 
Or, if not that, a drop too much. 











I hear, approaching by degrees, 
Moaning celestial symphonies 
(By some unfeeling master blent), | 
My neighbour's favourite iinstru- | 
| 
| 





ment, 


The organ. And I marvel high 
How under such a dismal sky 

The fair Italia’s smiling son g 
Can stand there grinding all alone, 


From north to south, from east to 
west, 

The world is like a widow drest. . . 

But all at once the darkness 
shifts— 

The good old English fog uplifts ; 


And in the dusky distance looms 

A line of men, with hoes and 
brooms, 

Who, slowly and with measurei | 
reach, 

Collect a sloppy mud-heap each.' 


The rain, descending fast and 
strong, 

Threatens to “go it” all day long. 

I'll send a wire to town ; let’s see— 

“Please excuse absence. Sprained 
my knee.” 





THE host of the “ Nell Gwynne” 
public-house prosecuted one of his 
barmaids the other day for stealing 
sixpence, and it came out in the 
trial that the child—she was only 
seventeen—received eight shillings 
a week, out of which she paid six- 
and-sixpence for lodgings! One 
would almost imagine that this 
“publican ” desired his barmaids to 
follow in the footsteps of the illus- 
trious lady after whom his house 
is named ! 
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“FOLLOW MY LEADER.” 


A SUGGESTION, RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO THE RIGHT Hon. HENRY MATTHEWS, M.P., QC., 
HoME, SWEET HOME SECRETARY. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonDay.—General chorus on Opposition Benches, “ Charlie is not 
our darling,” and cheers arise from the same quarter when Matthews 
reports that Sir Charles Warren is now himself one of “the unem- 
ployed.” Moral: Government officials, don’t rush into print on 
departmental grievances. Certainly police machinery so inefficacious 
at the East-end that it’s high time somebody else tried his hand. 
Somebody else may not do more than Sir Charles in tracking or staying 
the Demon of the Kast, but he can’t do much less. Only one more resig- 
nation wanted, and then the country would be very much resigned. 
Now that Mr. Matthews has sacked one failure, let him sack another, 
id est—himself. There was a great cry, but very little wool regarding 
the position of the law officers of the Crown. Irreverent Rads. 
didn't seem to understand how an Attorney-General could be earnin 

his £7,000 a year, with £4,000 odd “perks” from the Crown, an 

another £10,000 per annum besides from private practice. But the 


looking into the court where his case has been tried,and which makes 
the poor beggar of a suitor contribute to the wages of the very clerk 








Rads. don’t take into account that mysterious lea non scripta, “The | 
Etiquette of the Bar,” which allows a man to take afee withouteven | 


who carries the bag of the learned counsel who takes the fee, but 
when the case is called is earning another fee somewhereelse. Oh, it’s 
a great institution, the Etiquette of the Bar, only in other professions 
they call that sort of etiquette by another name, and a very ugly one. 

Tuesday.—The cry is “still they come,” in the Lords, or rather 
there they appear. Enter Lord Savile, home from Romeing. 

In the Commons Matthews gives details “How I spanked War- 
ren,” and the Rads, headed by Jennings, and with Randy bringing 
up the rear, made a dashing attack on the abuses incidental to 
the Lord Chancellor’s patronage. Capital suggestion of Jennings 
that the Lord Chancellor's train-bearer should be supplanted by 
mechanism. Whole system rotten to the core, and it is on questions 
like these that John Bull, whether Torily or Liberally inclined, 
thanks his stars that there is a Radical party. All pay and no work 
not at all suitable to the age we live in, and if big-wigs want to pro- 
vide for their monkeys or flunkeys, let them do it out of their private 
purses, and leave John Bull’s alone. 

Wednesday.—Metropolitan Police Vote under consideration, and 
Horne keeps the pot, or rather “copper,” boiling. Harcourt half 
hints worse might be done than by recalling Henderson. 
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ALL RIGHT SO FAR.” 


“AND THINGS ARE NOT WHAT THEY SEEM.” 








“ Now FOR TAE COAT.” 











KNIOCOKNACKS. 
Prisoner's Pal.—“ But | say, guvnor, ‘ow is it Bill’s got a stretch? 

I were in court, and I thought as ‘ow ’e were ‘quitted,” i 
Solicitor’s Clerk.—“ Ah, but there were three counts to the indict- 


ment, and ps 
Prisoner's Pal,—* Oh, if them blessed foreigneerin’ blokes ’ad any- 
thin’ to do with it, I ain’t s’priseed,’cos 1 know them Germin baker 


_chaps was always down on Bill.” 





Chairman ot meeting in favour of Free Library to violent opponent. 
—‘‘ Perhaps the gentleman will tell us why he is so strongly opposed 
to the establishment of a library.” 

| Opponent.—‘Wy! wy? Wy, ’cos I can’t real, in course, so wot'll 
be the good of it t» me?” 


OVERHEARD WITHIN A HUNDRED MILES OF PENGE, 

| Gentleman (in greengrocery line).—*'Eard that Bill Mullins ’as 
‘smashed up?” 

| Honest-looking Dealer in Fish.— Yes, the silly ! 

ain't got no orn with the likes of ‘im ! 

into the wor 

is to find ’em out.”’ 


WE understand that certain builders are in the habit of causing 
sugar to be mixed with their mortar, in order to protect the brickwork 
from the effects of the frost. We presume that this is more especially 
the case in erecting suites of apartments, and of course under no cir- 
cumstances would icing sugar be used. 


Customer (confidentially).—*“ But still you shouldn’t grumble, 
because you cannot deny that you licensed victuallers make a large 
profit.” 

Publican (sadly).—“Ah! not so much as you might think, sir. 
The water company’s charges in this neighbourhood are awfully high,” 

A LOVING couple, named Miranda Ellsworth and Jeremiah Simpson, 
residing in Connecticut, took it into their heads, the other day, to be 
united in the bonds of holy matrimony—up atree! We trust that 
we shall not be guilty of treason if we suggest that it is subsequent 
to the ceremony, as a rule, that the husband finds himself up a tree! 


how we cannot get to the rect of the matter, and will leare it to our 
readers, 





Master —‘ Give me the derivation of the word ‘ physician'!” 
Pupil (ofter a few moments’ consideration).— He is in the habit 
of taking fees from the sick ; thus feesick, or physic, and physician,” 


LAMBETH WORKHOUSE is to the fore again, but according to all 


employed there. One of them named Payne is charged with causing 
a to one of the inmates, and as he was sentenced to a month's 
mprisonment a short time ago for a similar offence, Mr. Biron, the 
magistrate, observed that he thought the guardians were payin’ him 





a very bad —— by reinstating him in his position. Does a 
man invariably become a “ Bumble” on being elected a guardian ? 


But, there! 1 | 
‘Ere there’s a mug born | 
d ev'ry minute of the day, and alla chap ‘as got to do | 


But perhaps it was an olive tree, and the branches tempted them. Any- | 


accounts there's precious little of the lamb about the officials | 





“Without Foundation.” 


(“ Mr. Speaker; the statements that appear in public newspapers are always, so far 
as | am concerned, without foundation.”"—Mr. Matthews on Sir Charles Warren's 
resignation.) 

THE mild, meek Matthews, that great Home Sec. 
(So beloved by all this nation), 

Who has not of his duties made a wreck, 
And has not gained execration,— 

Opines (and he'd like us to acquiesce 
With fervent corroboration), 

That the statements we read in the public press 
Are “always without foundation.” 


Now if the Home Sec. (it appears to me, 
And I say it with reservation), 

As old as Matthewselah lived to be, 
He could not be more lovei in this nation. 

But surely he doesn't expect that we 
Believe his asse veration 

That statements declaring he’s always at sca 
Are alwais without foundation |! 

















VERY PARTICULAR. 


Housemaid.—* Why did you leave your last place, cook?” 

Cook.—*‘‘ Well, now, I'll just tell ye. The Misthress was very 
particular, and the Masther was the other way ; and, faix, they 
couldn't keep a good-looking servant in the place at all, at all!” 


| Housemaid thinks the Misthress must have been much more 
particular than the Masther. 
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A Day of Sun Shying. 
A SHORT CHAP. (AFTER LOXG- | 


FELLOW) IN THE HISTORY UF 
THE WEATHER. 


O DEUCED odd and darksome day ! 
Whereon shall no man find his 
way ; 
Whereon it’s bad enough for me, 
Not to be doing, but to see! 


Through every cloudy window- 
pane 

I peer for light, but peer in vain. ' 

I feel like one who's had a \ 


“ touch "— 
Or, if not that, a drop too much. 4 
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I hear, approaching by degrees, 
Moaning celestial symphonies 

(By some unfeeling master blent), 
My neighbour's favourite jinstru- 
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The organ. And I marvel high qs ee 
How under such a dismal sky pe 
The fair [talia’s smiling son . 1 
Can stand there grinding all alone. | “~ ||| 
From north to south, from east to | 


west, 
The world is like a widow drest. . . 
But all at once the darkness 
shifts— 
The good old English fog uplifts ; 


And in the dusky distance looms 

A line of men, with hoes and 
brooms, | 

Who, slowly and with measured 
reach, 

Collect a sloppy mud-heap each.' 


The rain, descending fast and 
strong, 

Threatens to “go it” all day long. 

I'll send a wire to town ; let’s see— 

“Please excuse absence. Sprained 
my knee.” 





THE host of the “ Nell Gwynne” 
public-house prosecuted one of his 
barmaids the other day for stealing 
sixpence, and it came out in the 
trial that the child—she was only 
seventeen—received eight shillings 
a week, out of which she paid six- 
and-sixpence for lodgings! One 
would almost imagine that this i 
“publican ” desired his barmaids to 
follow in the footsteps of the illus- 
trious lady after whom his house 
is named ! 
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“FOLLOW MY LEADER.” 


A SUGGESTION, RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO THE RIGHT HON. HENRY MATTHEWS, M.P., QC., 
HomE, SWEET HOME SECRETARY. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpDAY.—General chorus on Opposition Benches, “Charlie is not 
our darling,” and cheers arise from the same quarter when Matthews 
reports that Sir Charles Warren is now himself one of “the unem- 
ployed.” Moral: Government officials, don’t rush into print on 
departmental grievances. Certainly police machinery so inefficacious 
at the East-end that it’s high time somebody else tried his hand. 
Somebody else may not do more than Sir Charles in tracking or staying 
the Demon of the Kast, but he can't do much less. Only one more resig- 
nation wanted, and then the country would be very much resigned. 
Now that Mr. Matthews has sacked one failure, let him sack another, 
id est—himself, There was a great cry, but very little wool regarding 
the position of the law officers of the Crown. Irreverent Rads. 
didn't seem to understand how an Attorney-General could be earnin 
his £7,000 a year, with £4,000 odd “perks” from the Crown, 4 
another £10,000 per annum besides from private practice. But the 
Rads. don’t take into account that mysterious lea non scripta, “The 
Etiquette of the Bar,” which allows a man to take a fee without even 
looking into the court where his case has been tried,and which makes 
the poor beggar of a suitor contribute to the wages of the very clerk 





who carries the bag of the learned counsel who takes the fee, but 
when the case is called is earning another fee somewhereelse. Oh, it’s 
a great institution, the Etiquette of the Bar, only in other professions 
they call that sort of etiquette by another name, and a very ugiy one. 

Tuesday.—The cry is “still they come,” in the Lords, or rather 
there they appear. Enter Lord Savile, home from Romeing. 

In the Commons Matthews gives details “How I spanked War- 
ren,” and the Rads, headed by Jennings, and with Randy bringing 
up the rear, made a dashing attack on the abuses incidental to 
the Lord Chancellor’s patronage. Capital suggestion of Jennings 
that the Lord Chancellor's train-bearer should be supplanted by 
mechanism. Whole system rotten to the core, and it is on questions 
like these that John Bull, whether Torily or Liberally inclined, 
thanks his stars that there is a Radical party. All pay and no work 
not at all suitable to the age we live in, and if big-wigs want to pro- 
vide for their monkeys or flunkeys, let them do it out of their private 
purses, and leave John Bull’s alone. 

Wednesday.—Metropolitan Police Vote under consideration, and 
Horie keeps the pot, or rather “copper,” boiling. Harcourt half 


| hints worse might be done than by recalling Henderson. 
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A TRAGEDY OF THE LAST CENTURY. 
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Thy ‘ | He was very fetching in She wasa modest little creature, One day he met her, and, thinking she was She declined the offer, but he didn’t seem to see he 
' |. his own way of thinking. a'.d used to go a-shopping. “fetched,” he asked her if he might escort her wasn't wanted. Just then she blew a whistle. 
home. 
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And up came her pet, “ Tiny.” The next few seconds were spent in a At parting, he thought he heard her mutter some- 
mud heap. thing about “ Love me, love my dog!” 
Bedad ! And it’s doubtful if there’s anything that | Defies even the stern President to tread upon 
Sez C on they would rather do | his gown. 
(SEE CARTOON.) Than not to take it aisy, He will blow off like a cannon 
Experientia docet— But to sing the Marseillaisy, Against Mr. Justice Hannen, 
And ev'ry body knows it, And indulge in a big rumpus as they did at | And he certainly encourages a thought of 
Though perhaps unable to explain exactly Killaloo. Irish stew, 
why or how— Till one fears these sittings truly 
That Irishmen, world over, This Hibernian condition | May at last grow so unruly 
Feel especially in clover Can be proved by the Commission | As to put into the shade the famous brawl at 
Whenever there's a prospect of a thundering | Whose sittings are engaging the attention of | Killaloo. 
row. | the town, sean ithanaliisti 
They're mighty fond o’ fightin’, | Where pugnacious Sir Charles Russell, | UNWARRENTABLE ConpucT.—Chucking 





'Tis just what they delight in, Who seems eager for a tussle, | Sir Charles. 
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LINOLEUM. 


THE CHEAPEST IN THE WORLD. ALL new vesicns | ABSOLUTELY bh 
Warm to the Feet. Cheerful in Appearance. 
Easily Laid. Easily Cleaned. PURE AND 0C0a 
Guaranteed eux! in durability to any Linoleum ia the Trade | SOLUBLE. 


The words “ LANCASTER LINOLEUM " are stamped 


on the back of each piece, at intervals of about two yards, BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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(1) Lo, booklets are with dudelets quite 
the modelet— 


Their brainlets must obey Queen 


Fashion’s codelet. 


(2) This telegraph boy, who'd fain in 
stealing glory, 


Could now, we doubt not, tell-a- 


graphic etory. 


| (3) King Milan has at comic papers | (5) The Two Victorias (mother and 
blustered ; daughter) meeting, 

He fears their smart cartoons, the As widows, sympathize on their 
“cowardy custard !” first greeting. 

(4) A Maori king, through foreign con- (6) Bold Blondio’s nephew now doth 

fiscation, feats so clever, 

| Seems like to need the Charity | That uncle cries (in Prench), “ Well, 

Organization. selp me never!” 








(7) By telephone defendant guilty 
pleaded. 
Strange tales that wire might tell- 
if-only needed! 


(8) Against the Board of “Perks” raged 

Randolph lately. 
When he doth this, we never are 
bored greatly. 
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AND PUFFS. 

HE STRAND.—So many radically 
bad plays have managed to 
struggle into popularity, and 
achieve 


it be a bit risky to 
prophesy absolute os for the 
peculiar specimen com 
tence named Atalanta, wich 
has just been 
Luckily for my reputation for 
prescience, I regard prophecy as 
no part of the critic's duty. 
for me to say a play is 
good or bad in its degree, and 
leave the rest to fortune. I 
shouldn’t like to say, either, that 
Atalanta is the worst piece that 
was ever written. To decide ac- 
curately which play, in all the 
years, is entitled to that position, 
would require more knowledge, 
judgment, patience, and other 
virtues than I am _ willing (or, 
perhaps, able) to devote to the 
subject. But I do not think I 
shall be far out if I say that, in 
| any competition for last place, Atalanta would have a strong right 
to stand high in the betting. 





i 
THE STRAND.—Wee-nus! (Don't see the 
wee-ness myself.) 





Wat, for want of a better 
name, we have to call its story, is 
not a story at all—merely an inei- 

|dent. And as this incident, em- 

| bellished only with caricatures of 
racing men and women (general 
and particular), a liberal supply 
|of turf slang, technicalities, and 
| allusions, and a few absolutely 
| childish incidents, and attempts 
at humour—is spread over three 

‘acts, wherein no attempt at dra- 
matic construction is made, the 
barrenness of the land will be 

| obvious! Perhaps! write strongly 

| to prevent my writing more 80, 
suppose I say no more about it. 


THE charm and cleverness of 
Miss Marie Linden, and the mer- 
curial vivacity of Mr. F. Wyatt, 
did wonders to save the whole 
thing from being the most suffo- 
cating of wet blankets. The 
lacly’s imitation of “Our Mary” 
with the coaxing fit on, was delicious, and both lady and gentleman 
|are inspiriting dancers. Mr. T. Squire did his best with scant 





THE STRAND.— 





sy} 
N\s 





TSE STRAND.—*“The Grove of Apbrodite,” and Unter den Linden. 


,, opportunities, and some cheerful moments must be placed to his 
lit; while Mr. W. F. Hawtrey, without being in any way 










here. . 





startling, was quietly good as the King. Miss Alma Stanley was a 
«noble * Venus, and, in conjunction with some electric light, made a 
very pretty and effective tableau at 
the end of the second act. Miss 
Minnie Cunningham (not un- 
known at “the halls,” I believe) 
appeared as “Daphne, a dancer,” 
and gave us, twice, a taste of her 
quality. She is clever. Some day 
she pry more so; at present 
some of steps appear to want 
oiling a little. 


THE scenery is excellent, and 
some of the dresses are pretty, 
though nothing to make a fuss 
about. The rather elementary 
humour of putting a modern hat 
and coat over the Greek dress is 
freely indulged in. It may be 
funny, in some cases it is necessary 
for “impersonation,” but it always 
looks to me as though the gentle- 
men had dressed hurriedly and 
forgotten to assume their nether 
raiment! Some of the “charac- 
ter” songs in the last act, by-the- 
way, might -go for more if 
But, oh dear! it is weary work, 





THE STRAND.—Kiog Schenus— 
A very fair Actor, if not a Great 
Scheenus({ think I mean “ Genius”). 


entrusted to efficient performers. 
all of it. 


THE ALHAMBRA.—I was cut short last week in the few remarks I 
was about to make upon the abilities of M. Gilbert the “ Anglo- 
French” Comic (though he only sangin French). The gentleman | 
has suddenly returned to his native land, however (domestic affliction) | 
so there is no need to say anything about him—except that I hope he } 
won't come back againin his professional capacity ! They claim to be | 
the “home of ballet” here, and those two Al specimens Antiope and | 
Ideala are still “ at home” and look like staying for the present. 





THE SHAFTESBURY.— The Lady of Lyons—good old Lady of 
Lyons !—has been revived here. It was a day late in arriving, in 
consequence of a difficulty with the hydraulic curtain, which wouldn't 
go up on the evening originally fixed—the curtain got fixed instead. 
The contretemps was no doubt owing to the circumstance that they 
have no “curtain raiser” at the Shaftesbury. 





THE company come out very much better in Bulwer Lytton's | 
effective play than in As You Like Jt—reason why, all the points | 
are on the surface, and require but little delicacy of handling. Miss} 
Wallis is a presentable Pauline, and Mr. Forbes Robertson is a really | 
good Claude—such a Claude as one seldom sees. Mr. Mackintosh is | 
an effective and thoroughly popular Damas; and the same, minus the | 
“ popularity,” may be said of Mr. Bassett Roe’s Beauseant. The scenery | 
is new, and the dresses, which are from the able and careful hands of | 
Messrs. L. and H. Nathan, are 
picturesque and, as far as one 
may venture to judge, correct. 
Altogether a very “good time” 
may be had at this handsome 
theatre. But such a programme 
can only be admitted for breath- 
ing space. What next, Mr Lan- 
caster? Weexpect more of you 
than this.. 


Nops AND WINKS. — Miss 
Emily Soldene gives a matinée at 
Terry's on the 12th of next 
month, “to celebrate her ‘silver 
wedding’ with the stage.”—The 
Royal Victoria Hall continues to 
flourish with entertainments “just 
in the old sweet way.”—A farce 
by Mr. W. Sapte, Jun., has been 
added to the Globe programme, 
so that gloom no longer wholly 
reigns within those walls.—T7he 
Still Alarm, with the Princess's 
scenery, fire-engine, horses, Miss 
Fannie Leslie, Mr. C. Glenny, 4 
Miss Hawthorne and all, will be played at the Grand on the occasion 
of the reopening. The last performance there had something to do 
with a fire-engine. NESTOR. 





THE STRAND.—Shade of Apollo!— 
here's a Daphne-for-yer ! 
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The Child I Never Had! : 1 
~ A Domestic BALLAD. : : 


SHE was an infant fair to see 
(Her eyes, I think, were blue), 

Her lips were red as cherries be— 
(Her age I never knew). 

I lost her, and my life was lone— 
My heart was sick and sad ; 
She was my my only one— 

The Child I Never Had! 


ne e+ See aes eray 
night 


In Poa my pillow sought 
That infant, clad in robes of white 
(Made in fantilely short). 
Hae rs, 4 nd Why tear your 


Why feel so very bad?” 
She cried ; then melted into air 
The Child I Never Had! () : 


I hear the accents sweet and low A 
(I never heard of yore), JS ink 
I gaze on the familiar brow 
(I never saw before)! 
Hope rises like the morning star 
A parent’s heart to glad ; 
You are, you know—you know 
you are— 
The Child I Never Had! 






- 


~~ 





Jin-going it again. 

THAT “theatrical” peer, Lord Lyt- | 

ton, 

Who in warfare oft plunged Great | 

Britain, 

Opines that a nation’s morality, 

May be, when it chooses, elastic— 

And yet he would be, it seems, | 

drastic, 

On mere individual rascality ! | F 
In both of which statements we | 

view 

A Lyttony strange as "tis new. 





Not Tory-adore. 


THE Tory Party seems so much 
asleep, 

Or moves so lazily in search of 
glory, 

That many at its lack of “ back- 
bone” weep, 

And would fain rename the Party 
“ Dila-Tory.” 











Is an elderly person of Portugal | 





Pats Micitghan Dinan, “per : 
aA a ver gard Lhemooe, J cam act go well, yor brow 
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properly called a Portugeeser? 








Holmes, Sweet Holmes! 
AIR—Lasily guessed. 


[Oliver Wendell Holmes has just confessed that he takes a delight in his own 
verses, and that his blood kindles when he reads them. The following is perhaps 
what he says at these glorious moments] 
“ Mripst poets and poesy whenever one roams, 

Be they ever so glorious, there’s no bard like Holmes! 

A charm in him lies ; and his lays soothe my care— 

Nowhere through the world can verse with his compare. 

Tashao—Flolenea, Ho-olmes, sweet, sweet Holmes ! 

Be they ever so glorious, there are no ‘ pomes’ like Holmes’! 


“Without Wendell Holmes, ah, the Muse shines in vain : 
From Sins ban salty feu oy. glad _ will you gain. 
Im sing y from Spring un 
hed fom Fall unto Spring, yea, I chant, chant them all. 

Chorus—Holmes, Ho-olmes, sweet, sweet Holmes ! 
Show they ever such genius, there are no ‘ pomes’ like Holmes’! ” 





WHAT part of an actor's “ make up” material resembles the smoke 
from a gun?—The powder-puff, to be sure! 











WONDERFUL festivities and the highest of jinks have celebrated 
the twenty-first birthday of Mr. Paris Singer, youngest son of the 
American millionaire of sewing-machine fame. A performance of 
Faust was given in which Mdile. Van Zandt from Paris was the 
chief vocalist, and Mr. Paris Singer himself took the part of Mephis- 
topheles. Rather difficult to say, under the circumstances, which 
was the principal Paris Singer. Young men often sow their wild 
oats before ving at man’s estate, but it is a decided novelty to 
celebrate one’s coming of age by “ playing the devil.” 


The Irrepressible Sloper. 


“Pity More Bloper Cartoons,” by the ata W, Baxter, which; be 
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BCONOMY. They made them pay for building schools, and find their books 


and slates, 
THE of economy is greatly to be — i And voted them for taxes, tit and rates ; 
Its Seas eed and emphasized oye Lin maxims neat D3 y The ante ate seae the pepaink and nerves seen ma shelves, 
- sa . 
eae et, octet deere how beenited it looks | wes pellongy emp now geer hemsel ves 
When, eke chee = adrift wrap dna: ] Hogadod oe wwe ior diminishing expense, 
Economy wy ce a eh sey. some: finally they passed this resolution with accord— 
se oun ° “ That pew atm defray the whole expenses of the Board.” 


When bendy in bayonet and stinted his feeds. 


statesman , ing thy praise 
knows its virtue—as a party cry. Oh, there! Oh! beautiful economy! I'd gladly sin 
ite beauty should be preached about and publ ev'ry where, (At thirty bob a column) in a lot of — lay ! 
And cards in praise of it should be “struck off” and be Oh! beautiful economy! beneficent and true 
Dutlbetel to purchasers of half a pound of tea. When one’s electioneering, only see what you can do! 
The way School “ rates” diminished quite electrified the town ; 


“My! ain’t the Edjercation Board a-keeping exes down!” 
when that Board’s disbanded, it is palpable and plain 
That voting chaps will re-elect the lot of them again. 








Christmas is Coming. 

THE approach of Christmas is heralded by the appearance of 
Messrs. Hildesheimer & Faulkner’s novelties in illustrated books, 
booklets, opal photographic souvenirs, Christmas cards, &c, All of 
these are characterized by the same elegance and good taste that has 
always prevailed in their productions. The pictures are nearly all 
more or less clever, the most ambitious not being always the best.— 
“Rural Rambles,” published by W. H. Allen & Co., is a selection of 
verse by various authors, with illustrations of the pretty Christmas- 
card character by Messrs. Alfred Woodruff and S. B. Carlill, and it 
may be useful as a Christmas gift.—‘‘ The Happiest Half-Hour,” by 
Frederick Langbridge (The Religious Tract Society). This book of 
Sunday talks with children is composed of pleasing prose and verse, 
with passably good pictures, and forms a very appropriate gift-book 
for the good at the best time of the year for giving. 

Me heh His Lf To say that Messrs. Raphael Tuck and Sons’ specialities for the 
Ouq fon Sa : season are as good as ever would be saying much, but scarcely suffi- 

| cient. Every device seems to, re been resorted to for obtaining) 
novelty, variety, elegance, an uty, with an amount o success 
Boe ean eee ee ie anictng ar in deserving of rich reward.—Attention being called, attention will be 
His parents (poor, but honest) were but lowly, to be sure iven to the curious: fact that the “ Newest Patterns” in “ The Gem 
They both continued honest, and they both continued poor) ; ries” of Mr. J. F, Bennet’s “ Visette” Autograph Cards are “some- 
ut Mr. Barr he soon began accumulating store. thing apart” from his “previous publications.” Even so; it would 
Although the sum he started on was only one-and-four, be odd if they were not. 
Before a week had passed, by his economy and tricks, i 
He found his working capital exactly four-and-six ; ra 


And —e economy (in wages and such sort) 


umn 
SR LP 














And cash at interest to parties who were “short,” 
The people found him getting rich, and, honouring his hoard, 
Elected him a member of the Education Board. 


When Mr, Barr was called upon to fill that station high, 
Economy was, naturally, still his battle cry. 

“ Economy in private life,” he said, “so good and great, 

Is equally applicable to offices of state. 

The watchword of humanity, from cradle unto grave, 

Should be the monosyllable, the talismanic ‘SAVE!’ 

And he who gets two blades of grass for half the price of one 
May proudly claim the honours of a duty nobly done. 

Let gentlemen in office be alert with ears and eyes, 

And seize on all the chances where they can economize— 
This is the bounden duty of the people’s delegates.” 

And “ Ditto,” said the parties who were forking out the rates. 


An early opportunity the new official had 

Of putting into practice what the others called “his fad.” 

A lot of teachers made an application, if you please, 

To have some locks on doors repaired, pe | others wanted keys. 
Then promptly Mr. Barr declared that this would “never do ;” 
He also wished to know, he did, what things was coming to. 
“*Twill never do to entertain such wild demands as these ; 
We can’t go spending money on a lot of locks and keys.” 

His fellow members felt compelled in with his views to fall, 
For well knew “economy ” would re-elect them all. 

And so the serenely thus the application shelves— 


“ We're practising economy—so get the things yourselves.” 
Anon the teachers asked for books, and Barr remarked, with pain, 


“ Why, here’s these blessed teachers coming on to us again ! 
The tear of “ took-advantage-of ” dimmed each official eye, 




















And back they sent with promptitude the previous reply, INCONTROVERTIBLE. 

And soon the fact began to dawn upon them like the dooce Mrs. Straytlays.—“ Really, Felicie, you should be more careful. 
That teachers for economizing are a deal of use. Master Frank will see your ankles!” 

So when they wanted coals supplied, or desks renewed, we'll say, Felicie.—“ Ah, no, Madame—impossible. Voila, I have stock- 


The Board politely told them they might order them—and pay. ings on.” 
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“My love, my dearest life, I love thee!” said Hook- But, lo! Joy! A letter, acquainting him An interview with the lawyer moderated his transports. 
winch, “ Only my income is too limited for us to that, by the will of a deceased old bachelor The money was Hookwinch's on condition that he re- 
marry yet.” relative, he had been bequeathed £5,000, mained single. 





Venorer 


ERODICT 
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\ Lanter Damages 




















Hookwinch—alas !—took the glit gold, Who promptly sued him for breach of 
likewise an affecting but stormy farewell of his All of the legacy that did not go for 


beloved. penses, 


and gained the day. And all Hookwinch got for it was a 
went for legal ex- piece of wedding-cake, for she married 
someone else next 








PENNINGS FOR PROLETARIAN PERUSERS. 


By A PURE PATRICIAN. 


I AM not by natchah a jokah, but the editah, an under-bwed 
cwetchah, who wetahned this ahtiele, gwumblingly, on account of 
| the pohstawge, which, it appears, I had fawgotten to wemit, insahted 
| this sentence in his lettah :—“ Send it,” the cwetchah wemahked, “to 
|a comic papah!” As if a membah of Owah Fahmilay evah conde- 
| scended to be ludicwous! It makes one tittah, the very ideah ! 

The Common Hawd know veway little about Usaftahall. They are 
acquainted with Owah personal peculiawities ; they pewewse Owah 
pedigwees in the Peeah-age ; but Owah habits, Owah tastes, Owah pwo- 
clivities are caviah! Such infohmation as the witah, in weturn for 
a sahtain amount of that vulgah commodity, which, I wegwet to ree 
is extwemely raah in owah awistocwatic household—would be y 
to impaht, should pwove, to the Common Hawd, extwemely pwecious. 
I am told common witahs weceive lahge sums for hs on diffewent 
mattahs. A weally awistocwatic witah suahly would receive moah ! 

Owak Fahmilay is of extweme antiquity. Fahst de Talbot Fitz 
Hardup came ovah with the Conquehah. And when the Womans 
subsequently invaded Bwitain, and the Wahs of the Woses cawwied 
the Cwosadahs to Palestine—I abominate these dwedful datah—the 
wepwesentatives of Owah Fahmilay wendered distinguished sahvice. 

We possess a Caledonian Castle, an Iwish pwopertah, a Fahmilay 
Cawse, and a pedigwee of incwedible length. And to suppoaht 
owah weputation—a beggahly twelve thousand a yeah! O in- 
hewited chawactahistics are wed haiah—weal wed, not awburn—high 











wofiles, wetweating chins, im sight, and weak intellects. The 
ttah peculiawity is the wesult of bweeding, and no dwawback. 

I, Clementinah, am the eldest daughtah, and unmawied. My 
age weally does not mattah to anybody, though I gwieve to say it 
will be discovahed upon wefewence to the Peeah-age. As to the 
coahse emotion called Love—deah me! Well-bwed women ignoah 
it! Iwas betwothed at seventeen to the Duke of Doddah, a venaw- 
able Scotch Peeah, who had wecently attained his ninety-second 
yeah. But I wegwet to say he expiahed of pawalysis upon the 
moahning pwevious to our mawwiage. The blow was seveah, con- 
sidering that his Gwace had an income of seventy-five thousand a yeab, 
and a weally gohgeous pwoperty. Howevah, bweeding came to the 
aid of the beweaved Clementinah! I boah up. Though when in the 


Woles, and the undahbwed le who wite the Pwess say wude 
My bwothah the Mabquto-pweupascds: the whale ayoten to bein 
y bwothah t uis w . 
pwopah. What business have the pooah—— . . . 
(70 be continued.) 
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THE GENTLE ANGELINA. 


[*“WoMEN AND THEIR VICTIMS.—It was hoped some time ago,” says the Hospital,“ that the fashion of wearing the dead bodies of birds as trimmings for 
bonnets was going out. Such a hope, however, is doomed to disappointment. .. . It really seems of no use to try to protect birds. The loafer from the East- 
end goes forth and catches the male. Another bird murderer takes the female in the nesting season, and leaves the young to die. Yet how gentle, and sympa- 

. thetic, and tender the women who wear the birds can pretend to be when it suits their convenience.”] 
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Then she was puzzled. “I've got it for nothing—that's an immense saving.” 
g," she murmured. “But I can't decide wheth wring i i 
a hair-pin through its heart, and have it stuffed for my new hat.” neh agers Dene a ty ek mah 
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“HE WOT PRIGS.” 


BOBBY.—*HULLO, YOUNG FELLOW, WHERE ARE YOU OFF TO WITH THEM MILLIONS?” 


BALFOUR.—“IT’S ALL RIGHT, GUV’NOR, I'M ONLY TAKING ’EM TO MY UNCLE’S.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 236. 
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THEN THEY DIVIDED. 


M.P.— By Jove! A FOUR-LINE WHIP. 
TO THE House. NEVER MIND, WE SHALL BEAT THEM.” 








Wife of his Bosom.—* BOTHER! THEN YOU WON'T BE ABLE TO TAKE ME TO THE THEATRE 


TO-NIGHT, DEAR?” 


M.P—*“ OH, YES; IT'S SAFE TILL ELEVEN. BESIDES, DUTY BEFORE PLEASURE, DARLING.” 





IMPORTANT DIVISION EXPECTED, 


| A Pope-ular Diet. 
[The Pope takes several plates of 
| soup daily, and little solid food, and 
is thereby said to live healthily.] 
THE Pope he leads a healthy 
life, 
A life that is sound and stolid - 
He doesn’t eat things that need 


fork and knife, 
But soup he prefers to 
* solid.” 
And several plates per day he’!! 
not shirk, 
This soup-erior man of his 
nation, 
Yea, notwithstanding ’tis really 
a work 


Of soup-ererogation. 


Re Randolph. 
[Some regard Lord Randolph's re- 
cent moderate speech as a surprise. | 
OH, what a surprise ! 
No slang and no lies— 
Only a moderate, sensible 
speech | 
Why, why this disguise ? 


What's in a Name? 


A GooD deal sometimes, and 
London will be justified in 
looking forward with extra 
confidence to the official career 
of its new Lord Mayor, as it is 
practically impossible that a 
Whitehead should bear any 
resemblance to a blackicg. 








I MUST GO DOWN 


AN ARMY CRAMMER.—The 
Commissary General. 











| THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


ONDAY.—To a full house Lord 
Randolph Churchill demonstrated, 


mysterious a creature is the Public 
Prosecutor, by eliciting from the 
Leader of the House that the P. P. 
found in the Report of the Com- 
mission on the Board of Perks no 
scope for his abilities. All sides 
were sorry for the cause whieh pre- 
vented Mr. Balfour from moving 
in person his Irish Land Purchase 
Bill. In fact, however much they 
agree to differ on public grounds, 
our politicians generally display 








cases of personal misfortune. The 
Land Purchase Bill, as explained 


| by the Solicitor-General for Ire- 


tenant wrong, water. Mr. Gladstone show 
hardship for Pat in the matter of arrears. Since the peasant farmer 


the “rint ” he not unjustly regards arrears as affronts. 
It looks as though trouble is brewing in Queensland. The colonists 
are insisting upon their right to choose their own governor ; but my 
Lord Dunraven on Tuesday denied that right. Good gracious! if our 
_colonist cousins were allowed to select their vice-rulers, what would 
| become of placemen and aristocrats out of work? 
| Lord Halsbury took up the cudgels in defence of his appointment 
of relatives to public offices, declaring that the total list was composed 
of one gentleman who had been a registrar in bankruptcy for three 
years, and another transferred to a better benefice with a more bene- 
ficent climate. Query—Wasn't the gentleman whose appointment 
| over the head of a Jaw official of eighteen years’ service, which caused 





Chancellor, and hasn't that gentleman been subsequently promoted 


| Mr. Justice Chitty’s hair to stand on end, also a relative of the Lord | 


if demonstration were needed, how | 





an undercurrent of sympathy in | 


| land, is one which must make the mouths of English tenant farmers, | 
| whose morsel of tenant right is outweighed by an intolerable deal of | 
a very strong case of | 


is deprived of the benefits of the Land Courts, if he is behind with | 





_ to a still higher office ?—perhaps his lordship will plead that he went 


in his order—of course. 

The standing order in the Commons being hung up for the night, 
the debate on the Land Purchase Bill came to a head, and in result 
the Government scored another win. 

Tuesday—Commons.—To-lay was laid in his last resting-place on 


_ earth Col. Duncan—a man who, all sides agreed, deserved in every 


sense the designation “ honourable and gallant Member.” 

Wednesday.—The Government, in dealing with the Land Purchase 
Bill, evidently adopted the Macbethian view that “ if ’twere well done, 
‘twere ‘well done quickly,” and 
brought the little Bill (it’s a 
mere five millions) up for second 
reading on Wednesday. Several 
Radical spokes, or rather speeches, 
were put in the wheel, and the 
uncrowned king, by moving the 
adjournment, secured first hear- 
ing for Thuraday. 

On Thursday Mr. Byron Reed 
postponed his question as to the 
feasibility of a tax on posters, pos- 
sibly from doubts whether the 
House was Willing to listen to 
him. There was a full House to 
hear Mr. Parnell oppose the Bill 
for Nationalisation of the Land in 
Ireland (for, indeed, this Bill 
seems the commencement of a 
Henry Georgian era), not be- 
cause it goes too far, but because it doesn’t go far enough. 

Friday.—Awful incident in the House of Commons. Quoth one 
Rad. member to another, ‘‘ What's the difference between Smith and 
your valet?" Helpless victim gave it up, and the other thrust the 
dagger home: “One brings out your clothes; the other brings out 
Closure.” Result, Clock Tower. 











Just GOING TO PreEss.—A girl’s waist when her sweetheart is 


| expected, 
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THE DISSEMINATION OF CHEAP DISEASES. 

It is our duty to warn the public—to forearm the free and right- 
feeling Briton—against a Flagrant and Tyrannical Infringement of 
the Liberty of the Sub- 
ject which is being sug- 
gested in certain quar- 
ters. 

The other day we re- 
ceived a letter. It was 
dated from the office of 
the SOCIETY FOR THE 
DISSEMINATION OF IN- 
FECTIOUS DISEASES BY 
MEANS OF ‘PUBLIC VE- 
HICLES AND OTHER- 
WISE. It stated that 
the Secretary would do 
himself the honour to 
call upon us in further- 
ance of the views of the 
Society, and requested 
us to make some provision in the way of beef tea, invalid chairs, 
and so forth. 

At the promised time a hansom cab drove up to the door, and a 
figure enveloped in blankets was assisted out of it, and into our 
apartment. Having been made comfortable by the fire with pillows 
and so forth, he said :-— 

“T am the Secretary of the 8.D.I.D.M.P.V. and O. You will 
excuse my being a little weak at present, Mr. FuN, as I am just 
recovering from smallpox. The duties required of me‘are:exceedingly 
trying and exhausting, I assure you. As Secretary of the Society, it 
is my province to have an attack of some infectious disease at least 
four times a year, and to do my best to disseminate it. If you'll be- 
lieve me, I have ridden in no less than ten hansom cabs since leaving 
home this morning. You will appreciate my choice of hansoms for 
the purposes of infection : the reason is that that part of the public 
which rides in hansoms has been much neglected by the spreaders of 
infection, who have, in their unorganized and desultory way, con- 
fined their attentions to four-wheelers and omnibuses. They are now 
getting a little better organized, owing to the formation of the 
Society. However, to explain the object of my visit ; you may have 
read this paragraph in a daily paper.” 

He handed us a newspaper cutting, which read as follows :— 

“ The Metropolitan Asylums Board has resolved that facilities for 
the isolation of scarlet fever and other infectious diseases shall be 
offered, not to the poor only, but to the wealthier classes. The 
Board’s ambulances and hospitals should be available for the isola- 





_tion of any fever-stricken patient, whatever his position ; if not for 


the patient’s benefit, at anyrate for the better protection of the com- 
munity. The use of a hackney cab for the conveyance of an infec- 
tious disease, when an ambulance can be obtained, is without doubt 
a public danger, and might reasonably be made an indictable 
offence.” 

“ There, sir! What do you think of that?” screamed the Secre- 
tary, bouncing up from his chair, and then sinking back exhausted 
but indignant. “ What do you think of that last sentence for a 
disgraceful proposal to infringe the liberty of the subject? Where 
will British liberty be, sir, when a good and upright citizen can be 
prosecuted, sir—prosecuted like some wicked criminal who has abso- 


lutely stolen something—for merely spreading disease and death 
among some paltry scores 


or hundreds of his fellow- 
creatures! Why, sir, one 
would imagine that the 
fever-stricken patient 
were a creature to be 
shunned and avoided—to 
be fought shy of, and 
kept apart like a wild 
animal! The argument 
of the members of our 
Society is this :—JZ have 
suffered from disease ; 
therefore why should not 
Jones, Brown, and Robin- 
son suffer from <isease / 
Why should Jones, Brown, 
and Robinson be well and 
Yi? while I am, or have 
been, stretched on a bed of sickness? And if I can succeed in mak- 
ing widows of Mrs. Jones, Mrs. Brown, and Mrs. Robinson, why, 
then, I should have the grin of them. Now, Mr. FUN, the Society 
solicits your potent aid in assisting its agitation against any measures 
calculated to thwart its aims and aspirations. it has lately much 








extended the sphere of its operations, and requires funds 
increasing oxpuadivase.” = rer 
_ He handed us a recent report of the nization : among the 
items of the proposed pagans were the following :— 
To agitate for a Bill to render illegal the use of disinfectants. 
i amp a force of officials to spread disease by means of 
Fags, xc. 
To import Oriental lepers into London, and provide funds for 
their conveyance in cabs and omnibuses, 

“Now, Mr. Fon, I put it to you as an unbiassed person—would 
you, in this age of enlightenment, treat an honest and respectable 
citizen, who rides in an omnibus while recovering from smallpox or 
typhus, like some low criminal who steals a loaf, or defrauds the 
revenue?” 

“No,” we replied stoutly ; “we would not.” 

“Would you treat him like a forger—a Government contractor—a 
burglar—a body-snatcher ?” 

“No,” we said, with fervent decision ; “ not like that.” 

“ Would you treat him like a murderer—a jerry-builder—an Irish 
cattle-roaster ?” 

“No,” we said. “Never!” 

“ Then how would you treat him, Mr, Fun?” 

We pondered : then we turned over some pictures of guillotines, 
racks, thumb-screws, stakes and faggots, flaying apparatus, and so 
forth ; then we said— 

““Wedon’t know. These things are all so mild. We'll try to in- 
vent something more suitable, and let you know.” 








What Say-“gas”-ity! 


(Mr. Austen Chamberlain, the son of Joseph, but bearing more eyeglass and 
haughtiness than his “ pa,” is called by many in Birmingham “ Gasworks,” } 


YOUNG Austen Chamberlain annoyeth some, 
He, like his dad, disdains some questions vital, 

So not too popular has he become, 

They often call him “ Gasworks ” down in Brum. 
And say they cannot find a meeter title. 





“Ben Travado.,” 


It needs not much bravado 
To say that 8S. TRAVADO 
And his Co. make all true “ tubbers”’ dance a waltz, 
Expressive of their pleasure, 
That when bathing they've that treasure— 
S. T.’s Oriental Aromatic Salts. 





If It Were Only True. 


{It is rumoured that Lord Hartington has been so much “ exercised” by the mode 
in which Mr. Gladstone at Birmingham referred to his position and his speeches 
that he has abandoned his reluctance to enter the Ministry, and that before long 
we shall hear that the Liberal Unionists have been incorporated “ solid” with the 
Conservative party. Lord Randolph Churchill, who has long since been tired of 
his “outside” position, will be received back into the fold, together with the 
Liberal Unionist Leader.] 

Pook Lord Hartington’s lately so “exercised,” all through “ that 
Gladstone " at Brum, 
That a thorough and full-blown Conservative soon he is like to 
become ; 
And the Liberal Unionist party will go with him “solid,” we're told, 
To the gorgeous Conservative Party, 
And to.make this new concord more hearty, 
Tis said that the Great Little Randolph intends to return to the 


fold ! 


Thus Rumour, the thousand-tongued lady, has chattered abroad 
through the land, 
But the Liberals,“somehow, don’t weep much at losing a person so 
* ae 
In fact, these are Harty’s true colours; we're glad he at last is so 
bold. 
And methinks we shall not fret intensely, 
Nor wallow in sorrow immensely, 
To find that Lord Randolph the Reckless intends to return to the fold ! 


Of the two, though, we'd rather keep Randolph, who shows (as the 
Yanks say) “in spots,” 
Some little perception of progress, although he makes blunders in lots ; 
But Hartington’s “Liberal” notions were e’er of a blue Tory mould, 
So let’s wish the Conservative Party 
Much joy with its Randy and Harty, 
Who (thanks to “that Gladstone ”’) are likely to seek the Conservative 


fold. 
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A Mace-onic Mistake. 
ay Ga eee Seer eee uo aha Gpeaner mounted tae 
on as er t 
anise: Great cginbanation ensued.) 7 
OH, brave fellow Britons, make haste now to blush, 
And, to hide your dread shame, to your coal-cellars rush ! 
In Commons, that House at which none dare throw 


mud, 
There of late occurred something to curdle your blood ! 
The Great Golden Mace 
Was xot in its place! 
Oh, can you survive this heartrending disgrace 
To the Marvellous Mace? 


The Serjeant-at-Arms, whose most glorious task 

It is in the light of the Mace e’er to bask— 

And to place it in proper position whene’er 
The Speaker is ready to mount to his chair— 

(Oh, horrible case !) 

Forgot thus to place 

| The Mighty, Magnificent, Marvellous Mace! 

Oh, what a disgrace! 


And, lo, the debate had begun ere he saw 

His dreadful mistake, and he fainted with awe ; 

And what now will happen? Ah me, there’s no clue! 

But something most shocking is sure to ensue. 
This insulting the Mace 

May haply efface 

The good that M.P.s might have done in that place! 
Pray avert it, O Mace! 











| Stopping the (Car)toon. 
[Orders have been given in Vienna, «&c., that King Milan is not 
to be caricatured in the comic papers, as he doesn’t like it!] 
KING MILAN of Servia—moral young King! 
Who divorce from his queen has procured— 
Seems sub-Servia-nt somehow to ridicule’s sting, 
For he hates to be caricatured, 
Poor thing, 
He hates to be caricatured ! 


So all comic papers Vienna can boast 
To keep from cartoons are adjured— 
| That is, if their aim is “‘ brave” Milan to “roast ”»— 
For he hates to be caricatured, 
Sweet King, 








sid 





GREATLY IMPROVING THE OCCASION. 


Mr. Pleedwelle.—“ Do You KNOW, DIANA, WHAT I ALWAYS WISH WHEN 


I SEE YOU IN THE SADDLE?” 


Miss Ossington.—“ SOMETHING VERY NONSENSICAL, I’LL BE BOUND,” 
Mr. Pleedwelle.—“ THAT YOU WOULD JUST LET ME—FOR ONCE AND 


ALL—ARRANGE THE BRID-AL!” 


He dislikes being caricatured ! 





WHO says the “people” are incapable of apprecia- 
ting classical music? Of all the rooted institutions 
of the poor are any more rooteder than the Monday 

“ Pops.” ? 














©,.“"(THE PUBLIC-SPIRITED POLICE. 


wher i 


Or course the police are in the wrong. Whoever knew them to be 
in the right? I never knew any of them that were any good. For 
my part, I think it would have been just as well if Sir Robert Peel 
had never invented them atall. A man of the name of Colquhoun, 
who wrote about eighty years ago, said that the police were the greatest 
blessings of civilization. He was not much of a judge of blessings, 
you may be sure. Blessings, indeed! All the use the police are at 
night time is to turn their lanterns on at the windows, so as to let 


you know they are there and want something to drink. There's a | 


sergeant of police comes round here every night who makes it quite 
a business to dothis. He might just as well knock at the door and 
ask for drink as turn his lantern on, for it all comes to the same thing 
in the end. The parlour-maid here is engaged, too, to a policeman— 
a fellow with ever 80 much pomatum on his head, and who looks as 
if he could eat enough cold mutton to keep an army going. I 
haven't caught him eating any cold mutton as yet, but I'm sure he 
does, though, all the same. The beggar, too, comes and reads the 
weekly paper to the girl when he’s off duty. He's got a voice 
cumathing between a corn-crake and saw-sharpening. It makes 
me mad to hearhim. They say that he’s going to be made a sergeant, 
Because he helped to throw a brickbat at a mad dog, I suppose. 

Of course, the police abroad are ever so much better than ours. 
You may chaff about cocked hats, and all that, but they have more 
sense under ‘em than any of our fellows have under their new- 
fangled helmets. They do know something beyond the way of 
getting round a servant to part with her master's victuals. The 

ome Secretary! Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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JUST OUT. Price One Shilling. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1889. 


Being the 21st Year of Publication. 


lt contains Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse by leading Writers of the Day. Fully 
Illustrated by the best Artists. 





PRESS NOTICES. 

“It is cheering and entertaining as usual. Stories and verses are short, and very 
much to the point. The artists have done their work of illustration well.”— Daily 
Telegraph. 

“ The latest Number is cne of the brightest and most genuinely funny that has 
come under the notice of the public.”— ews of the World. 

“The twenty-first issue is superior to any of its predecessors, is profusely illus- 
trated ; an excellent shilling’s-worth.”— The Theatre. 

“ It isa capital shilling’s-worth, as the reader will find if he will but scan just a few 
of the contributions.” —Z£x/r'acte. 

“The book is full of humorous stories, in prose and verse, by celebrities. The 
price of this stupendous work is only one shilling.”"—Sloper's Half-Holiday. 

“The letterpress both in prose and verse is bright and varied, and the illustrations 
reach a high level of merit.”—Globe. : 

“This opal periodical fully equals, if it does not excel, most of its predecessors.’ 
— nO. . 

“* Hood's Oomic Annual’ comes of age this Christmas with its twenty-first issue. 
The man does not belie the promise of the boy. A capital half-crown’s-worth which 
anybody may buy for a shilling.”—Sunday Times. 











Just out. Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC For 1889. 


CRAMMED FULL oF Humorous PICTURES AND READING. 
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Not “I*-solated. 
[Objections have been made to the 
number of “I”s in Mr. Arnold Foster's 
election address at Dewsbury. It contains 
fifty-one ** I’’s.] 
THIS young man, to whose “Is 
many people object, 
Is not (as you'll readily own) 
The “ first person singular” in this 
respect— 
‘Tis a fault by a good many 
shown. 
Still he “1s with such frequency, 
“1s with such glee, 
That an “I”-sore his plan you 
wight call; 
But, with all his big “1s, it would 
seem as though he 
Is more or less dlind in them all. 


Not a Foe-pas! 
LORD RANDOLPH CHURCHILL in 
his last harangue 
(In which some welcome xous 
he seemed to show) 
Referred to Gladstone with an 
inward pang, 
And said, “ He’s our most for- 
midable foe!” 
Ah! well may Tories dread the 
G. O. M., 
For that antagonist can deal a 
blow ; 
Their faults he can so powerfully 
| condemn, 
Although they deem that foe 
not “ comme-il-foe |” 





County Councilloresses. 
A NUMBER of ladies are anxious 


to sit 
On the new County Council, 
we read ; 
Their ambition is natural, all will 
admit, 
For Woman’s our ruler indeed. : 
So to pose as C. C.s—like that ue tana 


“selfish thing,” man— 
They are eager to C-seize the 
chance while they can. 





“ NATURAL gasis found in several 
provinces of China.” So it is in 
several provinces of Great Britain. 





MUTUAL GRIEVANCES.—THE JOLLY 


Miss America,—“ Wa'LL, 1 GUESS YOULL HAVE TO STOP FISHING IN MY WATERS, OR YOU'LL 
° - FIND YOURSELF UP A GUM-TREE, YOU BET!” 

Miss Britannia.—“AND YOU'LL HAVE TO STOP FISHING IN MINE—CATCHING MY YOUNG 
MEN, AND SACKING POOR OLD SACKVILLE! 


\ 


ANGLERS. 


You OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED OF YOURSELF!” 
[ Left nagging. 








New Leaves. 


THERE is a profusion of good things provided for its patrons in Ze 
Penny Illustrated Paper Christmas Number. Pictures, poems, 
stories, and portraits vie with each other in competing for popular 
favour. Prominent amongst them are the successful coloured print, 
“Come under the Mistletoe,” with the graceful verses by H. Chance 
Newton, and the editor's story of “Diamonds Led, Hearts are 
Trumps,” though the other contributors are well deserving of un- 
stinted praise. 

“Texas Siftings Afloat,” by J. Armoy Knox, illustrated by Thos. 
Worth (Texas Siftings Co., Ltd.). This “ Log of a Three Months’ Cruise 
of the Yacht Champlain through the Canadian Lakes,” is full of amuse- 
ment, quaint descriptions, original and humorous turns of thought, 
which a clever and lively method of expressing them contribute largely 
thereto—altogether it “ Knox” you, and it is easy to see the“ Worth 
of the illustrations.—“Health Lectures for the People,” by several 
authors (John Heywood). This tenth and eleventh series of lectures 
delivered in Manchester in 1886-7-8, and printed together in book-form, 
if carefully followed might have considerable influence in bringing 
about the results they are intended to produce,— The Records of the 
Woolwich District,” by: W. J. Vincent, Part I. (J. 8. Virtue and Co.). 
These records are of more than common interest to more than the 
dwellers in the district. The illustrations are both quaint, curious, 
and truthful. 








re 


“ Byways in Bookland” is an attractive little volume, by Mr. W. 
Davenport Adams. It comes from a good old (Elliott) Stock, and 
consists of a series of essays full of fascination to all readers with 
literary, artistic, and dramatic tastes, 

We have received two cheap but highly interesting booklets, en- 
titled (1) “Sent Back by the Angels” and (2) “ Poor Folks’ Lives,” 
both the work of the Rev. Frederick Langbridge, and issued respec- 
tively by Cassell,and Simpkin and Marshall. Kach contain a number 
of stirring and pathetic poems, especially adapted for recitation, and 
are warranted, as we can avouch, to extract tears and laughter in 
equal doses. 

“Is Marriage a Failure?” edited by money Quilter, M.A. (Swan; 
Sonnenschein and Co.). Considering the prolonged excitement this 


subject so recently aroused in a popular weno | . it might fairly | 
no more. But “ 


be the ‘would this book a new 
sed easton! lerest is created by the logical ake of the 
editor, by Mrs, Lynn Linton’s “ Philosophy,” and by Mr. H. A, Smith's 
“ Digest” of the and divorce laws.— Beecham's Christmas 


Annual” (F, J, Lambert and Co.), like Beecham’s Pills, is a “ wonder- 


ful medicine” against melancholy, and a surprising production for a | 


penny. 


We may here take opportunity to mention Hood's Comic Annual, || 


which, as it issues from our own office, modesty will not permit us 
to praise as we may think it deserves; but we may fairly ask our 
readers to see in the press notices how other papers praise it. 
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WHY ARE THESE MEN DISTURBED? THE LETTERS WERE SLIPPED INTO THE WRONG ENVELOPES. 
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A Ss . 6 Ah ELMS, 


A SCHOOLBOY’S EXCUSE AND A LOVE LETTER. 





[N.B.—All the explanations in the world didn’t satisfy the Schoolmaster's Wife when she found tt. 











Whose 
Of pretty gol 


“ iin They’ve been living for years 
He Wot Prigs. On unhealthy arrears, 
(SkE CARTOON.) And I now mean to give them a sop, sir. 
W. E. G, H1, what have you got in your hand, sir? W. E. G. Well, I kn ‘ne 0 bit of i 
What scatter-brain’d scheme have you planned, sir? But you sts ine cashing - henen ate" 
a you es So I bid you beware 
y youre a And take very good care 
For at present I don’t understand, sir. For I’ll watch what you do with the swag, sir. 
A. J.B. It is only Five Millions, please, sir, 
Which I just have been able to squeeze, sir, 
Out of Mr. John Bull, About Iceland. 


d. 


W. E. G. But I cannot approve, all the same, sir, 


Of your playing this new little game, sir ; One copy weekly of this publication is on the way to Iceland. __ 
You have no right yourself “ yreele the commercial, the intellectual, and the political 
So to deal with that pelf, centre of Iceland—at once hand, heart, and head of the island—is a 
And I guess you are greatly to blame, sir. little metropolis of but two thousand peeple,” 
The reason the population is so small is—all the others have broken 
A.J. B. Irish landlords I’m wanting to prop, sir,— their necks, choked themselves, or dislocated their jaws when trying 
Excuse me for thus talking shop, sir,— to tell people where they lived. 





urse always seems full 


objects like these, sir. “The ordinary Icelander is a person who is phenomenally seriou’, 


seldom smiles, and neither can take a joke nor make one.” 
We are making arrangements to alter their benighted condition. 























of N = 
“Invaluable in facial N 


acribed it.” —Medical Press. 





Conga Cisinres PENS Cadbury s 


The Specific for NEURALGIA. 


oF maintains its reputation in the treatment 
curaigin.” Lancet iat, Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch PURE AND C a 
effective in all those cases in which we have pre- ah toss Gade i ee rd waned Remote SOLUBLE. 


Ss. Od., 4s. Gd., & lis. Of all Chemists. Pan Worcs, Birmincuam; or to their Wholesale | BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 








SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 

















or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co.'s 





Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London. E.C 
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a fainting lady-witneers, 
*Tis feared that several ladies now 
will aim at fainting fit-ners. 


(2) “Slugger” Sailivan is now a sport- 





ing editor—how mystic ; 
His contributors may p’r’apes be | 
“ crowded out” in manner fistic. 






(i, Because the Queea wrote kingly to.) (3) Tce * Bouianger Marcu” 1s popular, 


but B. by some is hated ; 
Some would have the brave Boulan- 
ger march from Paris, it is stated. 


(4) By Stanhope’s queer excuse the Ger- 

man bayonet theme's not settled, 

So no wonder British workmen are 
extremely bayo-nettle:. 
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(5) When toils enterprimag wright 
isn’t writing, ien't writing, 
He finds of his 
lady s dresses most delighting. 
(6, A fifteen-year-old damsel has for 
forgery admonisbed ; 
If you find a baby forger soon, you 
must not be astonished. 





(7) The Sussex County Councillors won't 
have candidates unmarried— 


a 
This candidate might suit them, if 
he to the poll were carried, 
(3) Dinnken Seon indies at Waterloo, 
arouse 
But Wat-er-loo-sing game to play! 
“ Police” is nom their station. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tae JopRELL.—The t want of success which attended the 
production of Mr. James Mortimer’s play, The Alderman, the other 








THE JODRELL,—ARRANGING THE LORD MAYORS SHOW. = sau V0/240) 


evening, arose from obvious and, in some cases, remova)le defects; 
so that it is by no means impossible that, by the time these lines are 
in print, it may have become a sufficiently entertaining piece of work. 
As it stood for criticism on this occasion, it was ill-cast, badly stage- 
managed, not over brilliant in dialogue, and discursive—a long con- 
vereation between the heroine and the Alderman in the second act 
concerning the Lord Mayor’s show, and other uninteresting and ex- 
traneous matters, should go “by the board.” The call for brilliant 
dialogue is not very imperative, however, as the plot is good. 


WITHOUT altogether exonerating the play, it must be said that a 
lapae proportion of its (on the whole) depressing influence must be 
ted to the want of spirit in the acting. r. Henry Ashley, ia 
the chief part, was curiously tame, and Mr, Sidney Harcourt, wont 
on occasion to raise the smile, was particularly wooden ; he 
shines better in parts of b eccentricity. Mr. Compton Coutts 
did all that :vas necessary, a. an — part, but 
neither Mr. W. H, Pennington nor Mr. Mark Kinghorne was happy, 
the former the less so. Mr. E, M. Robson was, however, rather smart 
as & little lawyer, and Mr. Royce Carleton’s performance was 
excel clear-cut, decisive and tive ; it was not his fault 
that his utterances frequently descended to mere chatter. 


THE ladies came through their tasks with better credit than they 
of the lordly sex. Indeed, in the case of Miss Gabrielle Goldney we 
were treated to a very genuine and very charming bit of acting. 
There was no serious fault to be found either with Miss Lilian Mill- 
ward or Miss Annie White, and Miss Nellie Lingard was perliaps wise 
in leaving the peculiarities of the American young lady unaccentu- 


WONDER iF woR«'s 





THE PRINCESS §.—“‘ HANDS’ ACROSS THE SEa.” 


ated, The comedy was preceded by A White Lie, another adaptation 





by the same author, which, it seemed to me, might have been taken 
in a lighter vein. 





THE STRAND.—An excellent one-act piece precedes Atalanta here, 
and is called A Highland Legacy. It is written by Mr. Brandon 
Thomas, who acts part of a kilted Highlander therein with dry 
truthfulness. A clever little piece, well acted allround. I forgot to 
mention it last week. Mea culpa! 


THE PrRiINncess'’s.—Under somebody's auspices—one can never be 
quite certain whose at the Princess’s—Mr. Jocelyn Brandon's English 
version of Daudet’s L’Arléssiene, called The Love that Kills, was 
revived at the firat of a series of matinées on the 25th ult. To Miss 

hie E who ap in her original part of “the mother ”— 
credit of directing the performance, and her impersona- 

tion, with that of Mr. Laurence Cautley as her particularly 
uninteresting son, is strong and commendable. The most attractive 
thing about the play is Bizet’s music, which, however, has been heard 
to better advantage, though there is no need to deal hardly with the 
performers under Mr. Connolly’s sway, who lack more in numbers 
than merit. On the whole, it is a nice, dismal, gloomy sort of enter- 
tainment—just the thing for Christmas-time !—~and one quite outside 
British sympathies, (Thanks be!) The efforts of Miss Enid Leslie 
and Mr. Julian Cross merit favourable mention. Miss Grace Haw- 


thorne plays Vivette. 


PORTMAN Rooms, W.—A series of “ Bohemian Concerts,” which is 
in the course of being “ worked off” here, under the direction of Mr. 
Norfolk Megone, took the turn of a “ Ladies’ Night” last week— 
“smokers” being the general character of them, The Concerts are 
given in aid of King’s College Hospital, and are cheery and well- 
conducted affairs. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. J. 8. Wood, the energetic “m:n on the 





THE COURT. —“**Cox’ AND Box.” 


spot” at the late Irish Exhibition, informs us that the Old Irish 
Market-Place, with its poor peasants’ work, will remain a fixture at 
Olympia, under the new order of things, during the winter. It is 
hoped that more much-needed money may be made by this means, 
and I heartily echo the hope, At the same time I enter my protest 
against the extra charge of twopence for admission to the 
said market, which is irritating aod unnecessary, and likely 
to dam the stream of charity. Nor is that stream the only thing so 
treated.—My Sub-Under-Deputy-Substitute, whom I occasionally 
commission to look round and see how things are progressing, tells 
me that he’s been looking at Hands Across the Sea again. He says 
it has clearly fulfilled my prophecy that it would “catch on.” It 
has caught on tight, a packed house and tremendous enthusiasm b-iag 
the state of affairs when he saw itasecond time. He was more than 
ever struck with the goodness of the acting, especially with the quiet, 
suppressed agony that Miss Rorke gives us in that scene on the boat, 
for which she has received well-merited praise all round. That 
8.U.D.8. also informs me that Atalanta, at the Strand, has 
alterations, which have (necessarily) improved it con- 
siderably, and that Mr. Harris, being already well in the throes of 
his pantomime, will withdraw the magnificent Armada spectacle 
very shortly, so that it behoves those who wish to see what, even in 
these days, is a traly wonderful show, to hurry up waile there is yet 
time. , NESTOR. 








TSE miners were blasting Lithonia granite in Atlanta. Angus 
Morrison leaned over the spot where the blasting was proceeding “ to 
see what was the matter.’ He will never try to see what is the 
matter again 
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Miss Prettypert.—“ So you're a full-fledged solicitor now, Mr. 
Smugjug. I shall come to you some day to make my will.” 

Newly-admitted One.—* I shall be most happy, Miss Prettypert ; 
and to prove it, too.” 











Lisping in ‘‘ Numbers.” 


THE Penny Iilustrated Paper (some say P. J. P.) 
Has issued a delightful tmas Number ; 
Its pictures and its narratives will be perused with glee, 
And will give you pleasant dreams whene’er you slumber. 
Editor Latey’s thrilling story is a “thriller,” a 
And they who haven't read it, why, be-Latey’d they must be. 


THE Lady's Pictorial Christmas memorial— 
Otherwise Annual—pleases FUN well. 

Its chief picture, “ Lady Love,” isn’t a shady love, 
And Lewis Wain’s Cats do the cat-alogue swell ; 
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The Doughty Duke and the Disobedient Divine. 


fehe Date of Saat 
re to have the bells rung on the oocasion of his grace’s 
by withdrawing his £10 pefannum donation to the paroct) poheds, ff 


| the said and | 
| (the duke’s) park] “ae ee ee F 
| Or a wicked, wicked rector you have likely heard, 

| Who recently the waikh of 4 mast vistedes dake tadumed } 


That duke, who in divorce had spent the most of his sweet life, 

Went over to America and chose a brand-new wife ! 

And when he came to England, from the land of the U.S., 

Ilis doughty ducal bosom heaved by reason of distress, 

jars og — Ne endie historic at tine tells—_ 

oug was his employer, wouldn't the bells ! 

This wicked, wicked cleric, erat 
Went and made his grace hysteric ; 

He disliked the ducal dodges, so he stopped the wedding bells ! 


Then the duke got rather rusty, yea, although a gentle duke, 
And he felt he must do something just by way of a rebuke. 
Did he denounce the rector? Did he take his “living” back ? 
Did he order for that wretch the block, the thumbscrew, and the rack ? 
Did he have him drawn and quartered, grilled or roasted at the stake? 
No, his righteous thirst for vengeance he did not thus cruelly slake ; 
No, he bravely shut the parish school, and sealed Instruction’s wells, 
And this annoyed the rector who'd refused to ring the bells. 
He stopped his large donation, 
Just to mark disapprobation 
Of the rector who refused to let the ringer ring the bells ! 


Oh, glorious duke, a glorious revenge you thus have gained ! 
Yea, worthy such a glorious life, by all twill be maintained ; 
You might have had this malcontent “ marooned” in isles remote, 
Or cast into a dungeon deep beneath your castle moat. 
Instead of which you're merciful (as ducal feeling bids), 
And bravely wreak your vengeance upon little village “ kids.” 
Long tis). History blaze forth proudly (when of mighty deeds she 
tells 
How his grace rebuked the rector who refused to ring the bells ; 
Yea, how Marlborough the courageous, 
When his rector grew rampageous, 
Shut a school up, ’cause the rector wouldn't ring the wedding bells ! 


EF 








New Leaves. 

THE portraits in Men and Women of the Day for November are 
Dr. Warre, ce ee rywe? and wg + he rae tg Te 
accompanying biographical sketches are, the portraits, y 
finished —-With the Religious Tract Society's serials Come the Christ- 


mas numbers of Zhe Boy's Own Paper and The Girl's Own Paper | 


¢ Household Harmony ”’), the latter having for frontispiece a eet 
rawn and very pleasing “— = a yoens Fads head by Mrs, A. H. 
Hart. The new volume of oung Man commences with its 
“permanent enlargement” to twenty pages, giving it additional 
capacity for good influences.—In Longman's there are some more 
than — interesting papers, which will repay more than passing 
attention. 

Christmas.—In the effort to turn productions of the Christmas- 
card character in diversified directions, the “greetings, books, and 
booklets” prepared by Castell Brothers are as successful as any we 


have seen. 
meee “= apaneaineanainatnensetmpdaiaas = nen ce eee me 
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The stories are striking, the verse to our liking— 
In fact, it won’t “sell” you, although it will sell. 


OUR POPULAR SONGS ILLUSTRATED. 








Fun ALMANAC—well, if we didn’t belong to it, 
We'd sing (as it really deserves) a gay song to it ; 
But as FuN is most modest, he’ll simply say shyly— 
Tis an Almanac one cannot value too highly ! 





Exit 1888, 


Ovk contemporary, Judy, has just published “ Jad 
Almanac for 1889.” Although op to her in poli- 
tics, Fun likes to give honour where honour is due, and 
es certainly is due to Mrs. Judy. A oy gourd of 

wings, which, by-the-way, are arranged in q a 
new fashion, we have never seen. Bernard Partridge, 
Leslie Willson, Hal Ludlow, Maurice Greiffe D, 
A. Chasemore, B. Fanstin, Alfred Gray, and many others 
have done their best to make Judy's threepenny Al- 
manac worth ten times the price. 











Notes Nopopy WANTS CHANGED.—Sims Reeves’. 














No. 1.—*Tag Lost C410Rp.” 


h has punished the naughty Rector of Woadstock (whe ; 
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AT a recent meeting of the Kastbourne Board of Guardians it was 
recommended that the Board should, during the winter months, give 
every casual six ounces of bread and a pint of warm gruel (paste, oue 
member termed it), instead of eight ounces of bread und cold water ; 
but this was strenuously woes on the ground that it (the paste) 
would be an inducement to tramps to visit Eastbourne in preference 
to other places where the fare was less sumptuous. We certainly 
have bad no experience with a paste diet, but think we would prefer 
to stick to the larger quantity of bread. 








THE North Metropolitan Tramways Company have started penny 
|fares. They have divided their different routes into stages, over each 
of which you can travel fora penny. Of course you can go farther, 
but then, in that case, you'll fare worse. 


te — 


THE salt syndicate having proved a big success, other trades are 
following the bad example, anda china “ring” and a match “ corner 
are the latest developments in the art of monopoly. The word 
match signifies competition, so we drink confusion in Dry Monopole 
to these monopolists. May their pottery go to pot, and their matches, 
instead of striking oil, only burn their fingers, 





OvR attention was recently attracted by the stock-in-trade of aD 
Italian, who had a barrow with baked chestnuts at one end and ice 
creams at the other. This was being prepared for English weather 
with a vengeance; and although many people find a difficulty ip 
‘making both ends meet,” it wa3 evidently to the advantage of this 
particular individual to have the ends (of his barrow) as far apart as 
possible. 
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FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD. 


G. O. M. SINGS (AFTER “ FAUST UP TO DATE”).— 
“THEY MAY WRIGGLE, THEY MAY STRUGGLE, 
BUT I'VE GOT ’EM IN MY EYE; 


AND I’LL HAVE 'EM, YES, I'LL HAVE 'EM— 
I SHALL HAVE 'EM BY-AND-BY!” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 236. 
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MR. CLUMPER, D.D. 


NOWING how deeply the 
public are always inte- 
rested in the subtle and 


mysterious 

of the astute detective, 
we have lately been 
going ly into bis 
ways. Through the 
kindness and courtesy 
of Mr. Clumper, of the 
Detective Department, 
we are enabled to un- 
fold to our readers the 
thrilling details of the 
way in which Mr. C. is 
in the habit of weaving 
the artful and fatal web 
around the doomed cri- 
minal, 

Our first introduction 
to Mr. Clumper was im- 
pressively characteristic of the secretive and mysterious ways of his 
branch of the service, and made us creep with a seneation deep, 
vague, and ominous. We were at that time in seeking a 
specimen of the London detective, casually asked a constable at 
4 street corner if he could introduce us to one. 

The constable we addressed was of unusual height—about six feet 
seven, and too broad for his height: be had a great loud voice, and 
»00te with soles an inch thick, and was marked by a square, upright 
Nempre- and a way of keeping his arms bowed out a long way from 

sides. 

“ Detective?” he repeated ; and at the sound of his voice three 
loafers a quarter of a mile away started, and the echoes rolled along 
both -sides of the street; then, sinking his voice to a mysterious 
whisper which shook the pavement, he continued—“ Follow me! 
Hush! Secrecy is everything in our department.” 

We followed him round to the secluded side of a lamp-post ; then, 
placing his mouth to our ear, he whispered, “I’m a detective, I’m 
Detective Clumper. Hush !—we may be observed. What can I do 
for you?” When the streets had ceased to vibrate with his whisper 
sufficiently for us to hear ourselves speak, we said we wished to know 
all about his ways. We got him to promise to take us round with 








him next time he should be on ve duty. 
* * * a * . 
We met him by appointment, at sunset, at the seventh lamp-post 
from the east of the street. We arrived at the rendezvous bohens 


the appointed time, but were not kept in sus for a single 
moment, as for wenty minutes before his arrival the slow and regular 
“clump, clamp” of his boots heralded his ap ; and presently 
be Saeoeeee round the woe of s — — ut half a mile away, 
sun = under arc arms, as if to sa 
“ This is Mr. Clumper, Detective.” if 

“ Hush!” he w cautiously when he had approached within 
a quarter of a mile. “Let us dissemble—we may be observed.” For 

‘ a time we proceeded to- 

fl ‘niin gether amid a silence 

1 Qi ‘| broken only by the slow 
and steady clump of 
Mr, Clumper's boots ; 
then we said, tenta- 
tively: “Of course— 
the—er —that is, we 
suppose you are never 
recognised — recognised 
ag a member of the 
force—by the criminal 
classes ? ” 

“Eh? No fear of 
that!” replied Mr. 
Clumper, in his awe- 
inspiring whisper. “ I’m 
in plain cl don’t 
you eee? Why, that 
alone’s enough to put 
‘em off the scent; but, 
beyond that, I put on 
spectacles and wear a fiuwer in my button-hole—see? ” 

We were now traversing the more dangerous and degraded streets, 
the haunts of the ciiminal classes. We noticed a remarkable thing : 
the streets became deserted as we approached. Every moment a 
bead or two would peer round the nearest corner and suddenly dis- 

ppear to the sound of footsteps in hurried departure, while we could 








‘the name of Jones, alias Brown, alias the Turnip Top. 





have sworn that we eee heard remarks which sounded exactly 
like, “Look out!” “ Here’s Clumper on the lay,” and so forth. 

We entered a thieves’ kicchen and sat down among the other 

uests in a casual way, calculated to throw off all suspicion of our 
fientity, and with the same object in view Mr. Clamper, with much 
effort, introduced a shrill syllable: into his voice every now and then 
—about once in ten words—as a further disguise. Very curiously 
the room—which had been crowded at the moment of our entrance— 
steadily cleared, until we were alone. 

“Are you on the—er—the track—of some desperate criminal on 
this occasion?” we whispered to Mr. Clumper. 

He surrounded his mouth with his two hands, and nearly knocked 
us off our seat with the whispered words, ‘Hush! Yes. Fellow of 
This is the 
nineteenth time I’ve come after him, and, between ourselves, I don’t 
believe there’s any such person. J’ve never seen him!” 

“ Now, tell me candidly,” we said, “as a member of the Detective 
Department, what are your opinions, in a general way, with respect 
to the criminal classes?” 

Mr. Clumper scratched his nose reflectively, then he said decidedly, 
“ Well, I don’t believe there are any criminal classes. J’ve never 
come across ’em yet.” 

Our relief at these words was something beyond expression. Here 
was the word of an expert—a man who had made crime and its 
perpetrators a study ; here was an authoritative opinion which, at a 
single breath, toppled over and swept clean away the imaginative 
theories of those mere dreamers who insist upon the existence of a 
certain amount of burglary and other criminality in the metropolis. 
We grasped Clumper warmly by the hand, and proceeded with him 
on the round ; and when we had bidden him good-bye at the seventh 
lamp-post, we trudged home through the night with a new and 
Binised fecling of security and confidence. At the corner of a street 
@ man casually bustled against us, and it was subsequently to this, 
and quite by chance, that we discovered that our watch and chain 
were gone. As we turned into our own street, we were casually 
garroted, and the gold stopping was abstracted from our teeth, and 
on reaching our villa we discovered seven burglars in the act of 
removing the last load of our furniture and plate in a van. 
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SOMETHING IN A NAME, 
Madge.—“ So you've named the mare after me, Jack, you dear, 


silly boy !” 
ack.—“ Rather ; she's the fastect | ttl: thing in the county.” 
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A “Two-M.” Rule. 
Mr. Monro, C.B., hath Sir 
Charles’s late post 
(Thanks to Matthews, the mud- 
dling and prosy). 
He is no doubt a good man, but he 
won't need to boast ; 
For while Matthews rules o’er the 
Home Office “ roast,” 
His path will not be too Mon- 
TO-By. 








THE Van and Wheel Tax, so they 
say, 
Has just been very calmly ban- 
ished ; 
And all concerned can now feel | 





gay, 
And cry, “’Tis for our Weal ‘tis 
Van-ished.” 








Taking the (Land 0’) 
Cakes. 


A WIFE-BEATING mania’s now on | 
in Dundee— 
The statement adds not to our 
bliss ; 

















Scotland mustn’t let off the | 
offenders Scot-free, 
But swiftly (Dun)dee-le all 
this. 





“FAINT PRAISE.” 


Keeper (to Fitzwinkle, who has missed his fifth conseoutive easy one).—“I RAELLY THINK AS 
YE CUMED A BIT NIGHER 'UM THAT TIME, ZUR!” 


—— 








PENNINGS FOR PROLETARIAN PERUSHERS. 


By A PURE PATRICIAN. 


WHAT business have the pooah to gwumble about being pooah? 
Povahty comes natuwally to them—as natuwally as Wiches come to 
Us. Give the Pooah Wiches, and they will still wegulate theiah 
expenditchah according to the ideahs of Povahty. Weduce a membah 
of the Uppah Ten to Povahty—he natuwally wegulates his expsndit- 
chah by the Wule of Wiches. I have hahd a stowy welated a propos 
of this featchah. A bwothbah of a well-known Towy Bawonet, having 
gambled away his inhewitance at Baccawat, was weduced to the last 
extweme. He was stwipped completely baiah—what my bwothah 
the Mahquis would call a “squaih” wepast became a wawity. 
One mohning he discovahed that he had but one flowin we 
in the wahld, and no chahnce of bowwowing any moah. He dwop 
in at the Wag, pechased two twuffles of the head waitah, devouahed 
them—waw—and sewenely expiahed! A commonah natchah would 
have lived on that flowin until something tuhned up. 

Socialists may wail at the Awistocwacy—but were Owah Fahst 
Pawiants not the Fahst landownahs? Paiwadise was a Pahk—if one 
may ventchah to twanslate the allegowy litewally—and outside its 
sacwed pwecincts woared and wamped Pwimeval Man—the Pwoto- 
type of the Socialist-Wadical of owah day. Undah the shadow of the 
bwanches of the Fahst Genealogical Twee, having obtained admission 
by cahd or without, did this snaky intwudah convaht Owah mothah 
Evah to the pwinciplesof Socialism—hence Wuin. The Wahid became a 
Wepublican baiah gahden, and wemained so until the Awistocwacy 
once moah gained the uppah hand, in the Ewah of Nimwod, who was 
the foundah of the Fahst Monahchy. 

The Foundah of Owah Fahmilay doubtless was the occupiah of a 
pwominent place in the histowy of that Ewah. Fwom him we in- 
hewited the distinguishing chawacterwistics of Owah Wace. His 
haiah was wed—His sight impaired—His pwofile pwominant—his 
chin wetweating, and his mental powahs weakah than common. 
Thwough the centuwies We have gone on wepwoducing these featchahs. 
To quote the whymer— 


“Still on the seeds of all he made 
The Wose of Beautaih Bu 
Thwough Times that waiah 

The Hiardup Nose wetuhns !” 


Against that class of Pooah who live on Owah gwounds and tweat 
Us with pwopah weverence I have nothing to say. Theah are one or 
two admiahble pahsons in Owah village to whom it is a pleasuah to 
extend chawity. Though I was dweadfully insulted by the fathah of 
& stahving familay, to the welief of which I had hastened, cawwying 
thwee Consavative Twacts and a bottle of Embwocation. He 
wemawked, the cwetchah! that Weligious Weading was not calcu- 
lated to expand the empty digestive Appawatus of his Fahmilay—the 


Fohms that fade — 





exact wowds wah coasah—and a pint of beiah would be of moah uss 
to himself than a Bawwel of Embwocation |! 

I witiahed to the cawwiage in howah, and dwove home in a wevolted 
condition. I twast I shall nevah undahgo such a dweadful expewience 
moah. But I hear my bwothah. 

“Lady Clementinah! Clem! Old Clem!” 

Extwemely ill-bwedi of Petahbowow |! 

“In the libwewy! Witing! What do you want?” 


(To be continued.) 





THE BIG TRIAL. 


THAT Jones has been wasting a day over the Parnell business, He 
wanted me to go with him; I’m not quite such a lunatic as all that. 
I don’t want to sit in a beastly gallery th electric light 
wee ee ee se I y I see m 
squeezed in between a lot of women munching fat bam sandwiches 
and drinking sherry. I puta little too much value on my time for 
that sort of thing, I can tell you. Trials and Commissions, indeed! 
The only time I was ever on a jury, though,'was at a coroner's inquest. 
Then I was crammed up in the parlour of a public house; I had to 
sit with my coalman and greengrocer. That's a pleasant state of 
things. And people have the impudence to call it doing your dat 
asa citizen. Daty as a citizen, indeed! a lot I care about that. 
pay my rates, and the — comes down the area on the quiet 
and drinks my beer. I do quite enough in the duty-of-citizen way, 
I think. The other day I was ing by the Law Courts, and saw 
the crowd in the road watching for the people to come out. I never 
was so sickened with anything in all my life. What on earth plea. | 
sure could they find in staring at a lot of half-shaved Irish labourers? | 

I should like to have seen them all seesigtete ag that I should, a: 
an example to other lunatics, to give them an idea that time shouldn't 
be wa But what's the use of even talking tothem? Why, the 
other day I was in Portland Road, and there was a whole crowd 
watching a half-dead rat that someone had thrown out of a bedroom 
window. Yet that was no worse than people squeezing in to see a 
trial. And women haven't a farthing’s-w of decency, that they 
haven't. Why, I’ve seen them in my time actually eating chocolate 
creams, and enjoying them, while man was being sentenced to death 
at the Old Bailey. But that’s always been the same, anyhow. You 
know the women used to knit beneath the guillotine, They'd do the 
same thing, nowadays, if they had the chance, I own I hate 'em all. 
I've got sense enough left for thut, cag Seri The best —- to do 
about this Parnell business would be to hold it in such a small room 
that no one could get in. The barristers would soon shorten their 
work if they were half suffocated, It’sa pity, I think, that they 
can't be suffocated altogether. Diocenes TUBBS. 








































Here you have him attending to his business—calm, dignified, 
and important, 
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Here he is playing a low comedy part in Lady Sneerwither's 
private theatricals, and just about to “dry up,” flustered, without 


dignity, and of no importance whatever—except from his likeJihood of “spoiling the whole thing.” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


FIRED by the success attending the Gaiety version of She, the | 
Commons on Monday dramatized Sheehy, but by no means on Gaiety | 
lines. Jeremiah, who blew the fire, never created the blaze raised by | 
his namesake of the Sullivan patronymic. It was like this: Jeremiah | 
was instructed to serve a summons ge Sheehy, so he waited on | 
Sheehy and asked if he (Sheehy) would step outside while he served | 
Sheehy. So Sheehy, he returned to the House and complained how | 
he had been treated. Result, ructions. Even Conservatives wroth | 
at breach of privilege, and Special Committee appointed forthwith 
to consider what should be done with the Jerry whom no one admiahs. 


I$ THERE A 
PARTY nERE 
OF THE NAME 









Certainly, from the beginning the present Government have been 
doomed to suffer from police blundering, and if things are not 
managed differently the police will hasten their end. 


Coercion may be Balfour's hobby, 
But tremble, rash, presumptuous bobby, 
The Clock Tower joins the sacred Lobby. 


And while the Tory host make merry, | 
The Parnellites, excited very, 
Exclaim, “ To Jericho with Jerry. 


“For whosoe’er this peeler be, he 
Will very soon be made to see, he 
A Tartar caught when he caught Sheehy.” 


No matter what a Chancellor of the Exchequer taxes, he must 
beware jlest be tax the patience of the public; or, at anyrate, 





_ compelled to swallow the Oaths 


| — a soft roe, and Warren a 


| that portion thereof which utilizes a van, whether bound to Hamp- 


stead or elsewhere. When Goschen attempted to lead the van 
by placing a tax on it, he made the vanowner rear up, and his policy 
was designated a Vandal policy. What was wheel to him was wo2 
to others, who remarked, a propos 
theivan tax, “howagonizing /” and 
aimed therein shafts of evanescent 
raillery, intent on vanquishing it. 
In result the Chancellor found 
his van tax vanishing like a dream, 
and himself in the cart. No matter ; 
Goschen’s discomfiture nothing com- 
pared with that of the Lords when 


bitter pill, or rather Bill, which they 
did with an expression rather at 
variance with their assertion that 
they quite liked it. Henderson 


ard row, Monfo now reigns at 
Scotland Yard. 

O’Brien’s breeches are now an- 
cient history, and Mr. Healy has 
this week been more concerned about another gent’s alleged breaches, 
this time not of tweed, but trust, 








___ 


The Edlenham Burglary. 


THE two poor fellows who were wrongfully accused for this suf- 
fered nine years’ imprisonment up to now, The two who committed 
the crime are sentenced to five years. Thus those who commit crimes 
get off better than those who do not, 








QUERY.—I saw the other day in the paper, “the judge charged 
the jury.” Can you tell me what he charged the jury? And did 
they pay up? 
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JUST OUT. 


Hoops CoMIc ANNUAL FoR 1889, 


PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


Crammed full of Amusing Stories by leading Authors of the day 
Illustrated in the most Comic style by the best Artists. 








Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC for 1889. 


CRAMMED FULL oF Humorous PICTURES AND READING. 





“FUN” OFFICE, 188 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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THE JACK PLANE; OR, SHAVING DOWN THE SCHOOL BOARD. 
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KNICKNAOKS., 
Rev. Mr. Cantwzll.—‘ My dear young friend, pardon me for 


Mr. FREEMAN THOMAS, of Ratton Hall, is a candidate for the 
County Council of Eastbourne, and at one of his meetings a certain 


intruding, but I consider it my duty to offer thee counsel. 


Now, we 


Mr. Harvey declined to suppo 


rt him unless he would undertake to get 


know as a fact that all vice is bad and most objectionable——” 
~. Young Spendthrift.—* Yes, especially advice! Good morning!” 


Mrs. BLUNDERBY (reading newspaper at breakfast).—“‘ A cyclone 
is now sweeping over the Madras Presidency, accompanied by heavy 
rains.’ Now, that’s what I calls a very good idea, and I’ve often 
wondered why they ain’t been used afore this to sweep our streets 
with. 'Cos it only wants a brush to be hung behind one of them tri- 
cyclones, and they’d get up all the dirt in no time. What's that you 
say—a cyclone ain't a tricycle? Of course not, 1 know that! A tri- 
cycle’s got three wheels, and I s’pose a cyclone would only have one ! 
It’s a wonder how they gets along on it, ain't it?” 


IT appears that the days of chivalry are not yet passed, for we read 
ofa belted Knight at the antipodes, where at Brisbane two women 
named Belt and Knight had a stand-up fight, and Belt belted: Knight 
to such an extent that she died. 





Englishman.—“ Will yer have a glass 0’ ale, Mossoo?”’ 

Frenchman.—*“ No sare, I tank you; but I sall tak’ ze glass of vot 
you call ze—ze—ze fat.” (Barmaid, after much cogitation, supplies 
him with glass of stout.) 


ScENE—A Police Court. 
Prosecutriz.—“ Yes, yer honour, and then he hit me in the mouth 
and knocked all my teeth out.” 
Magistrate.—“ The villain! But—2r—he could not have knocked 
them all out, for I see you still possess some.” 
Prosecutriz.—“ Yes, yer honour, but they was false teeth.” 


A GERMAN professor has written an article in praise of his own 
language, in which he complains that the English ge is not 
sufficiently copious. This professor must have been a badly informed 
man, and to disprove his accusation let us take a word in general use 
and see how many synonyms it has, Money—Coin—Chipsp—Brads— 
Brass— Bullion—Blunt— Dibs — Dust—Mo Needfnl — Ooftish 
—Pieces—Rhino—Ready—Spondulicks—Shiners—Stiff—Tin. Only 
eighteen ! 











married within three years of hia election. 


Is this Harvey's sauce, or 


is Eastbourne strong in eligible spinsters? Anyhow, 


r. Freeman 


Thomas very wisely decided upon remaining a Freeman, and refused 
to give any promise of that kind. 


LADY ABERDEEN has been agitating that ladies should be eligible 
for election to the County Council; but our bachelor contributor, like 
the brate he fs, suggests that they should first of all learn to keep 
their own coudsel. an insinuation ! 


A GERMAN woman, named Maria Arndt, has been charged with 
committing bigamy by marrying an individual called Johann Elhert, 
but if she is liable surely the man ought to be punished also—for 
marrying an Arndt, 


THE yellow fever has broken out in the Canary Islands. No doubt 
this is a heavy birden for the inhabitants, but no one can deny but 
that it is the proper colour, 


FRENCH statesmen are desirous of introducing more athletic games 
among their schoolboys, and a reward of a thousand francs has been 
offered for the invention of the most suitable pastime, How would 


leap-frog dot 


Spiffins.—“ Have you seen those new mashers’ canes, which are, 
made to hold about a quarter of a pint of spirits, that can be sucked 
out through the handle without anyone being the wiser?” ‘ 

Spoffins.— Capital idea ! he woe Rll sn eg eo 

oe a the deep,’ I , for it’s an artful 


offins,—I should rather suggest rum, as it is extracted from the 


WE are able to state that the Government has at last settled on a 
white, almost smokeless, powder for use in small-arms, Our much- 
married contributor informs us that there is novel in this, 





for a whe and smokeless powder has been in use for years in his 





| nursery for smal! arms, and for smal! legs and faces also. 








ge” TC CORRESPONDENTS 





The Editor does not bind himeelf to acknowl 
ipurnted Oy a amped and directed 


lige. return. or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
































































































































































SOLD AGAIN, AND NOT GOT THE MONEY. 


1. ALL Empty.——2. WHERE NEXT ?——3. THE eae FOR GOLD.——4. THE First WINDOW.——5). THE SECOND WINDOW.—— 
. THE THIRD WINDOW. 
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Far from the Madding Crowd. | To answer “ You're another ! ” | And blithely sings 
(SEE CARTOON.) Nor someone, late from school, | Of future things, | 
To vow the ex-Prime Minister's a fool ; The echoes with this ditty gay awaking :— | 
FAR from the madding crowd, At home he comfortably sits in peace, “ They may wriggle, they may struggle, 
Whose wrangles, long and loud, Maps out a trip to Italy or Nice, But I’ve got * em in my eye ; 
In Parliament keep oy incessant friction,} And jots the details of the journey down, | And I'll have’ em, yes, I'll have ’em— 
The Grand Old has come Then reads the news of what they do in town, I shall have ’em by-and-by !” 
To take his otiwm Pr a ae ber ame day, 
Cum dignitate, free from contradiction, e sh into the fray, OUR old corres a who wants 
oe raceless spouter nigh And strike the Whigs and Tories with dis- | to know,” = ak it ag wish to 
To tell him “ That's a lie!” may preserve the Northern Heights Footpaths 
Nor any statesman-brother He smiles, his Home Rule banjo taking, intend to use vinegar or acetic acid? 
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(1) When Prince Ferdinand called on 
t the Sultan of late, 
The latter was very in-Sultan, they 





meeting) they say 
Somewhat stagger their friends of 


(3) Her Majesty’s Staghounds (now , (5) If gloves for their feet pretty dam- 


sels now choore, 
For their hands they, of course, will 


state. the 8 P.C.A. require au/re shoes. 
(2) A_monkey-pianist is scoring in | (4) The new Ohief Commissioner wis- | (6) This mild winter they gather green 
France ; dom doth show peas in Wight’s Ixle— 
With the organs, we reckon, the To the Force, who all stand in a Le: this news ap-peas those of the 
man will now dance, solid (Mon/-row. pts aller style. 


—~ 


(7) Two Olerkenwell vestrymen fought 
Pog: : oceedi hei 
ngs their 
chums oried © copes oe 
®) A who dislikes “long-sleev'd” 
says that he 
Has « wardrobe that’s really most 
shocking to see, 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 

HE 8ST. JAMES’S.—The critics have 
decided that Brantinghame Hall is 
a bad play. They are quite right. 
Others, who are not critics, have 
decided that it is a good play. They 
are quite right, too ; in fact, 


“ These are right, and those are 
right, 
And all is right as right can 
be a 
the future of the piece among the 
rest, J believe ; but that is none of 
my business. The defects of Mr. 
Gilbert’s piece are marked and glare. 
So are—and do—its merits. That’s 
how it is, I’m sure you see what I 
mean, 


THE materials are quite as stale 
as the most exacting could desire. 
The heir toa lord married, without 
. his noble pa’s knowledge, to a lady 
| THE S81. JA woes? A SUHORDINATE of lowly birth (a convict’s:daughter 
_ in this instance); a wicked cousin 
(with the ominous name of Ralph), 
| in love with this lady, and holding a mortgage (ha, ha! a mortgage !) 
'on “ the estates’ of his uncle ; a pair of boy and girl lovers ; a family 

solicitor ; a bluff, hearty “friend of the family” and a husband, sup- 
| posed to be drowned, turning up safe and sound at the finish. 
| — 
| THE strong incident at the end of the third act—about which most 
'of the critical condemnation has gathered itself—does not require 
looking into to prove that it will not bear that process. It has its 
value, though quite “out of character,” in so far as it exemplifies the 
extreme innocence of the young lady who perpetrates it in the touch- 
ing belief that such a manceuvre could possibly succeed eventually. 
It is, however, marked with the stamp of high improbability—and 
very likely exactly what would occur in real life. One of those things 
which somebody said once, and everyone else has kept repeating since, 
asserts that “it is the unexpected which happens.” So it does; but 
life on the stage has got to be logical—which is just where life off the 
stave has the pull! 


Bur she presents several oddly-interesting points of study, this 
heroine of Brantinghame Hall—taking her as she stands, I mean— 
actress and part together. To begin with, she is, physically, a remark- 
ably fine specimen of colonial produce ; stalwart and commanding, 
though handsome and graceful withal. This quality of size gives a 
curious effect to the gift of comprehensive simplicity which has marked 
her for itsown. It is as though one found the gentle and guileless 
spirit of a dove in the giant body of a mighty—well, I’m rather in a 
difficulty about rounding off the comparison, Elephant expresses 
what I mean for size and good-nature, and tiger conveys my ideas in 
the matters of beauty and grace; but the elephant is too unwieldy, 











THE ST. JAMES'S,— Unexpected Arrival of “Mary Queen of Scots on her way 
to Execution,” 


and the tiger too “sly,” really, for the purpose. Perhaps, if you mix 
the two (place them together ; they'll soon “mix’’), and eliminate 


the objectionable qualities, you will get at my meaning. (If you 
don’t— well, the loss is disastrous.) 





IN the first act you note that she is somewhat weak-minded, though 
you probably attribute this to the love-sickness from which she is suffer- 
ing. Another point of interest is the fact that she talks in the diction 


for you till you reach the second act, where another surprise awaits 
you. Here the lady appears in garments forcibly reminding you of 


whirlwind at the end of act three. The conclusion of the play leaves 
the lady on the verge of irreverence. 





But the oddest and most interesting point of all, 1 think, about 
this heroine is that she doesn’t matter. She is the pivot of the play, 
but neither the part nor the actress is obtruded, and nobody minds 
her. With the character in the hands of an experienced, as well as 


it is, so it is, and people settle down to take their enjoyment from the 
acting, which is excellent, and the dialogue, which is, with the excep- 
tion of the James I. language of the heroine, unimpeachably interest- 
ing, clever, and amusing—and out of these two elements, I venture to 
think a sufficiently large number of people to recoup Mr. Barrington 
for his venture will find a grateful and satisfying evening's amuse- 
ment. I should say, with regard to the acting, that Mr. Lewis 
Waller’s performance is one of remarkable grasp, and Mr, Nutcombe 
Gould’s Lord Saxmundham a very complete and well-studied picture. 
Miss Norreys is charming, as usual; and Mr. Duncan Fleet deals 
with the unconscious humour of the Hon. Alaric with due sincerity. 
Mr. Barrington acts a redundant part jollily and with a tendency to 


noisiness. The “setting” is good. 


OLYMPIA.—This building has been transformed for the winter | 
season into a Fair of all Nations and Promenade (Concerts, and when | 
the fair has all arrived I have no doubt it will b2 very attractive. | 
At present there is a sense of space about it. The galleries are, in | 
point of fact, empty—an exhibition of Domestic Art, which is to | 
occupy them, not being due till the 15th inst. A noble orchestra has | 
been raised, however; and a good many stalls have, like McCarthy, 
possession of “the flure.”’ Some of 
these are relics of the Irish occu- 
pation, some are Italian refugees 
from West Brompton, and some are 
new-comers—notably a large dolls’ 
house, where there is “a _ dolls’ 
tea-party ” every day at 5 P.M, and 
several young ladies in striking 
costumes all day long. It is, I be- 
lieve, part of the programme that 
all the fair of all nations,” other- 
wise the young ladies in charge of 
the stalls, shall appear in appro- 
priate and picturesque costume. 
This was not carried out on the 
opening Saturday morning in any 
comprehensive manner, though ; and 
one young lady, whose pretty form 
was arrayed in distinctive guise, 
thought I was “ chaffing” her when 
[ inquired what nationality she 
represented. She was very good- 
humoured, and to show there was 
no animosity, offered to sell me a 
pipe. I regret to say this interna- 
tional overture did not meet with success. This courtesy was very 
prevalent everybody wished to sell us something, which is a gratify- | 
ing evidence of the friendly attitude other nations are desirous of 
assuming towards this country. 





OLYMPIA —A GODDESS OF OLYMPIA. 


THE GRAND.—This theatre has—let’s see; what is the thoroughly 
unhackneyed phrase usually trotted out on these occasions? Oh! [ 
know—has risen “ like a Phoenix from its ashes,” and once more stands 
four-square to all the folks who come. It is a remarkably handsome 
building, and the ample stage room—more particularly that “ off "— | 
promises well for the pantomime, which is the thing the management 
is really putting its back into at present, although they opened with 
The Still Alarm from the Princess's (as I told you they would), and | 
have followed with Miss Vaughan and Co, “for one week only.” | 
Then they close till Boxing Day, and—well, you know what then! | 

cceenindien 

THE Oxford has a good show on; it is well worth a visit, if only 
to hear Mr. Harry Randall’s song, “ Who Killed Cock Warren?” 








NESTOR. 


Mary Queen of Scots on her way to execution, but you are more | 
than ever puzzled to reconcile the Puritan phraseology with such a | 
character. This impersonation lasts us for two acts, and ends in a | 


intelligent and engaging, actress, the result might be different ; but as | 


DECEMBEBR 12, 1888, | 


| 


of the Puritans, and you wonder why. This passes the time pleasantly | 


| 
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A NOVEL PRESCRIPTION. 
Mist ress.—“ Well, Jane, I hear you have been trying to appro- 
priate some of my jewellery during my absence.” 
Jane.—‘‘ Oh, Mum, please it wasn’t my fault!” 
Mistress.—“ Not your fault! What do you mean?” 
Jane.—“ It was the Doctor, Mum, told me always to takv some- 
thing between my meals,” 








The Deuce of Clubs. 


(The members of a Fulham club have recently been annoying residents in the 


NEW LEAVES. 

“ HAMILTON'S Collection of Parodies” (Reeves and Turner). This 
fifth volume is fully equal to its predecessors in interest and amuse- 
ment. The range of authors is wide. and the wit is often deep.— 
“ Ephimerides ” (Unwin Brothers). This is “A London Almanack 
in the Olde Style,” in which “ The Dayes of the Yeare” are set forth 
in a manner quaint enough to delight the curious.—“ A Book of Bow- 
wows,” by Ascot R. Hope (Charles and Co.) All sorts, from the 
“good dogs” to the “sly dogs,” we can make our bow to; but we 
cannot make our best bows to the illustrations—many of them are 
‘old dogs.”"— Our Premiers,” by J. Ewing Ritchie (same pub- 
lishers). Here are the men who—from Walpole to Salisbury inclu- 
sively, have swayed the destinies of our Empire. 

“People we Meet,” by Charles F. Rideal, illustrated by Harry 
Parkes (Field and Tuer). The workmen’s work in this is of a very 
ama-“ Tuer ”-ish nature, and certainly not up to the standard of most 
works that come into the “ Field” from the “ Leadenhall Press.""-— 
“The Floral King; a Life of Linnzus,” by Albert Alberg (W. H. 
Allen and Co.) This is a delightful book, fragrant of the flowers 
that bloom—simple and sweet as was the “Life” of Linneus.— 
“ Pettitt’s Diaries,” and “ Blackwood’s Diaries,” both issued by Messrs, 
Griffith, Farran and Co., are all admirably arranged to suit every 
purpose and convenience for which they can be required. 

“Dust and Diamonds” (London: Ward and Downey) is the title 
of the latest addition to the works of that polished and graceful 
writer, Mr. Thos. Purnell. ‘ Dust and Diamonds” fully maintains 
the author's reputation. 

CHRISTMAS NUMBERS.—That of The English Illustrated is very 
rich in its art, Mr. Herbert Railton’s drawings to “ A Ramble through 
Normandy,” and Mr. Hugh Thomson's to “ An Angler's Song”’ being 
especially praiseworthy.—The art in Scribner's also is as varied as it 
is valuable—7/e Jllustrated News should please the people, for it 
has its coloured prints to support its diversified black and white en- 
gravings, on which it seems mostly to rely for being looked at. The 
stories, beginning with an excellent one by Mr. Mason Jackson, need 
to be read.— Zhe Graphic deals more largely in coloured work and in 
the humorous, which is, perhaps, preferable in a Christmas Number. 














Tgp nye AA 


. 
. ROA ee BOO wer 
tab Pree 


aad . 
Anna 


A — alien anh 














slicecnaaialt unten tate 





vicinity by habitually “clapping hands and hooting all night ;"’ and a gentleman 
seeking to redress the grievance was legally informed that he could not summon 
a club: he “might as well summon a ghost.”] 


YOU may summon the glow-worm for lighting her fires 
When she should, in good sooth, be in bed ; 

You may summon the slumberless telegraph wires 
For their whirring and whizzing o’erhead. 

For his merciless row as at morning he crows, 
You may summon the shrill chanticleer ; 

You may summon the fly that regales on your nose, 
Or the earwig that eats of your ear. 

You may summon the dog for his barking by night, 
Or the cat for her stridulous squall ; 

You may summon the moon, if too glaringly bright 
She should shine on your bedchamber wali. 

You may summon the ghost, as through ether it goes ; 
You may summon the heartrending dream ; 

Should the engineman’s whistle disturb your repose, 
You may summon the sibilant steam. 

You may summon the rain if it beats on the pane, 

| Or the wind for its hurricane shock ; 

Should the chime of the hour to awake you have power, 
You may summon the nearest church clock. 

You may summon the deadly dyspeptic attack 
That imbues your existence with woe ; 

Or the stitch in your side, or the pain in your back, 
Or the pangs of the gout-smitten toe! 

You may summon aught else in the heavens or the earth, 
Save the noisy and noisome young cubs 

Who with reckless rejoicing and garrulous mirth 
Are carousing all night at the clubs ! 




















A STOCK ILLUSTRATION. 
Farmer Baconchaw.— Ah, Goiles, bor, look at they ship. Did 
yow iver see sech backs! They backs, bor, are like a dinin’-room 


teable.” 
Giles. —“ Ias, Measter, they sartinly look as if they wanted a bit 





o’ mate on ‘em to make ’em parfect like.” 
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ALL RIGHT SO LONG AS IT’S CHARITY. 


[* We observe that the /ospital makes a serious charge against the administration of hospital funds. Reckless extravagance is charged against the authori- 
ties. . . . Nor have the officials any pressing motive to keep down house expenses. If the two ends do not meet at the year’s end, an urgent appeal is made to 


public benevolence.”—Newspaper.] 





* Most earnest appeal, Mr. Public!” said the Hospital Secretary. “Pressing need—cause of humanity, and so forth—see!” “Oh, of course, if it’s for that 


purpose,” said the Public. 
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“ Most earnest appeal—pressiog need—you know,” said the Secretary. “ Look at our condition—regularly in rags—not a cent to bless ourselves.” “But where's 
the purseful I gave you only ten minutes ago?” said the Public. “Hum !—dear me!—did you, now? Really don’t know,” replied the Secretary. 





“ Well—why—hang it, look here!" said the Public. “There's a great hole in your hat; and the money I eara and scrape together and give you, runs out at the 


bottom!” “ Dear me!—so it does, now,’ said the Secretary, blandly. “ But as it’s all in the name of charity, I thought you wouldn’t mind.” 
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Cudger— "ERE Y'ARE 
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UP FOR THE CATTLE SHOW. 


(Among the Street Cries.) 


—THE LIBERAL NIGGER,’ OR ‘HINSULT TO HINDIA,’ HONLY ONE PENNY,” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 256. 








oe a - ) 





a a 











_<. = oe ee 
ETN SNS RE IN ARC i: EB 


ee“ 
ee 





ot oe 


—— 








mele 
= 
ww 


ae * 
a hoe om = ™ 
—— . oe 
Capea: a 2 eget tna 
Bake = pe 


=a s 
5 elie igi Oe ee 


* 


a bam. 


we 
- 
hae ee a 


~~ * 


- 
2? 


m erey Lae sg iad 7 


Pr. A, 


- 
Fa 


S 


ime Se 


- 
iy 












ia 
,* 
a 


+ 
i. 


oo 

~~ ag ve a 
ya line 

at] toa. 


oinetcnteth oe an «oe eee 


ee 
Pn eee oe 
- o- ~ 


A Ry er ot mee 
er o- ik 
“ - — ages 4 — a 


a 


a 











252 FUN. 


DECEMBEE 12, 1888, 








THE FRIEND-SEEKER. 
A POEM, TRANSLATED FROM THE AZTEC. 


[“* Let us not eay that there ure no good things left. The solicitors of the London 
School Board prosecuted a man with respect to some coal. The defendant was 
dered to pay three guineas costs, It might*have been thought that the plaintiffs 
cored ; but no—they were ordered or required by their solicitors to pay £40 for 
their services in the matter. The post of Board rolicitor should surely be put up 
te public auction.”— St. James's Gazette.) 


CHORUS, 

THIS is the British Citizen 
and Taxpayer. 

In his eye is the dulness of 
desolation, 

He smiles not for very gloom, 

See how sad his gaze 

And unsatisfied ! 

Why is this? Doth he lack 
something ? 

Doth he seek vainly for com- 
fort, and peer from the gloom 
of hopelessness ? 

Yea; for he seeketh a friend, 
an ally, 

One that shall take his part, 

One that shall fight his battles, 

That shall protect his interests, 
and help him. 

7 * > . 
THE CITIZEN. What are 

these? Taxes, and yet more 
taxes. But,should I pay these 
taxes, then what shall I re- 
ceive in return? Perchance these taxes are a gift of mine—a free 
gift to the gods—an offering to heroes and the souls of ancestors. 

LEVIER OF TAXES. Nay, nay; not 80; for these taxes are for solid 
idvantage, and paid in thine own interests. They shall be spent to 
hine own benetit ; they shall be used for thy proper furthering ; and 
hey shall give thee champions to defend thine interests. 

THE CITIZEN, Say ye so; and that the humble Taxpayer shall be 
is one befriended, and no outcast? 

THE LEVIER. ven so; see how I now do swear it to thee. 

THE CITIZEN. It is enough. My soul is lifted from its sadness 
and its loneliness; « new life is begun. Come, now—wine, there, 
ind quickly. Ye will drink with me, Sir Levier. 

THE LEVIER. That will I right willingly ! (Songs and revelry, with 
much mirthful jest and joy.) 

CHORUS, 


This is the British Citizen and Taxpayer ; 

From his eye bath fled the dulness of desolation, 
See how lightsome his step 
On the winged clouds of hope! 

Hail, O Satiefied ! 

Hath he sought a friend, an ally, and found him? 
Yea, many are his allies, 

And un-numbered his friends who fight for him, 
With the money of his purse 

They shall defend his interests, at cost price. 





* + id ¥ , . 

THE CITIZEN. Tral-lal-la! Tra'-lal-la! And how call ye this 
place—this merry and 
hopeful spot / 

USHER. It is a court 
of justice; in it thy 

friends, thine allies, but 

a now defend thy cearest 
interests, and do protect 
thee against fraud. 

THE CITIZEN. What 
joy! Ho! Wine, there, 
and plenty! Ye will all 
drink with me—at mine 
expense and cost ! 

ALL PRESENT, AND OF 
WHATEVER SIDE, Ay, 
most willingly! (They 

do.) 

\ore THE CITIZEN. And 

now to identify these my 

defenders, that I may 
know in whom to trust 

and confide. Maybe ‘tis this defendant in the case’. . * 

Yet no; for ‘tis he who now is prosecuted, for that he hath wronged 

wr defrauded my public departments, and therefore me. I do dis- 














cover that of one bright, cheerful shilling he hath defrauded me; 
therefore is this man mine enemy; and he that doth combat his 
schemes—yon lawyer—must be mine ally. + % * * 

Yet do I misdoubt me een of this; for now do I observe, that for 
the recovering of yon bright shilling, this lawyer doth essay to make 





me pay—through my departments—some thousand goodly pounds! 
Then ’tis not he who is mine ally. No, ’tis the officials of my 
departments—they who shall cast his charges in his teeth—these, and | 
none others, are surely mine allies—— ¥ ¥ * x | 
Yet—surely nay; for these, mine own officials, do by no means | 
resist his cruel claims! Nay, they do embrace him warmly, ladling | 
him out this money with most generous and ungrudging hand, and 
giving him new work, ever more lucrative! These, then, can scarce 
be my friends. Oh, woe, woe—have | then lost my friends and mine | 
allies? Have I perchance offended them by some unmeant slight or 
hasty word, or, do I still fail rightly to identify them? (70 Usher) 
Stay, perchance ’tis thou who art my friend and defender’ [| will 
weep upon thy bosom. (He dyes so, while in sympathy do flow also 
the tears of the Usher, mingling with his own upon the unfeeling 
00T, 

f ed UsHER. Alas! HowcanI undeceive this gentle heart—how 
tell him the rank and cruel truth, that the defender he seeks is not | 
I? I cannot: I will, for his sake, feign, and drink with him-———Yet 
see—alas! alas! he hath discovered that ’tis not I; and wild and | 
wandering, his eye doth survey the world for that it finds not! See, | 
he sinks to earth, weeping ! 


CHORUS. 


This is the British Citizen and Taxpayer. 
To his eye hath returned the dulness of desolation, 
And now deeper in his gloom, 
See how hollow despair 
Glares, voiceless, from the caverns of his orbs! 
Why is this? Doth he lack something? 
Yea, for he hath lost that he did erewhile seek, 
And fancied found. 
It is gone, it hath slipped away, 
Sut still doth return the Levier of Taxes 
The Devourer of Substance returns, 
He claimeth an extra rate 
‘or the defending of the interests 
Of him, the doleful Taxpayer ; 
He claimeth a sum aclditional 
For the having paid 
To the lawyer so many bright and golden pounds ! 
(rooro! Who then’s the Friend! and Defender ? 


z. 


Gooro! Gooro! Yow! 
* The ruggedness of the chorus verse is ine rpressibly beautiful. -AUTHOR. 





ERGO. 

De Boorson.—“ Where's my father? Oh, he’s off to the Cattle 
Show. I never see much of him. His main hobby in life is fat 
pigs.” 

Miss Prettypert.—“ I wonder he doesn’t take more interest in 
you! ”’ 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


TO THE EDITOR OF “FuN,” 


until 
Imperial coursers, arranging for events, 
Shall in due season (with “no frost” for choice) 
Cry “ Altcar!” and let slip the dogs. 





| But. sit, althench the legitimate season is aver—and T scorn to “tip” 


“ 


for off-season meetings—there are moments when the true Briton 
cannot restrain himself, although he is only able to adequately 
express his feelings with one continuous hooray!” Sir, this is one 
of those moments. For has not an Englishman beaten the go-as- 
you-please record all to nothing? And that, too, in New York, before 
a whole heap of Jonathans! Littlewood it is, and Littlewood has 
| lots of grit; Littlewood but plenty has. He did his last laps with 
| easy leisure, though he took too many laj3 to begin with—laps of 
| Bass—which nearly put him out of it with pain. Never mind, it 
came all right in the end. But Littlewood, my boy, take the 
| infallible vaticinator’s tip, and drink nothing but whisky next time. 
| Nevertheless. hooray. my boy! Here’s your good health, and your 
| family’s goo health! May you live long and prosper ! 

Yours, &¢., TROPHONIUS. 





| P.S.—Hooray ! 








KNICKNACKS. 


AT length there is a chance of the umbrella fiend being quelled. 
Richard Marsh went into the “Cock” at Kilburn the other day, and 
mis-took an umbrella in the bar, as he said, “for a /ark.” The gamp 
fortunately belonged to a policeman, and the magistrate, considering 
it a fowl proceeding, sentenced the wretch to forty shillings, or 
fourteen days. 


Inquiring Missionary (to East African Native).—“ And which do 
you like best, my dusky friend, the English or the Germans ?”’ 
Native.—“Oh, me likee Engleeshmans, plenty much more 
| Missionary (rubbing his hands).—*“ Ah, I thought so,” 
| Native—‘Him am de better flabour, and ever so much more 
| tenderer.” [ Missionary is suddenly recalled home. 








! 

| Iv was stated by a contemporary that the agents of the candidates 
|in the late election had canvassed every street in the Holborn 
| district. This seems rather extravagant to us, and even if the paving 
| was so bad that it was necessary to put down something, surely 
| linoleum would have been the better article. 


NINE Irish fishermen were cast away on an uninhabited island off 
the coast of Donegal, where they lived for fifteen days upon oysters, 
and yet the discontented wretches actually grumbled because they 
could not get stout and brown bread and butter to consume with 
them. 


IF the reader will forgive us this time we will promise never to do 
|i¢ again, but we think that we are justified, if not Warren-ted, 
}im consequence of Mr. Monro, a Scotsman, having gone back to 
| Scotland (Yard). The only instance on record! However, here it 
| is—what is the difference between the new Commissioner of Police 
‘and Julius Cwsar’ one is a Monro and the other was a Komon. 
| (Scotch pronunciation). 





S1R,—I am supposed to have lapsed into silence for the season— 











I 


“ 





Our “Ignorant” Irish Sec. 

(Mr. BALFOUR.—The directions were conveyed by Lord Spencer, not through the 
proper channel, to the governor of Galway Gaol. My ignorance was absolutely 
innocent, and no apology was required. 

Mk. GLADSTONE.—Why did you not say that you were ignorant ?—Debave re treat- 
ment of Irish Prisoners.) 

THIS question's a pertinent question— 
Which Gladstone asked Balfour the brave— 
So much so, it gives a suggestion 
lor just a wee bit of a stave. 
Of his ignorance B. kindly told us, 
When Gladstone stood forth on the floor— 
But why did B. wait till he'd sold us? 
Why didn’t he say so before? 


If in business one undertakes duties 
Of which he knows nothing at all— 
Of fraud we declare it the root is, 
And he cutteth a figure that’s small. 
His profession of ignorance after 
Makes those who have trusted him sore— 
Thus Balfour wakes pityiog laughter— 
A Man would have said so before. 


But Balfour's a type of most Tories, 
Their ignorance often is dense, 

And all their big bounce and sham glories 
Cost Britain a deal of expense. 

The Balfourian bland explanation 
Is the sort that he gives us galore— 

He is ignorant touching Pat’s nation, 


But wherefore not say so before? 


How grandly the G.O.M. pounded 
Coercionist Balfour that night— 
Arthur J. looked abashed and confounded, 
And squirmed, and appeared in a fright. 
G.’s charges gave B. such a clressing, 
That B. nearly sank on the floor, 
And when ignorance B. was confessing 
He wished he'd confessed it before ! 





Civis Romanus Sum! 


1. THE Queen's representative kicked out of the “ Washington 


fotel,”’ United States. 2. The Queen’s representative forbidden the 
New South Wales Arms,” Australia. (Civis Romanus sum! 


OUR POPUL4SR SONGS ILLUSTRATED. 
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No. 2.—"‘THOU ART BEMEMBERED 8&TILL.” 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 2. 





Here she is “letting ‘em have it” for suggesting that she mig‘it 
come down to breakfast a bit earlier, and without curl papers. 

















THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


On Monday Mr. Milvain elicited from the Home Secretary that the 
nen at Edlirgton, wro nine years ago were unjustly convicted of a 


” 


{ * You RE AMOTHE A } 





A LITTE “TOO QUOQUE,’ 


burglary they didn’t perpetrate, have been graciously pardoned for 
their negative offence. What was more satisfactory was the intelli- 
gence that the innocent men are to receive £800 each by way of 
compensation. After which there was a pretty display of Balfour- 
baiting, the pack being led by Mr. Gladstone. 

When a Parnellite gent goes into durance vile, his cclleagues 
loyally trail their coat-tails across the 
“flure” of the Lower Chamber; but 
Mr. Healy magnanimously announces 
bis intention of not moving to turn out 
the Gent who is also Davis until the 
gent in question is able to come in. 

It was hardly to have been expected 
that the Lords would let the Oaths Bill 
pass without a struggle on behalf of 
bigotry and craseness, Therefore my 
Lord of Addington tried his best to 
emulate the old lady who endeavoured 
to sweep back the sea. 

In the Commons Randy broke out in 
afresh place—Suakim to wit—and 
moved the adjournment of the House 
respecting the military operations in 
erek not that Fun blames the er- 
ratic Randy, for John Bull's hands are 
quite full enough with home affairs, with- 
out Oriental complications just now. 

In spite of a stubborn defence, Randy 
very nearly succeeded in putting the 
Ministry into a fix. In fact, their only 
hope was Stanhope, and he was by no 
means strong on this occasion—as the 
House seemed thoroughly impressed 
with the fact that the country has 
during the last decade bad a surfeit of little wars, with their atten- 
dant, but by no means little, bills. 





HEALY THE MAGNANIMOUS. 
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And here she is talking to Sir Bachelor Cashup as though butter 
wouldn’t melt in her mouth. 














| same artist! 


| time, 





On Wednesday the Irish estimates were again much more in Supply | 


than demand. 


On Thursday Mr. Stanhope wa3 again hauled over the coals with | 
Query, were those imported, if | 


regard to German-made bayonets. 
any, marked in accordance with the Merchandise Marks Act of 1887? 
It looks as if John Bull is still the servant of those of whom he 
should be master. Labby was this evening crabby with W. H. S. 
regarding what he described as the shocking state of public business. 








An Affi-Davey-t. 


[Mr. Horace Davey, it is said, is about to contest Stockton-on-Tees, in place of 
Mr. Dodds, resigned.) 
SOME now, if you please, regard Stockton-on-Tees, 
Where the waters are whirling and wavy— 
For now, exit Dodds—but what are the odds 
That the folks will say “ Let's take our Davey”? 
But if they do not, why ’tis like to displease him, 
And ‘twill look as though they would fain Stockton-on-Tease him. 





Crackers. 


’Tis ever at the festive time that Mirth needs many backers; 
There’s none more helpful in that line than Tom Smith's jolly 
Crackers.—As cheerful “cracks” at Christmas time should have 
unstinted measure, Sparagnapanes have spared no pains to give un- 
measured pleasure, 


Good Old Christmas Holidays. 


“ALLY SLOPER’S Christmas Holidays,” price twopence, has just 
made its appearance, and seems more attractive than ever. W. F. 
Thomas’ large plate, “ Christmas Games at Sloper's,” is awfully funny ; 
and so is the cartoon, “ Christmas Eve at the Mildeweries,” by the 
Dan Godfrey, Bandmaster Grenadier Guards, has 
specially composed “ The Tootsie Gavotte” for Ally’s Christmas Num- 
ber, and we must say it is one of the prettiest things heard for a long 








SARTORIAL,—The check for winter—and summer, too, for that 
matter.—One for a cool thousand. 
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HooD s Comic ANNUAL FOR 1889, 


PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


Crammed full of Amusing Stories by leading Authors of the day 
Illustrated in the most Comic style by the best Artists. 
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| Mrs. 8S. No; Alfred’s quite too Javish, I’m afraid. 
| Miss P. Goes to the City, dear, I think you said? 


| Mrs. 8S. I don’t exactly know, but it’s some task 


| Miss P. A task on which he greatly seems to thrive ! 











COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. I. 


“WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS——” 


(Mrs. Sharpus, newly married, is visited in her charming!y-furnished 
drawing-room by Miss Prior, a bosom friend of her school-days.] 


Miss P. Your house is lovely, dear !—and what a lot 
Of pretty things about you you have got— 
Whatever can your taste or fancy please— | 
The sweetest knicknacks—real Japanese ! 
Your Brinsmead’s perfect, dear, in tone and touch, 
And must have cost—I cannot guess how much! | 
You're Japp'd in luxury, dear, that is plain, 
And any search for blemish would be vain. 
Of all in admiration I am lost! 
I’m sure your husband never counts the cost. 





What does he do there, love, if I may ask? 
That takes him ev'ry day from ten to five. 


Mrs. 8S. He’s not at all secretive—not at all— ! 
Bat when I ask him, talks of “rise and fall,” | 
And says he plays a game which it is best | 
For little wives in ignorance to rest. 
Miss P. Perhaps, dear, you had better leave it so ; 
Your husband's prosperous, at least, you know. 
Mrs. 8. Oh, yes !—of that I have not any doubt ; 
But yet I wish it did not take him out 
And keep him all those hours away from me. 
Miss P. What if he were a eailor—out at sea ? 
Mrs. 8. Ah !—then of course I should be patient, dear, 
Knowing he could not possibly be here ; 
But, as it is, I really do not know 
Why he should daily to the City go. 
Miss P. Because he’s call’d there, I should gay,} 
And has to work, dear—so that you may play. 
Mrs. 8S. To work?—ah, there,dear, you've laid bare the sting 
And all the weak vexation of the thing! 
It can’t be called ‘‘ work,” or I am very wrong, 
To watch a piece of tape, dear, all day long! 
But if to such a silly task he’s tied, 
Why can’t he stay and doit by my side? 
To watch a piece of tape—a man, full-grown— 
Was ever such a piece of nonsense known ! 





AF neERG. 



































Miss P, Don’t for his absence, dear, lament in crape ; 
Men do much worse abroad than “ watch a tape.” 








THE only Part of a Door that is Eatable on Bread—is, 
of course, the jamb. 





MISS PRETTYPERT SCORES AGAIN. 


Sir Norman Snobkins.—“ Y'KNOW WE'RE QUITE THE PEOPLE DOWN 
IN BLUNDERSHIRE. COUNTY FAMILY, DON’T Y'KNOW. Now, HOW 
WOULD YOU LIKE TO MARRY INTO OUR FAMILY, Miss PRETTYPERT?” 

Miss P.—“ Ou, I SHOULD BE DELIGHTED, SIR NORMAN, IF YOU HAD 
AN AVAILABLE GRANDSON!” 








PENNINGS FOR PROLETARIAN PERUSERS. 
By A PURE PATBRBICIAN. 


I HAVE been weading a new Novel. A Societah Novel the Witah 
tahms it. She pwetends to know a gweat deal about the Awistoc- 
wacy. But chawactahs of her stowy are dwawn fwom a veway 
diffewent Wank in life to the Wank WE occupy. Commonahs— 
theah commonahs! is the vahdict I unhesitatingly pwonounce. 

Foh instance, the authah has made them all pwovokingly handsome 
and pictuesque. Wong! WE ah neithah handsome noh pictuesque. 
Bweeding—weally select and Consahvative bweeding does not wun to 


| 


pahsonal attwactiveness. Owah Fahmilay, for instance, ah distin- | 


guished by wed haiah, defective vision, weak intellects, and wetweat- 
ing chins. They ah Owah mahk of wank, Owah cachet of awistoc- 
wacy. Place one of Us in the centah of a cwowd of vulgah beauties, 
and offah us Owah choice of stwaight pwofiles, stwong eyes and 
powahful intellects in exchange for Owah own exclusive peculiawities 
—and a monkah to a ponah WEB indignantlah weject the pwoffah. 

Again, the Witah of the stowy I have been weading makes all hah 
chawactabs extwadinawily polite. Wong again ! Ware nevah polite ! 
WE can sometimes be cohtchus, but nevah polite. Again, she makes 
them speak wondahfully pahfect Gwammah—and when they wite 
lettahs to each othah, they ah mahvels of epistolawy aht. Oh, how 
cwudely wo 
nevah spelt thwee consecutive wahds cowectly in hah life, unless 
she employed a secwetawy. Pooah cwetchah, he was paid to be 
cowect. Societah expected it of him / 





all this is! My deawest fwend, the Mahchioness, | 


Yet again, these wondahful people constantly addwess each othah by | 
| Cwack of Doom! Then they may—but I am not so suah about it 


theiah titles. Wk abhaw this saht of thing. Ws employ abbwevia- 
tions. My bwothah, Lohd Floundaham, is invawiably known as 











Floundah at home and abwoad. At Coht this custom pwevails to ex- 
twemity. Equewwys are Tom, Dick, and Hawwy, and the pwettiest 
Lady in Waiting I evah knew was invawiably addwessed as “ Winkles.” 

Even on the stage WE ah wepwesented impahfectly. Give a 
populah Actah the paht of a Duke to pahfohm and anothah monkah 
to anothah ponah he would twy to wepwesent him as a weal noble- 
man in chawactah as well as in position. I have seen Mahchionesses 
on the stage, wevewend and gwaceful, with white haiah undah pwoint- 
lace caps and twailing wobes of satin. Theiah mannahs waiah a soht 
of mixtuah of condescension and agweeability, and theiah movements 
waiah wegulated by the laws of gwace and wefinement. Absahd ! 
My pahticulah fwend, the Mahbchioness, isa good specimen of hah 


| Wank, and Aah haiah is dyed a bwilliant owinge, hah walk is a 


stwide, hah voice a shwiek, hah wobes only twail when they have 
been torn out at the gathahs by hah dogs—and—deah me! One 
pities the actwess who had fohmed so cwade an estimate of the 
mannahs and appeawanse of a membah of the Uppah Ten. 

Once, in a comahdy called Awiane, I saw the awistocwacy 
wepwesented with fidelitah. The ideah was pwopaleh gwasped by 
the pahsons who ban rewige the Woles. They stwode abowt, they 
did not caih whethah they twod on commonah ce ae Baye 80 
well-bwed—and they waiah too thowoughly Awistocwatic to mind 
whethah theiah Gwammah was iwwepwoachable oh impahfect. While 
the hewoine of the Dwama was gwaceful, beawtiful and sewene. 
Becawse she was not suah enough of hah positicn to be othahwise! 
“How twue!” I cwied. Bat the Cwitics (wade cwetchahs!) 

umbled, and the Public waised a Waw of execwation. 

The Common Hawd will nevah undahstand Us, Nevah! till the 


evea then ! CLEMENTINAH. 
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SOME NOTES AT THE CATTLE SHOW. 








Up for the Cattle Show. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


Is black, for he 
Mayn’t be set down, 
It seems to me, 
As more than brown. 


Whate'er his hue, 
Though, may have bee 
As well as you 
He served our Queen ; 


Ou, fie for shame ! 
Tis impolite, 
And you're to blame, 
Yourself a white, 
Since of good taste 
You've shown a lack 
By making haste 
To flout “a black.” 


It hardly can And no applause 
Be right to say Greets your attack 
A gentleman On one because 


From In-di-a He was “‘a black.” 


n, 


Miss HELEN GOULD, daughter of Jay Gould, the American mil- 
lionaire, is reported to be the richest unmarried Jady in her own 
right in the world, and withal a charming girl. Unmarried, forsooth ! 
Shall this scandal be permitted to continue? Never. Come, Helen, 
come to these arms, that are open to shelter and protect thee from 
the “stings and arrows of a cruel, heartless world.” 





A Few Cricketing Queries. 
Dip Henry Fielding write “Tom Bowling”? 
When Bacon was Lord Keeper, might he have been described as a 
wicket-keeper (wicked keeper)? 
| What naturalist first discovered the relationship “between the bat 
| and cricket? 
Could a man seated on a dromedary be calle1 a good hump higher? 
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GOoOoD CHEER! 


LIME-FRUIT JUICE & CORDIALS ABSOLUTELY 


ALSO 


“MONTSERRAT” CHAMPAGNE PURE AND 
(ABSOLUTELY NON-ALCOHOLIC}), S 0 L U B L 7 


A: Cheapas Lemonade. As Invigorating as Champagne, 
INVALUABLE FOR EVENING PARTIES. 





Sole Consignecs—E VANS, SONS. & Ct Liverpool. 
Lond +t EVANS. LESCHER & Wi 
Canada: E' ia iw & M . ‘ 


Wednesday, | 


MONTSERRAT Cadbury S 
Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


POCO OE 


SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


_— = ~ a a = ~ — = 





Ninte «s smooth:y as a eau pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt the po-nts being rounded by a new process 
Ask your Stationer or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C Branpaver and Co.s 
Pan Works, BrrmMInGHAM: or to their Wholesale 
Warehouse, 24 London, B.C 





King Edward Street 


i (for the Propr rs) by W 
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CHRISTMAS—PRESENT AND PROSPECTIVE. 
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Lo! Fun’s Tip-Topical Artist here displays a srall | Thirdly, here's a butcher-boy (though sparring he’s | And lastly, Papa Christmas, quite perplexed by these 

collection {inepection. had knocks in) i new notions, 
Of striking “ Christmas Novelties,” well worthy your | Who has conscientious scruples to all sorts of Christ- | May herein be observed the prey of worries and 
Firstly, two young cadlets, craving scientific treacures, mas-boxin’. commotions ; 
Turn their nasal organs up at pantomimic pleasures, Fourthly, as to Christmas * waits,” some swells adopt | His aooustomes geniality is ebbing ‘neath this bore- 

new measures, time, 


Secondly, a married pair disdain all Christmas dishes, 
And profess to find a cutlet quite “first chop” for 
their “joint” wishes. 














And Handel only Schubert, Brahms, and Bach-analian 
treasures. 
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And he's sesrce the “ merry” Christmas that Le used 
to be aforetime, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
SOMETHING of the usual lull before the Christmas onslaught has 
fallen on theatrical matters for the last few days. (I speak as the 
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THE AVENUE.—“QUITS!” (So he does, you know !) 

one who writes, of course, being thereby some seven days behind the 
‘event. You who read are probably in the midst of excitements 
incident upon the production of a new piece at every theatre three 
times a day.) Something of the usual lull, I have said, for, with 
| theatres continuously arising on every side of us—not to say before 
and behind us, and even above us and below us—such a thing as 
'dulness, in the sense of inaction, is not very possible. Matters have, 
however, been pretty well confined to matinées (or matter-nees, if you 
like), but as I occupy the happy and glorious position of not having 
seen one of them, I have no words but those of heartfelt blessing to 


utter in their regard, 
| 

THERE are some good things, however, some particularly good things, 
which Christmas time will disestablish, and this seems an opportunity 
‘specially designed for recommending individuals—and groups—to 
take the chance of seeing them before it is all too Jate. In availing 
myself of that opportunity, I feel that I am doing a thoroughly good 
turn to all parties, which is a nice yule-loggy, boar’s-heady, holly, 
ivy, and mistletoey sort of feeling, just the thing for the Christmas 


Number Mr. FUN issues herewith to a rejoicing universe. 


| THE first of these that occurs to me is Betsy, at the Criterion. It 
was always a funny piece—a real, genuine ‘‘screamer”—and it 
remains truly “as funny as ever,” as the phrase goes, being thoroughly 
well acted, It is really one of the things that “oughtn’t to be 
missed.” Lottie Venne is delicious, so are Blakeley, Giddens, Maltby, 
Standing, and the rest. In quite another style you have 7he Monk's 
Room, a straightforward, nice and gloomy, if somewhat unlikely, 
play, with some very fine acting to recommend it. 
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AND “THE DO-WaGER"! (U-0-vA!) 


THE OBITEBRION.—* Bai s-y ” 


The Armada will have sailed from Drury Lane and Antiope will 
have marched from the Alhambra before this remark gets into public 





view, but you ought to have seen them. If you haven't, you’ll 
always regret it, takeimyjword for it, And to think the chance wil] 


never occur again ! 





REFERRING to matinées, by-the-way, the series Mr. Tree has started 
at the Haymarket ought to be found exceptionally taking, combin- 
ing as it does the attractions of good old plays (but not too old), a 
company rather “ above-proof” in the, ability and popularity of its 
members, and the interest of seeing the clever lessee essaying parts 
“likely” enough, but containing all the exhilarating elements of ex- 
periment. I’m rather “off” old plays myself, but for good acting | 
can stand anything. 


I'VE been looking at Olympia again. Some more things have come, 
and the place begins to look cosy. (It is comfortably warmed, 
by-the-way, and makes a good refuge from east wind and frost. 
But the management might give a look to one or two holes which 
are to be found in the asphalte in places. I severely sprained a 
boot in one of them, and seriously damaged a portion of the polish.) 
The stalls are pretty, I think, but close inspection is a dangerous 
thing. Everybody wants to sell something—not unnatural in a 
“fair,” perhaps, but rather a nuisance when you only want to look. 
I was offered bog-oak at the stall of 8. D. Salter (which still stands 
where it did), a jack-in-the-box timepiece, and some transparent 





looking-glasses, through which we saw pictures. One young gentle- 
man showed us how to grease our coats with a tallow candle and 
clean it again dozens of times, all for one shilling. One eminent | 
journalist submitted a glove to an experiment with the substance. | | 
believe he will have to renew his kids sooner than he calculated | 
upon! “ Aladdin’s Cave” we found to contain an Jndian Bazaar, a | 
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THE SHAPTESBURY.—“ THE LADY OF LYIN’S!” 


Turkish coffee divan, and an African gentleman, described as the} 
“Only One.” I didn’t notice anything Chinese—stay, there were 
lanterns. <A big Christmas tree is in preparation. | 


Nops AND WINKs.—An excellent entertainment, under the <irec- | 
tion of Mr. and Mrs. F, J. Davies, was promised for the 10th, at 
St. Andrew's Hall, W. I regret, the object being to raise funds to 
provide a Christmas dinner for the St. Pancras Poor,'that information 
reached me too late for its pre-announcement.—The great theatrica: 
production of the week, however, has been the general production of 
mittens, single-sticks, foils, etc., etc., etc., at Her Majesty's, where a 
week-long exhibition of the various methods of “spoiling” your fel- 
low man has been going on, to the obvious delight of the sporting 
community. TROPHONIUS ought to have “noticed” this event, but 
an altercation, with regard to a stage seat, in which he engaged with 
another perron (Jem Smith acting as referee,) rendered him, in 
the upshot, incapable of performing this duty. He vigorously 
disputed the ruling of the referee, shortly after which it became | 
impossible for him to “notice” anything, and he went out 
for some raw beef-steak. The slogging was ‘all there,” but I 
don't know anything about it technically, so, beyond enjoying thrills 
of lively satisfaction every time a fellow got a specially “‘nasty one, | 
| hadn't any particular feelings aroused, There was some good) 
wrestling, some pretty gymnastics, and a number of the regular | 
assault-at-arms items, which were interesting enough ; but the “ pox: | 


ing Tournament” was the real kernel of the thing, of course. I should 
call it a particularly successful week of its kind. I haven't, - = 


rate, seen a thing with more bottom to it for a long time, an 


Pelican Club are entitled to score one over their share in it. 
NESTOR. 
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Irish Evidence, 


Twas at the Fair of Ballybegs— | 
The whisky was galore : 
An’ some was dhrinkin’ on their | 


legs, 
An’ some was on the floore. 


Then young Tim Hogan said I'd got 
Me bit o’ land by thrick. 
Wid that I turn’d upon him hot, Ph 
An’ stritch’d ’im wid m i Wi VOM 
e shtick. my; Ve 
Och, don’t till me there isn’t | ip FU, ji 
' y td Z i, FF ge 
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ghosts ?— d 
That night, I saw one—plane— | 
As plane as iver I saw posts, 
Or gates along a lane! 


I'd lift the Fair—tin yards at 
most— 
Well—less than half a mile— 
Whin I beheld Tim Hogan’s ghost, 
Sat shmokin’ on a stile! 





The blood was red upon his face, 
That otherwise was white ; 

An’ faix I howld it no disgrace 
To own I shrak’d that night. 


At first a woord he didn’t spake, 
But glar’d out av his eyes : 

[ filt me very marrow quake, 
An’ lightnins shplit the skies ! 


An’ thin he spoke—sepulchral 
loike— 
An’ this was what he said : 
“lv ye don’t quit that cabin, Mike, 
I’ll haunt ye till ye’re dead !” 


I saw he mint it, iv’ry bit, 
An’ ’gainst him couldn’t stand: 
An’ from that night I’ve niver sit 
Me foot upon that land. 


So don’t tell me, Molloy, ye thafe, 
There isn’t ghosts, or shure 
Me shtick shall spoil yer onbelafe 
An’ stritch ye on the floore. 


“Och!” said Molloy—* it’s thrueas 


ay :/) 
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In yer cabin ye may see, 
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Tim Hogan’s ghost—also his wife— 
Likewise his childer, three !” 
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| ARTHUR HENRY DyAs tried to 
| cut his throat, in consequence of a 
| misunderstanding with his young 

Jady’s father. In fact, Dyas said 
|he might as well Dyas he could 
| not see his sweetheart, 





A LITTLE DUCK—AND A GOOSE. 


Inexperienced Young Thing.—“YOU MAY SEND US ONE OF THOSE GEESE, THEN,” 
Poulterer.—“ WITH PLEASURE, SHALL I DRAW IT FOR YOU, MA’amM?”’ 
Il. Y. 7.—“ ER—NO—THANKS, I’LL DESCRIBE IT TO MY HUSBAND,” 


[And she told Algy the poultercr man was quite an artist. 








| KNICKNAOKS. 

MR. JUSTICE STEPHENS lately sat in the Assize Court at Hreter 
until two o’clock in the morning; and when he made his evit a trum- 
| peter, or, as a matter of fact, a pair of them, awoke the sleeping folks 
as they accompanied him home. Wonder what they played? “We 
won't go home till morning” would have been appropriate. 





| THE Rev J. E. C. Welldon gave away the prizes at the Technical 
| School in the People’s Palace a few days ago. They could not have 
chosen a better man for the office, for the reverend gentleman would 


| be sure to know if a thing was well done. 


| 

| “OH, yes, Mrs. Blunderby,” exclaimed a friend the other afternoon 
| over a quiet cup of tea; “I consider Mr. Brown quite a clever young 

‘man. He has ‘ Burns’ at his fingers’ ends, you know.” 

| “Dear me!” cried the old lady, sympathetically ; “poor young 
fellow! I know what itis. I’ve had ’em myself when I’ve gone to 

| take up an iron that I thought was cool, and found it hot. And if 
you should see him you can tell him that I used yaller soap for mine,” 








A WALKING-STICK has been invented for lady smokers, which con- 
tains a number of cigarettes. The knob opens, and by a patent spring 
the cigarettes are brought up in succession. The lady smokers had 
better be cautious, for if they bring up too many cigarettes, they 
may perchance bring vp something elee—their dinner, for instance, 


OvuR tame Anarchist was reading the other day,and he came across 

a paragraph to the effect that Mr. F’. Hogan, of Chicago, had been 

shot at, but that the bullet had been turned aside by a penny in his 

ket. “Another instance of the privileges of wealth,” he ex- 

claimed ; “a poverty-stricken wretch like myself would have been 
killed through not possessing the neceseary penny.” 





Mr. Blunderby (severely ).— “Young Softy was on the loose, last 
week.” 
Mrs. B. “ Dear me! How dreadful! Poor young fellow!” 


Mr. B. “ And he got tight again.” 
Mra. B. (relieved.)—“ Oh, I'm glad he got tight again. , That’s all 


right, then.” 
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A DEEPER DEPTH OF, WOE. 
First Little Dear.—“ Isn't it awful, Maudie ; papa won't let us 
have any mistletoe in the house at Christmas, and my brothers 


bring home such a nice lot of young men.” 
Second Ditto.—“ Ah! it’s worse at our house, dear. We've got 


heaps of mistletoe, but no nice young men.” 





We Hope Yule Laugh. 
THE cost of your Christmassy fires, you'll azree 
Should really be guessed in a second, 
They're easy to calculate, as you will see, 
If in Yule-log-arithms they’re reckoned. 





“WHAT ARE THE WILD WAVES,” &c. 


I'VE been doing a bit of Eastbourne and Brighton, and that. And 
I wish to goodness that I hadn’t been. What's the good of going to 
Brighton, I should like to know? You can’t always be doing Brill’s 
baths and Breleyn sherry. But Brighton’s better than Kastbourne, 
for all that. You can see somebody, anyhow. / always used to stop 
at the “Old Ship,” because of the mutton cutlets and cauliflower. 
What I hate about Brighton is that the young fellows there always 
will have clean boots. What's the good of being at the seaside, I 
should like to know, if a fellow can’t dress as he likes? Perhaps you 
never had a turn at Margate in the winter. It isn't at all bad, I can 
tell you. The harbour doesn’t smell nearly so strong as it does in 
summer. It isn't at all bad, too, walking about in front of the Clif- 
tonville. But then at Margate they will have entertainments in the 
winter. That's what I detest more than anything else. Fancy any 
man in his sane senses wanting to go to hear people lecture on Africa ; 
and to go, too, all the way from town. It’s simply idiotic, that’s 
what I call it. But Margate isn’t so bad, after all. The “ Mumble”’ 
oysters you get there are not at all bad eating. When I was a 
youngster I used to eat them by the score; now I have to look at 
half a dozen oysters half an hour before | can get through them. 

Yes, it’s all very well talking about the seaside in winter. But 
who's always going to be prowling about in a great ulster? And 
look at: the lodging-house keepers. It’s the time of the year when 
they're always being so!d up under bills of sale. You can see “ writs” 
stamped on all their faces). Yet you expect me to sympathize with 
‘em, I suppose. Why? Because in the summer-time they almost 
make fortunes by cooking fat shoulders of mutton and stealing what- 
ever they can lay their hands on. You can get quite as much of the 
seaside as you want, I say, by having a pound of sea-salt stuck in 
your tub in the morning. The seaside,indeed! Ozone, and all that! 
When I was a youngster nobody ever had anything to say about 
ozone. If a fellow was ill he dosed himself and cut off his brandy 
and water, I hate hearing about sea air. Bah! 

DIOGENES TOBBS. 
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A Bruce-que Greeting. 
[When Mr. Gainsford Bruce took his seat for Holborn, certain Radical and Liberal 
Members exclaimed, laughingly, “Small Mercies!” 

WHEN Gainsford Bruce took oath and seat 
For Holborn lately, 

Some Rad. M.P.s, who rose to greet 
The Bruce, smole greatly, 

They grinned sardonically (hence 
These tiny verses), 

And shouted out with scant pretence, 
“Aha! Small Mercies!” 





The Tories would do well to heed 
This little sentence, 
And for their brag they should, indeed, 
Show some repentance ; 
For Bruce as Vote, not Member, ranks— 
He's dull and hearsey. 
Still let Conservatives give thanks 
For this small mercy. 





De Goose-tibus, Etc. 


A CHRISTMAS Motto here please find— 
Adapted for the general use— 

If fortune to us all prove kind, 
Let's murmur “ Chacun a son goose!” 





Again the Créme De La Créme-r. 


AGAIN our friend of Regent Street, the joyous Junior Cremer, 

Issues toys whose vast variety proves him a clever schemer— | 
Toys for babies, toys for boys and girls, and toys, too, for the aged— | 
With which their numerous troubles may at Christmas be assuagéd, | 
Toys tiny, toys tremendous—yea, of all toys he a poiser, 
And thus (as Pat would say,) he is a big bould adver-toys-er, | 
His toys act like a tonic on each pessimist and dreamer, 

For screams of laughter always greet the treasures of this (S) Cremer! | 





| 
PARLIAMENTARY pairing always reminds us of a marriage de con- | 
wenance ; and in both cases it might be said—paired, but not mated. | 








OUR POPULAR SONGS ILLUSTRATED. 


att ad aoe CLF: rere | 
j J Y ” 

er eelet or eg t PGs A SY) 4 Niet 
— , Yi tip fp, hs MG YMA} 
at ‘tpl AGL 17 
5 “ eo 








Md: Weak 
B\ \ \Y . 
‘ \\V¥ ‘ 
a) \ 


meets See ¢ _ 











No. 3.—‘ WAITING.” 
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ral THE INVULNERABLE AGAIN! 
MR. EDWARD HARRINGTON AND HIS FINE. 
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| But— strange to say—the next moment the Sword of Justice lay in the dirt, shivered to many fragments; while the culprit strolled airily away uascathed, and 
the armourers who had forged that sword bent over it in dismayed inquiry. 
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said Justice, poor old lady! “I give itup!” “ Yer, it 





Then the reason came out—the culprit was of Irish nationality. “I can't be expected to cope with him!” 
is about time you retired, mum!” remarked FUN. 
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CONTRARY TO AUL TRADITION! 


R BULL, poor fellow, was look- 
M + ing extremely perplexed and 
gloomy. He rubbed his un- 
fortunate dazed head—al- 
ready bald with troubles and 
perplexities—continually 
with his fists, and glared at 
his boots. 

“Therealways was the 
Fish-Ring, the organization 
which assists so nobly and 
effectively in starving the 
Jondon poor,” he murmured : 
“I've got used to that: and 
there's the Central-Meat- 
Market- Frozen - Meat - as- 
Prime-British-Swindle Ring 
—I’m getting pretty well used 
to that too: but when it 
comes to Americanizing all 
‘our other supplies—when it comes to a Salt Producers’ Ring, and a 
| Match Producers’ Ring, and a Pottery Ring, why—why there’s a 
hopeless Ring about affairs altogether! I’m sure J don’t know what 
|todo. My traditions have always been in the direction of non-inter- 
| ference with the arrangements between the Consumer and Producer ; 
[ always have been for freedom of Contract——”’ 

‘Don’t interfere with freedom of Contract, Mr. B., dear boy!” 
| said the voice of Wisdom—the voice of FuN—at his elbow. “ Don't 
hamper Commerce with restrictions. Freedom of Contract is sacred, 
and Commerce is a holy thing.” 

“ Then,” said poor Mr. Bull, “you would advise me to do nothing 
‘“Oh—a mere trifle; next to nothing,” said Fun. “I should 


” 











,%9 
‘ 





| merely 
| “Look here, old fellow—I leave it to you. It’s too tough for my 
| poor old brain. You dothe thing for me, there’s alove!” said J. Bull, 

“Right!” said Fon the Wise. ‘No difficulty whatever.’’ Then 
| ightly beckoning the foreign Salt, Match and Pottery producers to 
| approach, he remarked, “ Here is a little bonus in hard cash for every 
| hundredweight of your gold sent to Great Britain; pray send us as 
much as you like—don’t be afraid.” 

Then FUN was observed to be placing something on something. 

‘Tam placing,” he remarked, “a tax on the producer of British 
salt, matches and pottery—a tax increasing equally with the advance 
in price, with a trifle extra by way of encouragement. Ahem—lI find 

he revenue requires it.” 

“ But—dear me, Mr. FuN,” said John Bull, nervously, “ isn’t it a 
very desperate step—isn't it contrary to all tradition to place burdens 
/on commerce?” 

“Certainly,” said FUN the Wise, “I shouldn't think of doing such 
a thing. Conspiracy against the public welfare is not Commerce: 
{ am placing the burdens on Conspiracy.” 

~ . * * * 

Within five minutes might have been heard howls of the most 
piteous and heart-rending description, outside the door of Mr. Bull. 
It was the Salt, Match and Tax-Ringers. They were weeping and 
beating their breasts. 

“Oh, Mr. Bull! we want protection—it will ruin us!” they 
shrieked piteously. 

“ Very sorry,” replied Mr. Bull (now quite another, and a pluckier 
being), ‘ but I’ve left this matter to my friend Mr. Fun.” 

“Oh, Mr. FUN!” screamed the Ringers, “In the name of Justice 
| —equity—the good of the country——!” 
| “Eh?” said Fun, “ Didn't know you had much to do with those 
| things! No; we'll leave these taxes and bonuses as they are, fora 
little while ; it'll do you a world of good.” 























New Leaves. 


PRAISE TO THE PBAISEWORTHY. —The Christmas Cards from 
Misch and Stock are all so good, that none may mock; they’ll 
keep at home, or send away, to greet your friends on Christmas Day.— 
And we would have it understood that “Goodall’s” goods are also 
good, to “ play” with or to send “ regards,” so put your money on 
their “ cards,”"— Charles Letts’ Diaries,” too, we find, comprise every 
useful sort and shape and size; so try them, and you'll find that 
they will do for all the purposes you'd put them to. 

Of novelties in “cards ’’ men’s heads supply no lack, and here are 
Mr. Foot’s New “ Leaves” and “ Nuts to Crack.” These nuts, which, 
we are told, are all home-grown, will add to mirth wherever mirth is 





| known. 
| 





A CooK's TOURIST.—A bobby on his beat. 





A Fog-gone Conclusion. 

OF the fog in the House, M.P.s lately complaincd, 
But Plunket to Gardner declared 

That a general clearness the Chamber maintained 
Till M.P.s to the House had repaired. 

The reason is patent,—at least, to the sane, 
That the air of the House it doth clog 

When so many M.P.s (of their talents all vain) 
Arrive with their brains in a fog. 

Their behaviour but proves that their fog doth exist, 

By the number of chanc2s of scoring they’ve mist. 





“ HENRY, you used to call me an angel before we were married 
you never do now!” ‘No, dear, we've been married two years now 
but I wish it more than ever I did when I called you by that name!’ 


Ructions. 











FUN’S TOAST. 
As now we're close on Christmas, that’s a welcome time to most | 
(To all, at least, from care and sorrow free), | 
FUN fain (with your permission) would propose a little toast, | 
To wish his generous readers mirth and glee. | 
So here he fills his beaker, and, uplifting it on high, | 
He drinks to rich and poor, to great and small— 
May every blessing’ greet you, now the Yuletide draweth nigh, 
Here's a merry, merry Christmas to you all! 


mens to all Fun’s little readers—bless their pure and blithesome 

earts |— 
May they revel in the joys the season brings ; 

Giving gladness to the “ grown-ups,” who have often many smarts 
From Fortune's direst arrows and her slings, 

To the ladies—(FUN owns many lady readers, you must know)— 
Whose gentleness and love can soothe Grief's gall, 

May their dear ones grow still dearer, is the wish of FUN and Co.,— 
Here's a merry, merry Christmas to them all ! 


Here's to lovers—may the course of love run smoothly for each pair! 
Here’s to toilers—may their labours win success ! 

Here’s to all to whom the passing year has often brought but care— 
May this season brightly banish their distress ! 

Here's to young and old, and middle-aged, to each and every one 
Who have business on this grand terrestrial ball, 

FUN would fain to them be faithful, for they’ve faithful been to FUN— 
Here’s a merry, merry Christmas to them all ! 
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| nd here you have them “in full fig,” just going to give: their grand Christmas party—qu 
| And why not, Mr. FUN, if they're all honest and kindly intentioned—why not, sir? 


SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 3. 
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SSS — See i Saez oy 
Here you have them in their ordinary every-day form: mother doing the dinner, and what not; Minnie attending to the house- 
work ; Bobby cleaning the knives and boots before he goes to business ; and pa trotting about all day with Jawyer's deeds and things. 
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\ HEM? | 
ite the genteel thing. 
A Merry Christmas to em, and many of 'em! 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 

IRST MEMBER OF LONDON 
Posiic. Look here —about 
this policeman. Don't you 
think—— 

SECOND M.L. P. Just what 
I was going tosay. He's no 
use in the world—does no- 
thing 
F. M. L. P. Not discipline 
enough,eh? Stoops too much 
—toddles, you know, instead 
of marching. Don't think 
much of his uniformed-guar- 
dian-of-the-peace side. Tell 
you what, let’s knock his 

head off and alter him. 
| They do. 
S. M. L. P. There, there’s a 
new head for him. How 
does he answer now? Holds 
himself well now, doesn’t he? 
| Marches better—holds himself upright. Look there, how well he 

| caught that burglar. Very plucky—— 

| F. M. L. P. Eh?—oh, yes !—but look here, his detective side is all 
|in rags. Why, he can’t track a criminal any better than a cow! 
| He’s no use; tell you what, too, he begins to march too upright—too 
much drill about him. Don't want a military bobby. Tell you 
what—let’s knock his head off again and change it. They do, 











S. M. L. P. What d’ye think of him now? Not such a bad detec- 
tive, is he? Tracked down that criminal in excellent style, and—— 
hullo, I say, why, his uniformed side is a mere wreck! Why, he 
creeps about like an Indian spy, and turns his toes in, and looks as | 
weak asa mouse. Tell you what—let’s knock his head off again, and 
give him a new one, 

Mr. Fun. Why not give him two new ones, while you are about it | 
—one for his uniform side, and one for his detective side—eh? Hullo, | 
what are you laughing at? 

BoTtu M. L. P.s. Why, that ridiculous animal you have with you, 
Mr. Fon. What on earth why, if it isn't a ferret and a watch- 
dog with only one head between them, What in the name of good- | 
ness is the use—— 

Mr. Fun. No use whatever—just like your simple-headed double | 
policeman—see? Sort of a fancy combination. | 

BotH M.L. P.s, Ah, thankee, Mr. FON. We will give him two) 


heads and try it. 














With a pup-pose. 
WHEN under the Mistletoe-bough some youth 
Seems “ puppy-ish,” you'll allow 
One might describe him with some truth, 
As a Mistletoe “ bow-wow.” 


HE was the soul of honour, and yearned to discharge all his just 
debts and stand erect once more in the sight of his fellow men. Yet 
he skulked down back streets, and all for fear of doing what his heart 


pined for, viz., “ meeting his creditors.” 
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THE JOLLY OLD CHRISTMAS WAITS, 


A SEASONABLE DITTY. 





WHEN | thinks of the larks of a year ago, 
I chuckles, I does, an’ I laughs “ Ho, ho!” 
I've ’ad—an’ I ’opes as it ain’t no crime— 
Full many a rollicking high old time, 

An’ regular games in various ways, 

3ut never such a game in all my days 

As the one we had when me an’ my mates 
Went out as the jolly old Christmas: Waits. 


There was me, an’ Joe, an’ Tummas, an’ Ned, 

An’ George, an’ ’Arry in a joiner’s shed ; 

An’ Joe played the ‘arp, an’ I played the flute, 
An’ Tummas would drum, an’ ’Arry would “toot,” 
An’ Neddy would fiddle, an’ George bassoon, 

An’ none of us knew very much of toon; 

But that ain't « matter as agitates 

The bosoms of the jolly old Christmas Waits, 


We practised at home for several weeks 

With our thumps, an’ twangs, an’ rumbles, an’ squeaks, 
An’ then together—but I must confess 

As it wasn't a right-down, grand success. 

It’s not as I'd Jay on any the blame, 

But the toons we practised was not the same ; 

An’ they sounded like unoiled garden-gates, 

Did the toons of the jolly old Christmas Waits. 


But we sallied forth from the yard quite bold, 
An’ ’Arry struck up with “The Days of Old,” 
Then Neddy chimed in with “ The Dying Cow,” 
An’ George, with the bass of ‘‘ The Mistletoe Bough ;” 
While the “ March in ‘Saul’” J contributed to 
This regular, rollicking how-d'ye-do, 

Which, I think, sufficiently indicates 

The form of us jolly old Christmas Waits, 

An’ every now an’ again we'd stop 

(When we thought we'd found a sensitive shop), 
An’ give ’em a taste of our style sublime— 
Which we always played five toons at a time. 
An’ when to trouble we threatened to come, 
Why, Tummas came vigorous in with the drum— 
Oh, you would have reared at the people’s states, 
When they heard the jolly old Christmas Waits. 


The rummiest game you ever did see 

Was the way we made the populace flee ; 

For whether a-foot, or whether a-coach, 

They'd run like mad, when they heard us approach, 
With the swiftness of thought or lightning’s gleam— 
An’ those as couldn't would lay down an’ scream. 
For well they knew their terrible fates 

If they heard the jolly old Christmas Waits. 


But we banged and twanged our various toons— 
The cornet-harp-fiute-fiddle-drum-bassoon’s— 
You never knew such a game in your life, 

It wrenched like a rack and cut like a knife, 
Wherever we went, on the frosty night— 

On the air—on the world—there fell a blight, 
For it claws the heart like a thousand hates, 
Does the sound of the jolly old Christmas Waits, 





The sleeper awoke in shuddering dread, 

An’ covered his ears with the feather bed, 

The prosperous shrank from a world grown bleak, 
The drunkard vanished with sobered shriek, 

The policeman froze on his beat with fear, 

The burglar grovelled when it reached his ear ; 
An’ the cats all stiffened and fell from the slates 
At the sound of the jolly old Christmas Waits. 


I tell you, wherever we went o’ nights, 

We jolly well enjoyed ourselves to rights ! 

If I live to a thousand years or so 

I certainly think—though I don’t quite know— 
That I never in all this world shall see 

Such a right-down, rollicking, all-round spree 
As the one I ’ad when me an’ my mates 

Went out as the jolly old Christmas Waits. 








CHRISTMAS is certainly the most general holly-day of the year. 
To this all must agree in ( Mistle)-toe-to. 





CANNOT the present Haymarket lessee be described at this festive 
season as a Christmas Tree? 














BEATING COLUMBUS'S EGG-TRICK. 


Young Lady.—“ Three out o’ them last dozen o’ eggs was bad, 
Mr. Figgs, and Mar sez as you must make ’em good !” 

Mr, Figgs.—“ Well, Miss, if you or your Mar’ll bring ’em round 
the next time you're this way, 1’ll do my very best with ’em!”’ 








JUST OUT. | 


Hoop s Comic ANNUAL FoR 1889, 


PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


Crammed full of Amusing Stories by leading Authors of the day, 
Illustrated in the most Comic style by the best Artists. 





Price Twopence. 


FUN ALMANAC ror 1889. 


CRAMMED FULL OF Humorous PICTURES AND READING. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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POTTERBY’S PUDDING. 
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“IT will have a pudding this year,” said Bachelor 
Potterby. So he got them to make him one at his 


dining-rooms, it through.” 


“It has been boiled three hours,” said the cook; “ and 
before serving up, you must boil it three hours more to heat 


Ua Christmas Day he put it in the pot, and 
let it boil away, while he walked out to see 
the holiday folk. 









































“Now for the puddisg!” said Potterby, 
coming in hungry. “But—dash my wig!— 
what's come of it ? 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


The recent fogs have penetrated the House of Commons. Mr. 
Plunket explains, the fog comes in with the honourable members. 
Perhaps this ac- 
counts for the 
amount of haziness 
Parliament spreads 
in the country at 
large. Once again, 
Tay Pay, the little 
Star that twinkle- 
twinkles in the 
political firma- 
ment, has been 
referred to as the 
member for Scot- 
land Yard—this 
time by Mr. Court- 
ney — perhaps be- 
cause Tay Pay is so 
energetic in ex- 
posing abuses and 
jobberies. 

On Tuesday Mr. 
Matthews inter- 
viewed the Burial Reform Association. Just the man for the subject, 











“ There's nothing here but a :ort of soup, witli 
raisins and candied peel floating about.” (For he serve forthe pudding. And, with the aid of a little wassail, 
had not thought of putting the pudding inacloth.) “"Pon my soul, I can hardly see the difference !” said he. 


So he stuck some holly in the Dutch cheese, and made that 


for when the present Government comes to its end, no doubt the 
present Home Secretary will have had as much to do as anybody 
towards its interment. 

Lord Sidmouth congratulated Lord Salisbury upon the manner io 
which Sir Drummond Wolff had contrived to ménager la situation | 
in Persia with the Shah. Quite a happy family ménagerie, the 
English Wolff and the Persian Chat. | 

The day, perhaps, is not far distant when “the bhoys” will enforce 
their arguments in the House with the “sprig of shillelagh.” The 
coming event cast its shadow on Tuesday night, when Dr, Tanner 
exhibited a broken baton to the inspection of the front bench. Mr. | 
Fielden, having acted upon the maxim, “ five and six, pick up sticks,” 
conveyed the baton into the lobby of the “ Ayes” (it is to be hoped with 
no intention of using it upon the “ Noes’) whereupon Dr. Tanner was 
wroth. The wonder is what this Tanner (who is like the Scotch sax- 
pence, always “going bang”’) will do next. Only the other day he 
planted himself on the Ministerial bench ; and perhaps we shall next 
see him as depicted by our artist, seating himself in the very Speaker's 
chair, and disregarding the A. Peel—that is, appeal—to “ get out.” 

On Wednesday Scotch fish were plentiful in Supply, and the burden 
of the song was “aller herrin’,” which, not having'a close time, seem 
to be undergoing a hot one. 

On Thursday Charles Beresford, who came a great fall on Sunday 
in the Row, was “up again” on Admiralty blundering and jobbery. 
“Shiver my timbers! quoth Charlie, “ I may get capsized ashore, but 
when I'm aboard Her Majesty's ships not all the longshore lubbers 
who mismanage the sarvice can make me heave-to,” 
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Johnnie.—“ OH, I'M NOT SURPRISED. 
DINNER!” 


ScuiNnE—TJhe Fistive Board, 
Ma.—“ THERE, JOHNNIE, AREN'T THOSE PRETTY FLAMES WONDERFUL: 
I HEARD PA SAY THERE'D 
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tum Pudding. Blue fire. 


BE SURE TO BE A FLARE-UP IF UNCLE CROSSTICK CAME TO 











The Merry Yule-tide at it Again. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


HERE is Christmas once again 
With those blessings in its train 
That conduce to spreading joy and killing 
pain ; 
So let’s drink in champagne, whisky, ale, or 
sherry— 
Or in milk or tea, if alcohol’s denied— 
| Anyhow, we'll drink good fortune to the 
merry, 
To the merry Yule-tide, 


As a happy sign of this, 


See the pretty Yankee Mies 
Is about to give John Bull a friendly kiss ; 
And their little animosities they’!] bury. 
And, like amicable rivals, they 1] decide 
Just to keep their little tempers in the merry, 
In the merry Yule-tide. 





The Latest Novelties for House-Furnishing. 


the LANCASTER 


WINDOW-BLIND CLOTH 


(IN WIDTHS VARYING FROM 96 TO 72 INCHES.) 


PLAIN COLOURS. FANCY PATTERNS. ARTISTIC DESIGNS. 


Requires no Washi: Rolls up Straight. No Hemming. 
Not lable to Pade. Wl! stand Rough Wear 


THE VERANDAH BLIND (in various shades of stripes for 
Conservatories, &c., and outdoor purposes generally 


THE CRIENTAL BLINDS (a special make) harmonise with 
almost any style of furnishing 


OF ALL ORAPERS. UPHOLSTERERS, AND CABINETMAKERS 








T he (ommission’s doings grow 

Slowly, wearily, and show 
Many melancholy shapes of human woe ; 
But the witnesses from (raiway, Clare, and 


Kerry, 
Or elsewhere, may now awhile at home 
abide,— 
There are nicer spots than law courts in the 
merry, 


In the me rry Yule-tide 


Presents come for great and small, 
Thick and thin, and short and tall ; 
Yet if these should not seem ple: ising unto all, 
Let them Jaugh as they would laugh at Toole 
or Terry, 
Let them swallow any fretfulness or pride, 
For we would not have them dumpish in the 
merry, 
In the merry Yule-tide. 


Then away with feelings bad, 
Try to soothe the heart that’s ead, 
And do all you can to make your fellows 
glad; 
Sing tra-la, fal-lal, and derry-downy-derry, 
May bright joyousness be scatter’d far and 
wide, 
For we hope you'll pass a very, very merry, 
Very merry Yule-tice. 


Hiff(e)lown. 
THE Kiffel Tower, that’s being built in 
France, 
Is rising rapidly, there’s no disputing ; 
Still it is so bepuifed at every chance 
That much now penned on it is Eif-felutin. 


A CAPITAL CHARGE—The Charge of the 
Light Brigade. 














Cadbury 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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good. old Jorn! 
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(1) The new automatic fan for homes, | (3) If on gazing on the shop-front (5 


"tis said, 
If wrongly worked, may prove a | 
fan-tom dread. 
(2) An ancient ‘ lady,” partial to her | (4) 
gin, 
Through one drop ov, doth ‘fore 
the beaks drop in 


Tories call Gladstone the *“ Grand 


crib” quite grand; Valeasre, 
They got a remand —the;'ll get a | Punched a mean masher, whod in- 


rep-rimand. sult the fair. 


you are bent, 
“Robert” opines you're loitering 


“with intent.” 
some cabs are now emart cab-inete 


for our need, 
With materials for a “ emoke, wash, 
brush, and read.” 


(6) Tothe Toy fund ** Thomas” Smith | (*) 

Old Cheap Jack ;” sends several thou 
But a Grand Old Jack-cting ‘/v-y Of crackers, whic} 
! you'll allow. 


| 
got, alack | 





Two young girl-burvlars “crack a | (7) A fighting Frangaise, Madame de 
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SLASHHS AND PUFF all about it. Some will try to tell them, others won’t—failure in 
Miss P is of the hour. once i Like many either case. Nicholls and Campbell will give us a topic song (words 
aed ne pea . sneer al ith a bi R. please—she by the former). All this time they are preparing the big sensation— 
Royalty generally—Royalty with a big 4, p the wonderful wood-scene, “a triumph of mechanism,” which seems 

1 to take some starting. At last the actors will frankly cease trying 
BAe ee to fill up the wait. Someone upstairs will remark, “Time!” loudly, 
APNE, 3 as though it was a prize fight, and the time-honoured ceremony of 
A : whistling, “We won’t go home till morning,” will now be performed. 


ze 


PRESENTLY up goes the “cloth ” we have, by this time, thoroughly 
examined at all points (Mem.—painters of cloths before “sensations” 
lease note the lengthy scrutiny it may have to undergo. Verb. sap.). 
The great scene is now before us. Perhaps it goes without a hitch, 
perhaps it doesn’t. Anyway, it comes to an end, and we are full of 
admiration and applause. The manager appears, very tired, very 
dusty, but with the conscious dignity of duty performed, and an ex- 
pression of vast and comprehensive relief pervading his person from 
crown to toes. 
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WE will then jog along once more, and it will soon be obvious that 
we cannot reach the transformation scene until well into to-morrow. 
We will thereupon deprive ourselves of the pleasure of witnessing the 
rest of it. On the following nights it will played minus several 
scenes and some obvious excrescences, and the manager will adver- 
; —Fa tise that, having been funny enough for two pantomimes, he has been 
eo, eoughtoa obliged to cut half of it out, like Holmes’s comic poet, not daring to 

Phe. — be as funny as he could. Good old tricks of the trade! And why 
THE MONARCH OF THE HOUR, not, anyway? Why not pantomime tricks as well as any other? 4 
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has fallen on bad times somewhat. Her kingdom is a good deal shorn Le ae ut on 
of its wonted wggensy = pe in the West, though what it lacks in extent | | be ogee 5, — wb thay ite tilled seme er 
it perhaps makes up in splendour under the auspices of her faithful, 

zealous, and able minister, ‘Gus Harris” (whom I name so in all 
reverence because it is the demanded custom, and not because I am 
naturally vulgar). His is the only pantomime in the West, in fact 
—and don’t we all know what it will be? 


First, the good-humoured sun of Walter Slaughter’s countenance 
will rise above'the horizon of fiddlers, and we shall have the overture 
with whistling and boot-heel obligato by the pit and gallery. Then 
will come the opening scene—-a few huge masks will betake their ex- 
yressionless way across the stage. Then, probably, there will be 

icholls, who will gaze at us in pensive ess for a few moments 
till we can’t help laughing, then he’ll make a remark and we shall 
“scream.” There will be Campbell, too, in some quaint guise, 
humorously exhibitive of his manly proportions. Miss Harriett 
Vernon will give us some toons with the good old music-hall twang, 
and there will be a ballet. Katti Lanner’s clever little girls will be 
in evidence, including a tottering dot or two just thrown in for effect. 
At the end of this, Madame Lanner will be dragged reluctantly for- 
ward by the superior strength of one of the little girls. There will 
be a Lauri animal of some sort which will turn back somersaults 
unknown to zoology. About this time a “display ” scene will be due 
and the stage will become a magnificent show of clothes and anatomy. 
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{THE STRAND.—* A HIGHLAND LEG I SEE!” 





A SENSATION of “slowness” will now come over the scenes, a hitch 
or two will presently occur, and people will take the opportunity of NoDs AND WINKS,—By-the-way, I fell into a sort of error last 
week in telling you that Betsy, at the Criterion, would be dises- 
tablished by Christmas; on the.contrary she “stays her month,” 
which is not up till the 3lst inst. There are some rumours of Mrs. 
Bernard-Beere and Mr, Charles Wyndham in Still Waters Run Deep 
coming in to play—or coming out to play. I don’t understand that 
Betsy is to be disturbed, however.—JZrene, the new Alhambra ballet, 
by Messieurs Casati and Jacobi, burst in all its elaborate magnificence 
upon the public “last Monday was a week.” It’s a splendid show, 
the principals being exceptionally strong—the new dancer, Signorina 
Legnani, very graceful and expert. Pretty and joyous also to see 
“native talent,” in the persons of Mdlle. Marie and Miss Thurgate, 
scoring right heavily in a rattling tarantella; but, Mr. FUN having 
gone to — with this number many days in advance, in consequence 
of the jolly old Christmas holidays (which give us all so much extra 
work !), I must reserve what I have to further say on the subject. 


THE Criterion Smoking Concert Society very kindly invited me to 
one of their pleasant réwnions at the same hour, so that Tantalus wasn't 
init with me, This is the fourth season of the society, which is in very 
age Senge apparently. Mr. Rubenstein, the hon. sec., was in 
the chair on this occasion, and such performers as Wilhelm Ganz, 
D. Beveridge, H. Dacres Smith, and such like were lavished upon the 
es . audience.—The Italian Exhibition is to be Spanish next year (thats 
THE OPERA OOMIQUE.—“ CAREENER!” a Spanish bull, I suppose) and not Italian as was expected. There 
3 will be Spanish streets, and men and women, bull fights, liquorice and 
examining their books of the words” to see how many more scenes | flies, I understand. Good old Exhibitions !—Nadgy is scoring all 
there are. Dramatic critics from other shows will drop in and ask | along the line at the Avenue, they tell me. NESTOR. 
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Rivals. 
ONCE a little pair of lovers wandered 
Through the pleasant lanes of Arcadee, 
Joyously the happy hours squandered 
As if doubt and sorrow could not be ; 
In the meadows were the young lambs playing, 
Golden kingcups flourished all about— 
How it came to there is no saying, 
But that little man and maid fell out! 


Quoth he, “In your eyes so brightly smiling, 
Faithless little maid, whene’er I gaze, 
There’s the image of a youth beguiling, 
Full of pretty wit and wanton ways, 
Green and gold, like mine, his dainty vesture ; 
In his hand he holds a ribboned crook— 
Andjthis braggart mocks my every gesture 
In a saucy way I cannot Aes ! 





“When I vow my love with fond emotion, 
In his eyes there starts responsive dew ; 
Should I kneel, protesting my devotion, 
I behold my rival kneeling, too ! 
Fare you well, O maiden most deceiving ! 
To forget your fatal charms I’ll try— 
None can blame a youth a maid for leaving 
Who’s another fellow in her eye!” 


Quoth the maid, “‘ Why should I be denying 
When ’tis but the truth that you have guessed ? 
’Tis for love of him that I am sighing— 
Imaged in mine eyes and in my breast ! 
True he is and tender as a lover, 
Bold and daring as a cavalier ; 
And if he should prove to be a rover 
It would cost me many a bitter tear ! 


“When you press my hand, he clasps it nearly— 
When you smile, then is he full of glee, 
Should your arms enfold me very dearly 
Thus he doth, so fondly loves he me. 
Fare-you-well! but ere you leave me lonely, 
Learn the truth, O simple, jealous elf, 
’Tis no rival that thou seest, only— 
Only the reflection of—thyself !” 


* * * * * 


Lovers all, a lesson here be learning, 
In true love no base suspicion lies ; 
Be not all too eager at discerning 
Elfin rivals in each other’s eyes. 
Should you doubt, then doubt a fortiori, 
Ere you utter the indignant cry. 
Of the little lover in the story— 
“You’vVE ANOTHER FELLOW IN YOUR EYE!” 
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HERE’s reformation and every success to Mr. Monro, 
the newly-appointed Chief Commissioner of the Metro- 
politan Police, though we fear it is not unlikely that | 
sooner or later he will find himself in an awkward hole, | 
inasmuch as they have put him in a place which was of | 

















ENGAGEMENT.” 
She.—‘ BECAUSE, DEAR, IF WE MARRY WE SHAN’T BE ABLE/TO WALTZ 











TERPSICHORE VERSUS HYMEN. 
She.—“ OH, JACK, DARLING, I REALLY THINK I MUST BREAK OFF OUR 


He.—“Goop GRACIOUS, FLo! Wy?” 


late entirely occupied by a Warren. | TOGETHER, AND THAT WOULD BE AWFUL!” QcverUny 











KNICKNACKS. 


IN the stomach of a crocodile—which was shot in the Daintree River, Queens- 


land—was found a Father Mathew’s temperance medal bearing the name of A. D. | 


Edwards.— Weekly Paper. 

HERE is a lesson for Blue Ribbonites, Good Templars, et hoc genus 
omne. If Mr. A. D. Edwards had abstained from water, never touched 
it in fact, the chances are that he would not have found a last 
resting-place inside a crocodile ! 


Bridget (reading a letter from America).— Sure and Judy says 
that the quality in New York is a-wearin’ black undher clothin’ an’ 
a-usin’ black bed clothes.” 

Patrick (with alook at his soiled shirt).—*“ Bedad, thin, we're all in 
the fashion.” 


First Horny-handed \Son of Toil.—“I say as how it’s a blessed 
shame ‘that folks should be ‘lowed to ride about to elections. Ifa 
cove wants to wote, let ’im walk to the place like a man.” 

Second H.-H. 8. of T.—“ Quite right, Bill! I says the same ; and 
likewise with them there swell fun’rals, I'd doaway with ‘em, if I'd 
my will, and make ’em all walk to be buried, same as we has to.” 





Mk, PLUNKETT informed the Members of the House of Commons 
recently that they brought the fog into the House with them. 
There is many a true word spoken in jest, and some of the Members’ 
utterances, especially after dinner, are certainly remarkably hazy ; 
nevertheless, the observation sounds very much like that of the sea- 
side landlady, when you complain of nocturnal disturbers. “ Lor’ 
bless me, sir, never had sich a thing in the house; you must have 
brought 'em with you!” 

On, Patrick Malloy, 
You're a broth of a bhoy, 
The Times folks you've humbugged complately, 
Ye're noways too coy, 
And can a good loi, 
Bedad! and ye managed it nately! 








“1 sex as how that there Dives is in trouble a be a Mrs, 


Blunderby, as she laid down the newspaper and wiped ; 
“he’s Soon had up somewhere in Ireland for carryin’ of a gun with- 


out a licence. What with one thing and another, poor Lazarus is 
the best off, arter all,” 
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Still, even this sort of thing was better 


But when it rained, it was 
than getting wet through. 


And started for a constitutional. 
rather awkward to find he hada 


LITTLE Titmouse thought it 
wise to take a mackintosh in case 
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of rain. 


lady’s mack. instead of his own. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
ORD SALISBURY and his 
y will have had enough 
of “black men” of one 
sort and another before 
long—what with the sub- 
ject of the parseeng remark 
and the Soudanee. Lord 
Randolph was in rare form 
on Monday. Bucolic Mem- 
bers fresh from Cattle Show 
eaid the Chillingham, at the 
Agricultural Hall, was no- 
thing to the “‘warming’em” 
administered by Randy. 
Lord Salisbury seems to be 
like the lady who never 
opened her mouth without 
oe her foot into it. In 
arch last he declared that 
Suakim{was of no advantage 
to Egypt, but now in De- 
cember British troops are on 
the march thither by order 
of his Government, 
Tuesday. — The Randy- 
Glad - Morley - Parnellite 
combination renew their 
ormance. Government oe a little more than Suakim, and 
than kind. It was a Livingstone that years Stanley sought, 
and moray: A a Gladstone is anxious to have Stanley living back. 
Lords shut up shop—indeed, for all the business done, they need 
not have taken down the shutters. 
Wednesday.—Enter a new member, Quoth the Speaker, who 
knows his Tennyson— 
“ Whence come you?” and the Brooke (why not ’) replies, 
“T come from haunts of Tory folk, 
I’m by no means a jester ; 
But think my score a splendid joke, 
I come from old Colchester.” 
Next year's Christmas Annual may deal with Christmas-eve in the 


Commons, 











GOLDEN OPINIONS,.—Counsel’s. 











| book lets a good deal of light on some of the darker phases of Russian 
| society, and of the ignoble doings of its “ Nobles,” 


Alas! 


[A day or two ago it was currently reported that Mr. Home Secretary Matthews 
had resigned ; but later, on a reporter calling at the Home Office regarding the 
subject, he was informed that “the report is quite unauthorized.” ] 


A THRILL of joy ran through the land— 
To shout with glee men felt inclined— 
For it was said on every hand 
That Mr, Matthews had resigned ! 
Some people danced, and others sang, 
And some did doth—with air surprised— 
When, lo! through town this statement rang,— 
“The report is quite unauthorized |” 


Then sorrow fell o’er all the land— 
Yea, even on: the Tory clique— 
For even for that feeble band 
The non-retiring Sec. is weak. 

At noon, on hearing he’d resigned, 
Thanksgiving feasts some men devised ; 
At night they groaned, “ Ah, Fate’s unkind ! 

‘The report is quite unauthorized !’” 


But still we live in hope that he, 
The helpless Henry, yet will blush 
For all his incapacitee, 
And from his post in shame will rush. 
Meanwhile, still in his own sweet way 
Plods Muddler Matthews, ill-advised, 
And so with grief profound we say, 
“ The report was quite unauthorized !” 





New Leaves. 


THE portraits in the December number of Men and Women of the 
Day are remarkably good. The Right Hon. John Morley, M.P., and 
the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, are very characteristic, but that of Miss 
Wallis (Mrs. Lancaster) is fraught with grace, elegance and beauty. 
—“‘The Christmas Pantomime” (F. Warne and Co.). If humorous 
drawings and brilliant colours can charm children—as they mostly 
can—this will stand unrivalled as the favourite pantomime of the 
season.— A Russian Princess,” and “A Russian Ghost Story,” by 
Tracy Turnerelli (The Hansom Cab Publishing Company). This 
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MORE CHRISTMAS IMPULSES!—VERY SATISFACTORY NEWS. 





For instance, he said to: his poultry purveyor, “ Well, Mr. P. P., I suppose you 


MR. FUN has been greatly delighted at the improved impulses this Christmas. 
No, Mr. FUN; on the contrary, I am 


raise your prices, as usual, at this season.’ But the purveyor replied, shocked, “ Raise my prices—and at such a season! 
presenting all my provisions gratis this Olristmas, and shall make a point of doing so every year.’ This is really a delightful change, isn’t it? All the other 


tradesmen have expressed their intention to follow suit, too! 
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Then there’s James, of the East-end and Leadenhall. “This is where that ole lady lives as I’ve so often stole the leetle dorg of,” said James. “Now—as it’s 
Christmas time—blest if I don’t make it up with her, and ast her for a Christmas box!” This showed an excellent spirit, you know. 
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Then there's the case of the Crown Prosecutor. “It's Christmas,” said he, with a burst of philanthropy. “Tell you what—hang me if I don’t defend this prisoner 
instead of prosecuting him!” 
















































E'U WN .—Dacemaze 26, 1888, 

















i= 








QAM 

SX May 
y YY *) A) \ 
SY A 


MERRY CHRISTMAS.—THE ORDER OF RELEASE. 


PARNELL COMMISSIONERS ON THE LOOSE. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p, 280. 
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inspector of contract stores for a public department ; and he was a 
TOO LOW AN ORIGIN. meni of the Metropolitan Board, and s0 on.” 
WAS Xmas Eve. And then William the Spectre went on to tell all about the human 
A dozen grey and transparent | gentleman he had visited; and as he went on, the faces of the more 
figures might have been ob- | nervous ghosts grew vague and wavy with fright, and the ghostlets 
served seated snugly round the }| huddled under the mantles of their mammas, and shivered. 





interior of a damp vault, sip- When his voice ceased, the whole vault was hushed in horror, and 
ping goblets of iced fog flavour- | not a ghost among them dared to glance behind it. 
ed with mildew. They were “ Look here.” said William, chuckling, “I'll dare any ghost here to 


merry, in their way, for it was | walk through the village as the clock strikes ten, and the humans 
a family gathering. They con- | issue from the public houses and walk. Who offers /—Joe, there?” 
versed and cracked jokes in Poor Joe, a phantom with a clanking chain, shrank closer into his 
hoarse and far-off voices, and corner, as he nervously stammered out something about not cariney + 
sighed, and groaned, and rattled | moonbeam for any live ’un, because he didn’t believe there were such 
chains. They were gathered | things. 


| round the head of the family, a Then there was a nervous silence, suddenly broken by a peal o} 
fat spectre with a blood-stained loud chuckles at the door of the vault. The poor spectres started ty 
dagger through his body. their feet with wild horror, for that chuckle had proceeded from n 
Presently the conversation— ghost. 
about tombs and banshees— ‘Then, as each spectre’s eyes started from his head, there advance: 


flagged, and the fat spectre said, | into the midst of them a solid, tangible form in an overcoat and 
“Come, don’t let us get dull. | billycock hat. It had a red nose and smelt of whisky. 

William, can’t you tell us some ‘Well, you are a lot of fools,” he said. “ Begin by not believing i 
of your stories about living | humans, and then, when you come face to face with one, go on b. 
people?’ Give us a creeping being afraid of him. Why, is it possible that you don’t know you 


one.” were live folks once on a time—every ghost of you?”’ 
“It might frighten the little The circle of spectres glared, shrinking for awhile, then indignatio: 


ghosts,” said William. William | gradually conquered fear; and at last, with one voice, they screamed 
was the spectre attached to the | “No! we'll be hanged if we believe that!” 
blue room at the manor. He 
hadn’t constant employment 
there, being engaged to appear TO A DEPARTING GUEST. 
only on Halloween, and the + ea i, aoe! , a 
anniversary of the murder of a AH! friend ‘83, w hen at first we gripped fingers, 
former proprietor, and one or How Hope cast its radiance over the scene! 
two other occasions; but he What Fortune was coming !—and Fortune still lingers ; 
eked out his time with other What things were to be !—and they never have been. 
| engavements at cottages, and so How clearly we were to display our acumen ! 

forth. How Industry fair was to reign o’er the hours! 

How brightly was Friendship our path to illumine ! 


“Oh, no; we don’t care; we shan’t be frightened a bit. Tell us H ae auak tn haa ith f flow'ral 
a story of people who are alive,” cried the little ghostlings, hud- oe le ae oe eee Se See ee oe oe 

















dling together with their teeth chattering, and nervous glances over And where are these hopes, and desires, and ambitions ? 
their shoulders toward the lights of the adjacent village. And where is each oagatel benevolent plan— 
“I wonder if there really are such things a3 men,” said a young Our gentle and lenient eye for omissions 
lady ghost, trembling. iio 7 And frailties shown by our poor fellow-man? 
Re Such things as men? cried the head of the family. “Of course And where’s our belief in the scope of to-morrow 
there are. There are some ghosts thiut are so pig-headed and sceptical To sweeten and lighten to-lay of its gall? 
that it’s useless to try and make = — oe! but there’s And where’s our exemption from trouble and sorrow ?— 
William here, why, he’s seen several human beings, seen ’em and r Te; aaca)l. vou’? ' 
Pie scenglvr ial You pitiful rascal, you ve stolen them all! 
“Oh, do tell me what they’re like!” cried a dozen voices. “ Are Our Fate in your hands has not differed a tittle 
they very dreadful’ Do they make your filmcreep? Were you very From that your companions have brought us before ; 
frightened?” The friendships you brought proved exactly as brittle, 
“Well, just to begin with, I was a bit nervous,” replied William. The loves just as fickle and light as of yore. 
“But I soon got over that; and, if you'll believe it,—I’m not exag- You've given no less than the average measure 
| verating, I assure you,—they were actually frightened at me.” Of troubles to deepen the furrows of care ; 
‘What! frightened at a common every-day harmless ghost!” cried You've done very little to add to our treasure, 


| the hearers; “ how funny, to be sure!” And done a good deal to deduct from our hair. 


“Oh, I've seen several kinds of live persons,” continued William 
“T’ll tell you about a gentleman I used to visit «t - ‘s 

“What's a gentleman?” asked the ghostlings, 

“A gentleman ! — oh, 


And now——-you’re not going! Time isn’t up, surely? 
I haven’t said aught to annoy you, I trust? 

Come, just one more glass, ere you wrap up securely— 
Oh, well, if you must, it’s quite certain you must. 


well, it’s a title the live ~. : 
ones vive themselves when I, \ I meant to upbraid you a de:l ere you left us, 

—\ell, when a person can Jy} ano \, (Let not that induce you to hasten your start, ) 

afford to buy soap to wash ht For what you have brought, and of what you've bereft us, 
his hands clean, and is in \ But, now you are going, 11m softer at heart. 


_asufticiently good position 
to be able to cheat others 
in a superior sort of way, 
|instead of by ha’p’orths, 
_you know; he’s called a 
| gentleman——”’ 
| * But what's to cheat?” 
asked the company. 
“ Hum — well — why, 
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Perhaps, on the whole, you have not done so badly— 

You should have been better, you might have been worsc— 
Although you brought troubles to hamper us sadly, 

You leave us some memories pleasant to nurse ; 
Experience teaches the lore of contentment,i 

And though o’er the hopes you have shattered we sigh, 
With something of tenderness, naught of resentment, 

We watch your departure and breathe a “ Good-bye.” 
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I'll explain what this Ap EE ER Pl = Soacaciteeinees | 
‘gentleman I'm speakiny (ee —*§ Re pee” Mistress (to new servant),—“ Can you dress potatoes, Bridget? ” 

of used to do, and then = <s <I ositn Bridget.—* Sure, and I can that same, mum!” 

you'll understand better, ae iain Mistress.— How do you do them?” _ 
| This gentleman had all Bridget.—“ In their jackets, mum.” 
| sorts of occupations, First he was the proprietor of a match-factory - Mistress.—* 1s that the only way you can dress them?” 
land then he — pottery an 1 salt; and he also represented the | Bridget.—* Sure, an’ | niver heard that a pertat y iver wore inything | 
borough of atsapame in his own interest, and held the post of | else but a jacket.” ° ; 





























DECEMBER 26, 1888, FUN 


277 
































HT 
1} 


r Me i 
2 a 


A Pl 


7 ALL 
O ‘ * 
, | 
| Nie 
| 6 ”, 
j 






$ > <> 
nah ae ag pad yi ’ =. ae 
| }] WD it i oe 


Lucie Ww Da ar re he) ceeeeeentiedintll ume , 
a as —_- al — --> “iy: 








OBVIOUS. 





wall Wis: ¥ im OF py. : was act th rT) I]. | 
li | | Mt Wi 4 V0 ee 








2 
- Nee > a 


222 ~ * , ~ NA 
~ ~ ww 

‘ ~“ . %~< 
WES 


XN 


Rig WARES 
™ SRS 


+ “ANin 


~wwY> 


oe 









te ae 


defen yh 





r 


MOU NINE ise Det Hl 
My 1 Nw a | || ni i ny | 











Fashionable Milliner.—“ YOUR LADYSHIP CAN NOW SEE HOW CHARMINGLY SUCH A CLOAK WOULD SUIT YOUR FIGURE.” 
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COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. II. 
‘“MAN NEVER IS, BUT ALWAYS TO BE BLEST.” 
(SMILES and GRIMSHAW, old City friends, are “dining” at the 
house of a City magnate, and, on reaching the drawing-room, con- 
verse, while the ladies get through the “little music” de rigueur on 

such occasions.) 





SMILES. A Merry Christmas to you! 
GRIMSHAW. Same to you, 
| Andiwishing you may get it, as I do. 
SMILES. Why shouldn’t you? By George! I don’t see why. GRIMSHAW, 
|GRIMSHAW. And wouldn’t, I'll lay odds, were you to try. 
| SMILES, Why, hang it, man, you’re prosperous and well ! 
| GRIMSHAW. That is to say, as far as you can tell. 
| SMILES, As far as I can tell! Why, what’s the row? SMILES, 
| What’s up? What bee’s got in your bonnet now? GRIMSHAW, 


You’ve made your fortune—everyone knows that ; 
| You’ve—lots of hair to cover with your hat ; 
A charming wife—— 


| GRIMSHAW, Yes; I’ve got all you say. 
| But will that make “a Merry Christmas,” pray / 
| SMILES, With all those helps, you don’t intend, I hope, SMILES, 


To set up as a loose-skinn’d misanthrope ? 

Apart quite from the point of view of taste, 
You're sev'ral inches too big round the waist, 
And can’t pretend you’re wanting to be thinner, 
While you partake of turtle at your dinner, 


And with it the right quantity of punch— ‘“ THERE is 


for fifty years 


I'l] swear I’ve known you not say “‘ No”’ to supper. 
GRIMSHAW, Oh! there’s no doubt that I should be all right, 
If it depended on my appetite ; 


suspicions are 





But, good and sound as ever that may be, MICHAEL 
’Twill not “a Merry Christmas” make for me. evicted. 

| SMILEs, You mean, you've still to regulate that question danger of ha 
Of delicate adjustment, your digestion 7— Ireland, 


By Jove, an anxious matter!—were I you, 

I’d ask Sir William Gull what I should do, 

Tell him my symptons: how I felt a quiver, 

The last time I ate goose, ~bout my liver, 

Which made me doubtful whether I should go, 

In that case, underneath the mistletoe 

With any girl—who was not really pretty, 

And had not eyes romantically jetty,— 

The eyes of Mrs. Grimshaw being grey, 

And therefore different as night from day, 

Don’t waste good chaff !—you’ll not guess why there'll be 
No merry Christmas-tide this year for me ; 

Nor would you look for any, I'll be bound, 

If you had lost a hundred thousand pound ! 

Lost ! 





Well, not gain’d; result is much the same 
When, sure to win, you're kept out of the game. 
New nitrate spec. : applied for half the shares,— 
Enough to turn white one’s remaininy hairs !— 
Informal application—fool besotted !|— 
Didn't get one, or half a one, allotted. 
But, dash my wig, you're no worse off in fact !— 
You keep the fortune you have made intact? 


GRIMSHAW, Rot it! that’s where the beastly pinch comes in,— 
To know I just miss’d doubling all my tin! 


in Sydney an ancient spinster of 105. She has smoked 
” There appears to be no doubt of the authenticity of 


Don’t even turn from nourishment at lunch, the abov but when a would be joker affirms that were it not that 
And, by the wisdom of proverbial Tupper, et ee oe we ewer: . are " 
y a8 P P she smoked she might have been 120 by this time, we confess our 


aroused. 


3,ROWN took a farm from which Carbine had been 


Carbine went off, and Brown was shot. This shows the 


ving anything to do with firearms—at all events, in 
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A NEW, BUT SEASONABLE, DEPARTURE, 


WILL heaps of kind, inquiring friends 
Accept this intimation ?— 
The writer of these lines intends 
To take a short vacation. 
His house in town he means to close, 
And go where none can find him, 
For his address he don’t — 
To go and leave behind m. 


In some far land across the wave, 
Wherever chance presents it, 
He'll take a dry and roomy cave 
(If necessary, rent it), 

And concentrate within it store 
Of everything essential, 

To make it comfortable for 
The party residential. 


And whenjthe: world is darkened _o’er, 
With none to mark or mar it, 
He'll creep inside and shut the door, 
And lock, and bolt, and bar it ; 
Against it then he’ll quickly place 
A chest of drawers, a pat box, 
A ton of coals, a packing case, 
A fender and a hat box, 


A pair of scales, his cap and gown, 
is Soots and bed (a truckle) 
And then, contented, sit him down, 
To get his breath and chuckle ! 
And there, alone and off the track, 

He means to live in clover, 
And doesn’t dream of coming back 
Till Bowing Day is over! 


caenes a ee 
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Miss Prettypert on the Mistletoe Bough. 


WHEN I told that goose Charlie Crichton I was going to write on 
the Mistletoe, the silly boy said he would rather see me right under 
it, and on my remarking that I didn't understand, he answered that 
if I would stand under it I should soon understand, I wonder what 
ne When Ch ] ke about his righ 
en Charlie spoke about his rights appertaining to the mistle 
I suppose he referred to the rites observed by the Druids in tae 
tion with it. The Druids were very odd fellows, and flourished when 
our forefathers were foresters, and buffaloes had lodges along the 
a They first, I believe, discovered the mistletoe in the hearts 
of oa 
Of course everybody has heard the Waits sing the c 
song about “The Mistletoe Bough,” about the 4 girl fo 
herself up in a box one Christmas-time when playing at hide-and- 
oeeks- wie her intended, Hence the origin, I suppose, of Boxing 
g 
What a stupid lot of things they must have been not to hav 
thought of opening the box. That sour old crab of an uncle of in 
says, of course nobody would ever think of a girl allowing herself to 











be shut up by anything. But, entre nous, I was shut up in a box with 
my Charlie, that is Mr. Crichton, on Boxing-night, a where do you 








Christmas Day?” 


“Oh! anywhere, where they’ll have me.” 


We shall be a large party there, I reckon.” 


think it was—the box, I mean ?—why, it was at Drury Lane Theatre. 
But I wasn’t hidden by any means, for all the “goodly company,” 
that is the interesting—I mean male portion—were looking at me, 
and I’ve no doubt wishing they were dear Charlie. So that’s all I 
know about the mistletoe, except that now my little dog has gota 
piece in his collar I call him a mistletoe bow-wow. 
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Curious Kissing. 
[Mr. Edison announces that he is able to transmit kieses by phonograph.) 
'T1s soothing to know, if away one should go 
To some very far distant clime, 
That one’s sweetheart, or wife, will, ’mid trouble or strife, 
Remember one all the time. 
And whenever you range, you will letters exchange, 
Yea, that scarcely a be you will miss ; 
And that (just now and then) you'll both make with a pen 
This mark (X) that implies a kiss. 
But we hear there’s a method (now please don’t laugh) 
Of transmitting your kisses by phonograph. 


A smart idea, this, to think you can kiss 
The loved one you’ve left behind ; 

That into a box (which one afterwards locks) 
You can osculate, when inclined. 

And that when this strange case arrives at the place 
Where your sweetheart, or wife, may dwell, 

She’ll exclaim with much bliss, “ That’s my own darling’s kiss!” 
For the sound of your kiss she’ll tell. 

And then (bless her heart !) she will gladly laugh 

And kiss you in return per the phonograph. 








Yet Edison’s scheme for kiss-sending, ’twould seem, 
Is apt to put some in a whirl, 

Suppose that your kiss the right lady should miss, 
And travel to some other girl ! 

Or, supposing when she sends some kisses to thee, 
To another chap they’re conveyed ! 

Methinks it might cause awful ructions ; so pause 
Ere you kiss by the phonograph’s aid. 

Tis a charming invention, but open to chaff, 

This method of kissing;by phonograph. 





A FINE ART.—A magistrate’s. 
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IT 1S SO PLEASANT TO AGREE WITH A FRIEND! 
Foxton,.— By-the-way, old man, where are you going to dine on 
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Wuzeller (fancying Foxton meditates inviting him to dinner).— 


Foxton (who has imagined that perhaps, with a hint given him, 
Wuzeller may invite him).—“ Ah! that’s where J'm goitig to dine. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 4. 
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Here he is, away from home, making himself useful and popu- 
lar; as merry as a grig—“ the life and soul of the party. 
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And here he is at the domestic hearth, burying himself in that 
nasty paper for hours, while not a word can his poor wife get out 
of him. 


if 


}! 























THE Sort of “Waits” not Welcome at Christmas Time.—Stage 
“ Waits.” 
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A CHARACTER STUDY. 
SceNE—TZhe Junior Thespian Club. 
First Professional,—“§So you're going touring with Bounder?” 


Second Ditto.—*“ Yes; he’s going to put on Little Nell, and I’m 


cast for Quilp.” 
First Ditto.—“Quilp? So you won't have to make up 


; 
. 





“Now is the Season of Our Discontent.” 
(By A CRUSTY, CHRISTMAS-CONTEMNING CURMUDGEON.) 


STUFF and nonsense, what you prate of 
Christmas-tide and Christmas cheer ! 
Bah ! it’s sickening, the state of 
All the shops this time of year. 
Cards and crackers, pictures, trinkets, 
Nothing else but toys, toys, toys ; 
What a world! why one might think it’s 
Full of baby girls and boys. 


Kvery twopenny-halfpenny draper, 
Every little fancy shop, 
In the window has a paper 
Asking passers-by to stop 
And inspect the latest fashion 
In their Christmas novelties ; 
Psha! it puts me in a passion 
Thinking of such trumperies. 


In my sleep I’m always dreaming 
That I’m crushed by Xmas cards, 
Or I’m ’mongst a crowd all screaming 
They are Father-Christmas bards ; 

Then a lot of books come pouring 
From the ceiling on my bed, 

Full of pictures that set roaring 
Dolts with no brains in their head. 


And those annuals that yearly 
Flood us with their verse and tales— 
Full of maidens, pink and pearly, 
Mashed by smirking, grinning males— 
There’s that Hood’s, now—don't you read it, 
It’s too full of fun by far; 
As for Judy—well, indeed, it 
Won't suit me. Old Christmas—bah ! 





New Music. 


WE have received from Messrs. Willcocks and Co., 63 Berners 
Street, the following delightful music :—“ Fleur de Noblesse,” a 
tuneful swite de valses, par Georges Lamotte, ‘“ Minnie Palmer's 
Waltz,” by Theo Bonheur, full of most harmonious airs. “ Minnie 
Palmer’s New Musical Album,” edited by Theo Bonheur, contains 
many realiy good songs, and a charming piece by the editor, “ Danse 
Gracieuse.” “Hans the Boatman Waltz,” by rpg et ny Barnard 
will be a favourite waltz this season. No. 3 of “ Patrick hp 
Irish Songs” are good, as usual. Three Humorous arranged y 
Edward Forman for the banjo, are full of go and jollity. “Beryl,” 
by Alfred Oelschlegel, “ Phyllis,” by Thomas W. Charles, are nice 
pianoforte solos. “My Sailor Love,” song by Thomas W. Charles 
“Waiting Patiently,” ballad by Christian Krause, are both truly 
tuneful and bright in composition. 
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Hansom (who has been “ shut in” by Four-wheeler).—“ ALL RIGHT, OLD MAN! DON’T WORRY IM! PLENTY 0’ TIME! SAVE 
’IM FOR A LAST EXPIRIN’ HEFFORT !” 



































Merry Christmas. A Scent-ral Scent-inel. A Million-Heiress. 

(SEE CARTOON.) E. RIMMEL has a splendid show, FUN hears, [Little Miss Vanderbilt, will, when she comes of 
SURELY ’twas no cause for grief, Of , er a Presents, and likewise New | 28¢, be, it is said, the richest woman in America.] 
But a sense of deep relief ear’s. Strand, | Lo, little Miss Vanderbilt’ 

Must have soothed with expedition | The perfumer, who dwells iliail in the Mash all the chic? biurds of eteiiions — 

All concerned in the Commission Is the Scenter of Attraction, understand. Their hearts at her “ tootsies ” they'd lay. 
When it, after long probation, | English wooers, this tale is alarming, 

Stood adjourned for the vacation, Justice to Poland! And they grieve that our girls, though so 
And each counsel closed his brief. Mr. PoLAND, at last, has been made a Q.C., charming, 

For awhile there's no report So talent and pluck, q see, still has its uses ; Are not Vander-built that way. 

Of their witness-baiting sport ; He long has deserved it, you all will agree, 

Evidence of Irish violence And for keeping it back there have been , , 

For awhile is put to silence ; | poor ex-q c's. Wy is an eagle like a good Christian’?— 
No more circumstantial tangles, , _ Because he is accustomed to watch and 
No more most von ery Mba Not O-Pop-on-axidental. tec 

Or “exciting scenes in Court,” THE charming Ellen Ter 

So three Judges one could name, ‘Sensey Lily erry and the ditto COPIES CAN STILL BE HAD OF 

Are not, in my view, to blame The first a finished actres : 

If they fall at once to dancing, : like to rise) ress, and the other | HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1889. 
Gaily capering and prancing Both dote upon Opoponax—and those who ALSO OF 

At their respite from such cases ; don’t are silly— FUN ALMANAC for1889. 
For, should I be in their places, So we here O-pop-an-ax-iom, to show they 

I believe I’d do the same. | both are wise. “FUN” OFFIOE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.¢. 

















| SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


Tonga AES Cadbury's 


The Specific for NEURALGIA. 
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= a maintains its reputation inthetreatment === ee eS 

of Neuralgia. "—Lanc | Wetenda ens : | PURE AND 
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effective in all those cases in which we have pre § Ask your Stationer for a Sixpe ny Assorted Sample 
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JANUARY. 


Thirty-one Days. 
S ... 6 13 20 27 
M... 7 34 23 2 
Tur 8 15 22 
\'W2 9g 16 23 
Th 3 10 17 24 
twei2 + oe 
|S § 12 19 26... 








FEBRUARY. 


Twenty-eight Days. 
IO 17 24 
Ir 18 25 
I2 19 26 
13 20 27 
14 21 28 
*, oe 
80-29... 


M ... 


© ON Oui hs Yo 


Se 


EU... § 83.30 90... 
a Mece? 00 SE SB .;. 


Thirty-one Days. 
S ...3 1017 24 3 


Owes 5 me 
W ...6 £3 90 27 ... 


Fr £83638 20... 
S 29 16 23 30... 


APRIL. 


Thirty Days. 


wNe OO OonNT 


Oui Ww Nm: 
— — et 


Thirty-one Days. 
I2 19 26 
13 20 27 
14 21 28 
I5 22 29 
16 23 30 
10 17 24 31 
ae i. aa 


Thirty Days. 

2 91623 3 
M... 3 10 17 24 
Tu...4 11 18 25... 
W...5 12 19 26... 
Th...6 13 20 27 ... 
F 67 84 BESS css 
S 1 815 22 29... 





JULY. 


Thirty-one Days. 
S ...- 3 ae at 26 
M1 8 15 22 29 
Tu 2 9g 16 23 30 
W 3 10 17 24 31 
Th 4 11 18 25... 
F § 12:39 @ ... 
S 6 13 





AUGUST. 


Thirty-one Days. 
11 18 
I2 
13 
14 21 
15 22 29 
16 23 30 
17 24 31 


20 





19 20) 


SEPTEMBER. 


Thirty Days. 

8 15 22 2 
9 16 23 30 
Se:87 24 
Sy. a0 9S... 
$3 80°20... 
£5. BF os 
14 21 


& 
M 
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OCTOBER. 


Thirty-one Days. 
13 20 
14 21 
15 22 
16 23 3 
17 24 31 
18 25 ... 
539 25.3 





NOVEMBER. 


Thirty Days. 
IO 17 24 
Ir 18 25 
I2 19 26 
13 20 27 
14 21 28 
15 22 29 
16 23 30 


DECEMBER. 


Thirty-one Days. 
8 15 22 29 
9 16 23 30 
17 24 3 
BS 86. occ 
19 26 ... 
eae 


II 
12 


13 





14 21 28... 








Price One 


Shilling 








HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1889. 


























JANUARY starts the year— 
New Year's Gifts at once appear ; 


A Russ in Urbe. 


A WILD contributor fain 
would know, 
If Fun did (near the Sea 
called Black) 
Fight, four-and-thirty years 
ago, 
Against the mighty Rus- 
sian pack ? 
The enquirer doth this reason 
show— 
“Because FUN hath an 
Alma-knack.”’ 
You'll own that wheezers of 
this sort 
Deserve the Central Crimea- 
nal Court. 


WHY are coalheavers so 
frequently out of employ- 
ment /— Because they 80 
often get the sack, 


Loud with joy the children yell. | 
(Pa gets New Year’s Gifts as well !) 








FEBRUARY fills the dish; 
Pancakes, Lenten fare of fish— 


FUN ALMANAC. 











caveats , 
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“LET them call me F. C. for false cuffs,” he said. 


“Quantum Suff.!"—A False Cuff! 


“ Like a snow-flake on my wrist 


they fall when I give my hand to her I love.” One came off—off was that engagement ! 
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Solid food on which one dines, 
Lighter food of Valentines. 


A Cymbal Question. 
NONE, e’en though versed in 
astral laws, 
Can tell us, it appears, 
If the symbols of the planets 
cause 
The music of the spheres. 





Hey, for the good old- 
fashioned Christmas! with 


| chilblains, bronchitis, tooth- 
| ache, the pipes burst, and a 
_ man in possession. 





Bald-win’d-ward. 


| ALL those who'd fain go 


parachuting, 
And dropping from the 
clouds would test, 
Must choose their month— 
there’s no disputing, 
They’ll 
months the best. 





LARCH comes in with mighty gust, 
wing hats and pecks of dust ; 


Lamb or lion, either way, 
Brings the happy Quarter-day 


APRIL next. 
See what fools she makes of us! 


All Fools’ Day. Thus, 


Bringing to us once again 
Intermittent sun and rain. 


find bal-lunar | 
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FUN ALMANAC. 
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MISS PRETTYPERT TO A BOSOM FRIEND. 


ABOUT my partners you shall hear— 
Young Spring, who was the first of them, 
Was raw and undeveloped, dear 
(I think he was the worst of them). 
But though he’d too much spring, you know, and angular 
agility, 
He did possess the all-important virtue of docility. 


But Summer gave me most delight, 
He was so warm and genial, 
And if I flirted just a mite, 
I’m sure the fault was venial. 
I thought in fating us to meet, the powers behaved 
auspiciously ; 
He'd such a beautiful moustache, and waltzed, my dear, 


lalini le 
lC@ICIOUSILYV. 


I danced with Autumn, later on,— 
A fighting man, a camper, too; 
I thought him chilly as a Don, 
And something of a damper, too. 
He'd travelled, though, and proved to be extremely 
conversational, 
So he was interesting, if a trifle educational. 


I trod a set with Winter, too,— 
A lively after-supper dance ; 
He danced as middle-class folks do, 
Which isn’t as the upper dance. 
He had the brisk and hearty ways that mark the pro- 
letariat, 
And was extremely “in the know’ 
missariat, 


’ 


on points of com- 










































A NEW PANTOMIME. 


THE manager sat in his mana- 
gerial sanctum. A decanter stood 
at his elbow. A shivering panto- 
mime author stood befcre him. A | 
bust of Shakespeare was on the | 
mantelshelf. A full-sized statue 
of Mr. Augustus Harris held the | 
corner of the room that was not | 
occupied by the coal-scuttle. 

“T must have a pantomime | 
novelty,” said the manager. 

The pantomime author shook | 
his head—there was not much in | 
it to shake, but he did it. 

They had a solemn conclave. 
This was the result: ‘‘ The Rational 
Harlequinade.” 

* * = ” 

The clown came in and said, 
‘A morbid craving for originality 
prevents me from saying, “ Here 
we are again! I shall now, how- 
ever, proceed to butter a few slides, 
purloin as many sausages as I pos- 
sibly can, and 
singe the police- 
man with a 
property red- 
hot poker.” 
The pantaloon 
replied, “Sir, 
& man who 
would place 
superior Dorset 
on & pavement 
would pick a 
pocket.” 

“You are 
severe, sir,” 
said the clown; 
“vet the rebuke 
is not unmeri- 
ted. Yet must 
I lose my place 
in the Halls of Momus if I purloin 
not some of these popular articles 
of food known as ‘breakfast 
edibles,’ the joy of the bachelor, 
the terror of the felina domestica,” 

“Sir,” replied the pantaloon, 
“the man who would be guilty of 
stealing another man’s best Cam- 
bridge 10d. per 1b., would be lost 
to every sense of decency.” 

The clown sighed deeply. 

“And may not I even twist the 
leg off a policeman?” he asked, 
sadly, 

“Inhuman monster!” cried the 
pantaloon, “never would I stand 
by and see such an atrocity com- 
mitted.” 

The clown burst into tears. 

There was not adry eye left in 
the house. 

Yet it need 
hardly be said 
Rational Har- 
lequinade did 
not take. 

Sausages 
must be stolen. 
Slides must 
be buttered 
Policemen’s 
legs must be 
twisted off to 
all eternity. 
Five thousand 
years hence the 
“She” of the 
day will 
listen to these jokes, whose o 
is even now lost in the depth 
the long-forgotten centuries, 
perhaps turn aside and sheda f 
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May comes bringing (though theysay __l’icnic parties, gipsy kettles, 


That “it is not always May’’) 


Fat(t)ed to Die! 
“Tt isn’t,” said the prize sheep, “that I mind being killed so much, for 
| that’s what every well-regulated sheep must come to; but what annoys me 
is that, after I’m dead, they cover me all over with ribbons and rosettes, like 
a Guy Fawkes or a Lord Mayor’s footman. That's what hurts my feelings, 
| and makes me wish I’d been born a workhouse orphan, that would never 
have stood the least chance of being fattened up.” 





Hawthorn blossom, stinging nettles! 


FUN ALMANAC. 
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JUNE her wares will next disclose— Leafy shadows, cooling streams, 
Languor’s lily, passion’s rose, Lazy days, Midsummer dreams, 


What Resource! | 
“THAT woman is a born cook,” said Jones, as he gazed affectionately at 
his loving spouse, “yet she never complains that she has not a perfect 
batterie de cuisine. The other day, when she couldn’t find the regular | 
things to ornament the rim of an apple-tart, bless me if she didn’t run | 
upstairs and come down with something that stamped out a lovely pattern 
on the dough. What did she doit with? Why, my false teeth!” 




















RUSKIN’S “DREAM 


Manure, and the 
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Heroines, with their obiectionable habit of washing thi 
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The Merry Swiss Girl with the Goitre, the Furniture-scrubbing-wall-dusting-floor-sweeping Maid-of-all-work, the Scotch Lassie with a taste for 


r ¢ 


faces, will, in future, take back seats. 
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1. It certainly is something wonderful the power advertisement has. We know a fellow —a cleverish fellow, and an honest fellow was he = taef " eo 4 , 
postcard things, when an idea took possession of him. Kureka was the 

he 





make any headway in life. 2. Till one day he received one of those new farthing 


- | y . . 4 
remarkable express; m he made use of in his excitement. — 3 Verv shortly after this a friend of our Ve epted an invitation to dine with him, and found him 
living in unnaralleled waar co Hie vel a ee friend. admiring! ‘’Well, ye see,” he replied, ‘it stru k me if you could get things 
Ai bling iii i } Ai alititti Ati. vy ry ‘ } i i? Alu ‘ ii it As ‘ as ve os9 ’ = , ae * ° 

, thing for nothing’ So I tried it, and here we are Wonderful system ! 
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FUN ALMANAC. es 
A MATTER OF TACT. | 


Somebody has been writing to the papers about the fraudulent trademarking of cigars, and the difficulty of obtaining the good cigar you pay for. It és difficult, of course. Toget | 
@ genuinely good cigar—(there are no fine cigars in England)—is a matter of study, tact, influence—a long job. Nobedy but an ox would expect to walk into a shop and casually buy | 


a box of good cigars. It must be worked in the following way :— 
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You want a box of good cigars—very well. Ycu devote, say, two years to winning the friendship and confidence of a high-class cigar dealer. You spend thousands in choice little 
dinners for him—you ply him with the finest vintages : if necessary, you marry his daughter, so as to get into the family. Ther, one day, you delicately hint your readiness to pay any 
amount to obtain a good cigar. 
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Next time you look in at bis place, he locks the door, looks under the counter, draws down the blinds, and then whispers, in hoarse secrecy, “7 know the very thing you want!” 





And he hands you a choice remnant—just ten boxes, at £87 per box. 














Then—THEN you invite your acquaintance, the Havana planter (who does know a good cigar), and explode your treasure upon bim, bursting with pride. And then you 


note th effact 
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Next, JULY is on the spot— Cream, strawberry, plum and peach, 
“Julius Cesar, ‘ain’t it ’ot!’” Lofty mountain, pebbly beach. 


IT was a wild, wintry day in mid-July, when 
the hero of this narrativette might have been 
observed putting the finishing touches to the 
proofs of the prophecies which he had written 
tor Young Little’s Almanac. This was the first 
time that Cadzeal (for that was his name) had 
turned his attention to prophecy ; but neverthe- 
less he, unlike most young beginners, regarded 
his work with something of an author's pride— 
in fact, we might say, with a good deal. 

“There!” he muttered, as he softly stroked the 
few silken sprouts of beard and moustache that 
blushingly (for they were red) adorned his clas- 
sical face. “I flatter myself that those predic- 
tions, couched in musical but most mysterious 
language, and seasoned with apt astrological 
references to Declinations, Southing and Trine, 
Square and Sextile aspects, will throw into a 











"YP | 
NOT HEREDITARY. 


YOUNG FITZNOB.—“ Y' know, my ancestors settled in England just after the Conquest.” 
LONG-SUFFERING CREDITOR.—*“ I wish you'd follow their glorious example.” 
YOUNG FITzNOB.—“ How ?” 
LONG-SUFFEBING CREDITOR. 


“Settle!” 
Settle! 





A SMALL PROPHET AND A QUICK RETURN. 
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Continental trip and train, 
Harvesting of golden grain. 
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| AUGUST brings us jaded “ House,” 


Off to Moor-land, shooting grouse, 


most London-like fog all who attempt to unravel 
them!” 

So saying, he called for a bow! of wassail and 
his snow-shoes, and getting outside of the former 
and inside of the latter, he went out into the 
icy street, and, having deposited his proofs at the 
office, skated off for virtuous relaxation to the 
Tivolambra Music Hall. 

* = * * 

Some seven months after the events detailed 
above, the hot March moon might have been 
observed frizzling all who dared venture into 
the streets. Our hero, made drowsy by the in- 
tense heat, was just going nap before donning 
his black gossamer evening-dress, 80 as to sally 
forth to the gilded saloons of Upper Tendom, 
when wild shrieks and yells suddenly arose up 














the air, until they ascended to the open window 
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— 
TAUGHT BY ADVERSITY. 


Mus. TRYHARDE (rho has several daughters en disponibilité, to young Lord Green- 
finch).—“ So sorry to hear of your engagement to Mies Goldsower being broken off. 


LORD GREEN FINCH.—“ Yes, it was a bore at first.” 


Mrs. TRYHARDE —“At first?” 
LORD GREENFINCU.—“I mean it takes a fellow some little time to get used to being 


commiserated!” 
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Then SEPTEMBER—#shooting pheasant, (On:the best of quarter-days 
Harvest home for happy peasant ; 


'of our Astrologer’s sumptuously furnished 

attic. 

“ What is that heart-piercing cry or cries?” 

| he exclaimed, starting up, as his teeth stood on 

_ end, and his hair chattered on his head with 

| fright. 

| “Save yourself!” was the answer, and the 

| answerer was the Publisher of the Almanac before 

| alluded to. “Save yourself!” he shrieked, as he 

fell through the strong oak door, “the populace 

are without, demanding the instant surrender of 

your gore!” 

“ But what have I done?” 
Prophet. 

| “Done!” replied the Publisher ; “why, haven’t 

| you heard that all your predictions in our 

| almanac have come true!” 

| “Great Scott!’ groaned the Predictor, sink- 

' ing into the fender ; “then I am lost!” 

| “You are, indeed!” retorted his agonized 

friend, “but that is no reason why time should 

| be—follow me; once gain yon gutter-pipe, and it is but a hundred feet 

| slide down into yonder alley, and we are safe!” 



















cried the panting 


















Comes NOVEMBER—Guy Fog’s Day, 


lord M — (Throwing light upon the track, 
rd Mayor's Show 


, tog all the way. Comes FUN’s brill 
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Geese get cooked in varied ways!) | 


| Last, DECEMBER ends the tale— 
lant ALMANAC.) | Cl 
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| Chill OcToBER—chill, by Jingo !— Into football life infuses, 


3rews the soul-inspiring stingo, Showing how she brews and bruises. 


A SMALL PROPHET AND A QUICK RETURN.—/( Continued). 
Blindly the miserable young man followed his friend ; but scarcely had 
they started going down the pipe hand over hand, when a roaring multitude, 


enraged that the Predictor’s predictions as to fine weather, bad ditto, im- 
provement in trade, depression in ditto, changes in the Bank Rate, the down- 
fall of the Tory Government, and the victory of the same—and what not, 
had come true, the multitude, I say, rushed in, and finding that the 
wretchedly accurate Prophet had fled, revenged themselves by breaking up 
his furniture, and drinking all his beer, of which he kept many choicest 
vintages, 
~ * * ~ ” - 





sut Nemesis still pursued the Prophet; for later, when applying for a | 


Turf Tipster’s post, the Editor, recognizing him, said, “No, your kind of 
prophecy is far too accurate for our business!” and threw him out. 


A Stamp-ede-ict. 
THOUGH in some almanacs you'll find 
The phrase “Stamp Duties,”—bear in mind, 
That phrase does not (though vaguely put) 
Imply “Stamp Duties under foot.” 


“] FLATTER myself I am a man of weight,” remarked Bumbleby to his | 
spouse, and Mrs, B. quite agreed that he was a simple-ton. 





Holly, mistletoe, roast “ oxes,” 


wn, plum-pudding, snow, wass-hael, Pantomimes, and Christmas boxes 
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** Woe to the first that tastes my umbrella! 
they, ‘‘ Because we are afraid to go on.” 
nearly slew him with her umbrella. 














PAS SI BATH. 


My Geraldine was sent when young 
(You see, I’ve known her long) 
To learn the true Parisian tongue 
In a Bruxelles Penshong ; 
’Twas there she learned to cry “ Mong Doo!” 
To mourn “‘ migraine de téte,” 
To call her lapdog “ Petty choo,” 
And ancwer, “ Pas si béte/” 


This last expression she will use 
More frequently than most, 

If you’re imploring her to choose 
Another slice of toast ;— 

If to persuade her you are fain 
(At dances large and late) 

To trip the mazy waltz again— 
She answers, “ Pas si béte!” 


Did she enjoy the last new play, 
Or find the plot too slow? 
Whether she liked the Tadema 
At the big Winter show ? 
If she admires Miss Lemon Squash, 
The Transatlantic Fate ?— 
She'll lift a languid, lazy lash, 
And answer, “ Pas si béte !” 


Apart from this defect, I’ll own 
No other maid I know 
Is half so sweet to look upon, 
Or carries such a dét ; 
To-night my luck I mean to try, 
I'll pop the question straight, 
And when, “ Do you refuse,” I cry, 
“To marry me?” perhaps she'll sigh, 
And answer, “ Pas si béte!” 


Now, the boys hearing of this kept afar off. A good 
“T will show you the way,” said he. He did, and came dow 
MoraL—¥Y ou may know the way, but you're not always sure of it. 


THE MODERN ASOP.—Some boys once made slides in front of an old lady's house, and ofttimes snowballed her briskly. 


man, coming up, said to them, 
n on the slide, 






















‘*T will hide,” 
‘Why stay you?” 
The old lady mistook him for a boy and 
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THE WEATHER AND THE MONTHS. 
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FUN’S EXHIBITION ALMANAC, 


JANUARY Ist.—“ The International Military Exhibition” will on this 
day be opened by H.R H. the Duke of Cambridge. “ Prize Beauty Competi- 
tion of Corporals of H.M.’s Household Foot.” (A Committee of judges will 
speedily be formed composed entirely of suburban nursemaids of good charac- 
ter, who have kept their situations not less than three weeks, being eligible for 
election.) —Tournament — Soldier’s Belt versus Civilian’s Walking-stick 
(military scene—after closing hours). Military Dramas.—(The Reveille 
—rising at morning for shot drill, The Alarm—domestic kitchen scene— 
arrival of rival constable down the area, Xc., &c). 

FEBRUARY Ist.—‘“ The Inter-Colonial Ethiopian Exhibition,” Agricul- 
tural Hall, will include a quaintly-selected collection of bones— bones 
musical, and those of distinguished and lately-cooked missionaries. The 
Dahomey Lecture.—Pictures by native artists. The Cannibal’s Canteen— 
greatly preferred to anything clse of a like character, &c., &-. 








Se = 
MARCH Ist.—‘“ Anglo-German Exhibition of Edibles.” Contest between 





|“ British and Teutonic Sausage Eaters.” 


| dies bearing on the subject. 


sallad Concert—“ Old Dog Tray,” 
‘‘ Where, oh, where has my little Dog gone?” and other international melo- 
Course of Lectures—No. 1. “ The Pork-pie, and 
its relation to the Brown Institution,” &c., &c. 

APRIL Ist. —‘“ International Trades’ Designs and Marks Exhibition,” 


| Wormwood Scrubbs. Exhibitions illustrating the structure and consistency 


of English-marked wares as made in Essen, Westphalia, and other indus- 


| trial centres. The art of making tinned peas a Ja verdigris. Swedish Lucifer 





| exclusively upon Ridge’s Food WHrN TH®Y 


Matches that won't strike on their own box or any other, &c., &c. 

May let.—“ International Domestic Cat Show,” South Kensington. To 
be opened by the Countess Dovercalaiski. Exhibition and Feline Purveyor’s 
Trophy (composed entirely of highly-polished skewers and dried meat). 
Feline Pictorial Gallery. Pictures by celebrated artists, “I hadn't enough 
without my skewer,” “ Alone on the washhouse mat,” Xe, 


7 7 A Wonderful 
Blessing 
AN To Infants & Invalids, 


MILLIONS of Children have been brought up © nm 0 mn 


COULD NOT THRIV# ON ANYTHING ELSE. 
Bold Everywhere. Af / E ALL IMITAI ’ 
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JUNE Ist.—“ International Insect Exhibition,” will include the Lodging- 





House Keepers’ Section and the Keating Memorial Fund. Opening Concert | 
(Leader—Lieut. Dan Godfrey.)—Grand overture from Heller's “ Restless | 


Nights.” Chorus—“ Let’s Catch the Fleeting Hour.” 


JULY Ist.—“ International Charity Exhibition” (possibly opened by Her | 


Most Gracious Majesty). The skilly fountains and toke memorials. The 
Pauper Art Gallery—containing these world-wide-famed works : “ The Blind 
}egger and the Bad Halfpenny,” “ The Stonebreaker’s Breakfast.” 

AUGUST Ist.—* Provincial Proboscis Exhibition.” 
of nasal organs from every town in the United Kingdom—Grecian and 
Roman and any that may turn up. 
know your (sz)out?” Course of Lectures on “The Decay of Sneezing.” 

SEPTEMBER! Ist.—“ Partridge, Pheasant, and Wild Fowl Exhibition.” 
Lecture 1. “The London Eating-House;” 2. “Crow and Bread Sauce ;” 


ALB 


J 














3. “The Art of Training Birds to be Shot.” 

OCTOBER Ist,—“ International Collar Exhibition,’ Walham Green—to be 
opened by His Royal Highness the Prince Albert Victor. Tournament— 
British laundresses armed with copper sticks and spirit bottles versus Parisian 
blanchisseuses with crimping irons. 

NOVEMBER Ist.—“ International Guy Fawkes Congress.” 
Politicians. English Home Secretaries and their followers. 

DECEMBER Ist.—“ International Christmas Exhibition.” Grocers’ Section— 
Tea dusting and the dustbin. Mince pie trophy. Lectures on Food ; its prepara- 
tion, its attributes, &c.—No. 1. “On the Immediate Relation between Cocoa 
and Fuller’s Earth,” &c. Art Gallery—J. Van Beers’ “ Little Jack Horner and 
his Plum;” Sir E. Millais’ “ Cinderella”—(This exquisite work of art, 


Prominent 


depicting a charming child holding a birchbroom, was presented by an 
eminent tea merchant, who was much struck with the similitude between 
the twigs of the domestic implement and much of his own stock). 


A LOVELY BAT 


D WATER MADE SOFT BY 


and Toilet ‘Water | COLD HAR 
Obtained by using Pasta Mack. | 


Gold Medal, Hygienic 
+ xhibition, Ostend, 1288 
“PASTA MACK "softens 
the water, vives ita most 
tedictous odour and 
BEAUTIFIES THE 
COMPLEXION of 
Chemists and Perfumers. 
BEWARE OF WORTH- 








LESS IMITATIONS. Sole . a 

Manufacturer and Inven- | No Rough Skins; No Difficulty 9 
Mm tor, H. MACK, ULM} Washing. Simply place apps 
7 A/D. Wh lesale Agents | Water Softe.er in ewer, and of 
wy for Great Britain, | stant su: ply of soft water ts ot taine 

( ‘BE, GARRET r. Prices from 6d each of all Chemists 

& CO., London, W. ° | Sample sent for od. in Stamps, fron 


V. TAPP& Wege Gt 





Collections of models | 


Humorous ballad—‘“ Does your mother | 
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